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CABL-TLE’S 
EIEE JIT LONDON 

amoDuoioBT 

In Garijle’s Journal I find written, on the 10th of 
October, 1843,«tlie following words — 

Some one wiites about ‘ notes for a biography ’ in some 
beggaily ‘ Spiiit of the Age ’ or other rubbish basket — ^re- 
jected nem con What have I to do wi^h then ‘-Spiuts of 
the Age ’ ? To have my ^ life ’ sumjed and commented on 
by all men even wisely is^o object with me, but rather the 
opposite , how much less to have it done unwisely f The 
woild has no business with my life , the world will never 
know my life, if it sRould wiit^ and read a bundled bio- 
giaphies of me The mam facts of it even aie known, and 
aie likely toi be known, to myself *alone of created men 
The ' goose goddess ’ which^they cafl ‘ Fame ’ » Ach Qott f 


And again, Decenaber 29, 1848 — 

Darwin said to Jane the other day in his quizzing serious 
manner, ^ Who will wiite*Cailyle’s life ^ * The word reported 
to me set me tlnnkmg how tmpossible it was, and would for 
ever remain, for any cieatuie to w?rite my ‘ life ’ The chief 
elements of my little l^estiny have aU along lain deep below 

VOL, I 1 
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View or surmise, and nevei will can be known to any son 
of Adam I would say to nay bi(=^?apjiier, if any fool under- 
took such a task, ‘ Foibear, poor fool ^ Let no J^ife of me be 
^wiitten, let me and my bewildeied wiestlings [le bulged 
here and be foigottgn swiftly of airthe woild If thou wiite, 
it will be meie delusion and hallucination The confused 
world nevei undeistood noi mil undei^fcand me and my pool 
affaiis Net even the jpeisons neaiest to me could guess at 
them , noi was it found indispensable , noi is it now (foi 
any but an idle purpose) profitable' weie it eve» possible 
Silence, and go thy ways elsewhither ’ 


Eeluctantly, and only when he found that his wishes 
would not and could not be respected, Carlyle lequested 
me to undertake the task which he had thus described 
as hopeless , and placed materials in my hands which 
would rQake the^creation of a true likeness of him, if 
still difficult, yet no longer as impossible as he had de- 
clared it to be Higher confi-dence was never placed by 
any man in another I had not sought it, but I did 
not refuse to accept it I felt myself only more strictly 
bound than men in sucK circumstances usually are, to 
discharge the duty which I was undertaking with the 
fidelity which I knew^bo be expected from me Had I 
considered my own comfort or my own interest, I should 
have sifted out or passed lightly pver the delicate 
features in the story Tt would have been as easy as 
it would have been agreeable for me to construct a 
picture, with ©very detail stnctiy accurate, of an almost 
perfect character An account so written would have 
been read with immeTiiate pleasure jParlyle would 
have been admire^^ and applauded^ and the biographer, 
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if he had not shared m the praise, would at least have 
esc&ped censure He^TOuld®have followed in the track 
marked ogt for*him by^®a custom which is all but 
universal When a popular, statesman dies, or a popular 
soldier ^or clergyman,* his faults gre forgotten, his 
virtues on^ are remembered in his epitaph Everyone 
has %ome frailties, hut the merits and not the frailties 
are what interest the world , and ^th grealf men of the 
ordinary kind whose^names and influence will not sur- 
vive thefr own generation, to leave out the shadow, and 
record solely what is bright and attractive, is not only 
permissible, but is a right and honourable instinct. 
The good should be fiankly acknowledged with no 
churlish qualifications 

But the pleasure which we feel, and the honour which 
we seek to confer, S.re avenged, wherever truth is con- 
cealed, m the case of the exception^, few who are to 
become historical and belong to^he immortals The 
sharpest scrutiny is the conditfon of enduring fame 
Eveiy circumstance which can be ascertained about 
them IS eventually ctragged into light If blank spaces 
are left, they are filled by ruifiour or conjecture "V^Tien 
the generation wl^ich knew them^is gon^ there is no 
more tenderness in dealing wife them , and if their 
friends have heen indiscreetly reserved, idle tales which 
survive in tradition become stereotyped into facts 
Thus the characters of many ‘of our greatest men, as 
they stand in history, are left blackened by groundless 
calumnies, or credited* with imaginary efcellences, a 
prey to be torn ©in "pieces by nval critics, with clear 
evidence wanting, and prepossessions fixed on one side 
or the other 6y disli|:e or sympathy 


1—2 
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If ad I taken tlie course which the ® natural man 
would have recommended, I ^should have given no 
faithfiil account of Carlyle ' I should hav^ created a 
< delusion and a hallucination ’ of the precise ki^d which 
^0 who was the truest of men most deprecated and 
dieaded , and I should have done it not innocently^ and 
in Ignorance, but with deliberate insmcfeiity, after my 
attention had been - specially directed by his own 
enerous opennes§ to the points jwhich I shcmld have 
feft unnoticed I should have been unjusf first to 
mvself— for I should have failed in what I knew to be 
my duty as a biographer I should have been unjust 
secondly to the public Carlyle exerted^for many years 
an almost unbounded influence on the mind of educated 
England His writings are now spread over the whole 
English-speaking world Th^y are studied with eager- 
ness and^ confidence by millions who have looked and 
look to him not for amusement^ but for moral guidance, 
and those millions have a right to know what manner 
of man he really was If may be, and I for one think 
it will be, that when time has levelled accidental dis- 
tinctions, when the perspective has altered, and the 
foremost figures of this century qje^een m their true 
proportions, Carlyle Will tower far above all his con- 
temporaries, and will then be the one person of them 
about whom the coming generations ^will care most to 
Ije informed But whether I estimate his importance 
rightly or wrongly, he has played a part which entitles 
everyone to demand a complete account of his character 
He has come forward as a teacher of mankind He has 
claimed ‘ to speak with authority and not a^ the Scribes ’ 
He has denounced as-empty illusion the most favourite 
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convictions of the age I^o concealment is permis- 
sible about a m^n^wh# ^nld thus take on himself 
the chara^er of a prophet and speak to it m so 
imperious a tone 

Lastly, I should have been unjuSt to Carlyle him- 
self ©and to everyone who believed and has believed 
in him To have^heen® reticent would have implied 
that there was something to hid§, and, taking Carlyle 
all in a^, there ne«*ser was a man— I at least never 
knew of one — whose qonduct m life would better bear 
the fiercest light which can be thrown upon it In 
the grave matters of the law he walked for eighty-five 
years unblemished by a single moral spot There are 
no ‘ sins of youth ’ to be apologised for In no instance 
did he ever deviate ^ven for a moment from the strictest 
lines of integrity He had his own way to make in life, 
and when he had chosen his profetsion, he had to 
depend on popularity f on the breaji which he was to eat 
But although more than once he was within sight of 
starvation he would never do less than his very best 
He never wrote an idle word,^he never wrote or spoke 
any single sentence* which he did not with his whole 
heart believe to be* true. Consfious though he was 
that he had talents above those of common men, he 
sought neither rank nor fortune for himself When 
he became famous and moved as an equal among the 
great of the land, he was content to earn the wages of 
an artisan, and kept ta the simple habits ^n which he 
had been bred in his father’s house He might have 
had a pensioi? Had he stooped to ask for it , but he 
chose to maintain himself by his own industry, and 
when a pension was bffered him it was declined He 
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despised Inxnry , he was thrifty and even severe m-the 
economy of his own househoEl , tuh in the times of 
his greatest poverty he had always something to spare 
for those who were dear to him When money came 
at last, and it came only when he was old pnd infirm, 
he added nothing to his own comforts, but was lay^^hly 
generous with it to otherb I'endcr-hearted and affec- 
tionate he was beyond all men whom I have ever 
known His faults, which in 2is late remorse he 
exaggerated, as men of noblest natures are most apt to 
do, his impatience, his mitability, his singular melan- 
choly, which made him at times distressing as a com- 
panion, were the effects of temperament first, and of 
a peculiarly sensitive organisation, and secondly of 
absorption in his work and of his deteimination to do 
that work as welji as it could possibly be done. Such 
faults as these wererbut as the vapours which hang 
about a mountain, injreparable* from the nature of the 
man They have to be told because without them 
his character cannot be understood, and because they 
affected others as well ds himself But they do not 
blemish the ^essential greatness of his character, and 
when he is fully knowji he will no€ be loved or admired 
the less because he had infirmities like the rest of us 
Carlyle’s was not the imperious grandeur which has 
risen superior to weakness and^ reigns cold and im- 
passive in distant majesty The fire in his soul burnt 
red to the «nd, and sparks flew from it which fell hot 
on those about him, not always pleasant, not always 
hittmg the right spot (sr the right person , but it was 
pure fire notwithstanding, fire of genuine and noble 
passion, of genuine love for all '"that was good, and 
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gen|iine indignation at^what^was mean or base or con- 
temptible His Jifa ;^ot a bappy one, and there 
were featn^es in it for which, as he looked back, he 
bitterly ^reproached himself But there are many,- 
perhaps th^ majority of us, who smodeeper every day 
of tjieir lives in these very points in which Carlyle 
sinned, and withont-^Carlyle’s'-excuses, who do not know 
that they have anything to repent of The"" more com- 
pletely it IS understood, the more his character will be 
seen to answer to his ^intellectual teaching The one 
IS the counterpart of the other There was no false- 
hood and there was no concealment in him The same 
true nature shoVed itself in his hfe and in his words 
He acted as he spoke from his heart, and those who 
have admired his ynitin^s will equally admire himself 
when they see him in his actual hkeness 

I, for myself, concluded, though n'St till after long 
hesitation, that there should be mo reserve, and there- 
fore I have practised none I have published his own 
autobiographical fragments I have published an 
account of his early years from his Letters and Journals 
I have published th*e Letters and Memorials of his wife 
which describe (ffona one aspect) ins life In London as 
long as she remained with him " I supposed for a time 
that if to these I added my personal recollections of 
him, my task would be sufficiently accomplished , but 
I have thought it better on longer consideration to 
complete his biography as I began it ^He himself 
quotes a saying of Goethe that on the lives of remark- 
able men ink ^ntl paper should, least be spared I must 
leave no materials unused to complete the portrait 
which I attempt to draw 
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CHAPTEE I 
A D 1834 MT 

Beginmiig of life in Cheyne Row — ^First winter in London — John 
Steiling— Offeis of employment on the ^hmes ’ not acoepted, and 
why— Begins ‘ History of the French Revolution ’ — Carlyle's inter- 
pretation of it— Extracts from Journal— London society — Literature 
as a profession — John Mill — ^The burnt manuscript — Resolution to 
continue the booK — Meets Wordsworth 

In the summer of 1834 Carlyle left Craigenputtock and 
its solitaiy moors and removed to^ London, there to 
make a l^^st experiment whether it would be possible 
foi him to abide by literature as a profession, or whether 
he must seek another epiployment and perhaps another 
country I have already told how he set up his modest 
establishment m Cheyne Eow in the house where he 
was to remain till he died He "had some 200i in 
money for immediate necessities , of distinct prospects 
he had none at all He had made a'^reputation by his 
articles in reviews as a man of ^marked ability He had 
been well received on his visit to London in 1832, and 
was an object of admiring interests to a number of 
young inen who were themselves afterwaids to become 
famous, to John Mill, to Charjes Buller, to Charles 
Austin, Sir 'WiUiam Molesworth, and the advanced 
section of the Philosopjiic Eadicals, he doubtless 
hoped that when he was seen and more widely known, 
some editorship, secretaryship, or^ analogous employ- 
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mepfc might fall in hij^ way^ which would enable him 
to live Even Bro^gha^^and Macaulay and the ortho- 
dox Whiga of the * Edinburgh Review/ admitted his 
talents^though they disliked the use which he made 
of them, and would have taken hin?^ up and provided 
for him if he would have allowed Jeffrey to put him 
mtoTiamess But» Jiamess -i^t was impossible for him 
to wear, even harness as lightoas was required by 
booksellers and editors They had wondered at him 
and tried him, but since the appearance of * Sartor’ 
they had turned their backs upon him as hopeless, and 
had closed in his face the door of periodical literature 
He was impracticable, unpersuadable, unmalleable, as 
independent ai^d wilful as if he were an eldest son and 
the heir of a peerage He had created no * public’ of 
his own , the public which existed could not understand 
his writings and would not buy their^ nor could he be 
induced so much as to attempt, to please it, and thus 
it was that in Cheyne Row he was more neglected than 
he had been in Scotland* No one seemed to want his 
services, no one applied to him for contributions At 
the Bullers’ house, ‘at the Austins’, and in a gradually 
increasing circle, ’he* went into society and was stared 
at as if he were a strange wildT ammal His conver- 
sational powers were extraordinary His unsparing 
veracity, his singular insight, struck everyone who 
came in contact with him, but were more startling 
than agieeable. He was unobtrusive, but when asked 
for his opinion he gave it in his metaphor ic manner, 
and when contradicted was contemptuous and over- 
bearing, ‘ too sarcastic for so young a man,’ too sarcastic 
by far for the vanity of those whom he mortified A 
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worse fault was that he refused to attach himself to gny 
existing sect, either religious^pr^rpolitical He abhorred 
cant in all its forms, and as cant in some shape gathers 
about every organised body of English opinion, b© made 
many enemies and- few friends , and those few, fearful 
of the consequences, were shy of confessing themselves 
his disciples Month aft^«r month" went by, and no 
opening presented itself of which he was able to avail 
himself Molesworth founded a ‘^Radical Eeview,’ but 
the management of it was not offered to Cailyle, 
though he hoped it might be olfered His money 
flowed away, and with the end of it would end also the 
prospect of making a livelihood in Londbn 
I said no opemng of wh^ch he could'^avail himself, 
but one opening there was which^if he had chosen 
would ha^e led him on to fortune, and which any one 
but Cailyle wouSd have grasped at In the small 
number of men who had studied ^ Sait or’ seriously, 
and had discovered the golden veins in that rugged 
quartz rock, was John Sterling, then fresh fiom Cam- 
bridge and newly ordained a clergyman, of vehement 
but most noble natuie, who though far from agreeing 
with Cailyle, 'though -shrinking from'^nd even hating, 
so impetuous was he, "many of Carlyle’s opinions, yet 
saw also that he was a man like none that he had yet 
fallen in with, a man not only brilliantly gifted, but 
diffenng^from the common run of people in this, that 
he would not lie, that he would not equivocate, that he 
would say always what he actually thought, careless 
whether he pleased or offended Suefe a> quality, rare 
always, and especially rare in those who are poor and 
unfriended, could not -but recommend the possessor of 
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it tjo the brave and generous Sterling He introduced 
Carlyle to his father, was then the guiding genius 
of the * Times , ’ and the great editoi of the first 
periodical of the_ world, offered Carlyle work there, of 
course on Jhe implied conditions When a man enlists 
in the army, his soul as well as his body belong to his 
commanding officei;. He is'^to be no judge of the cause 
for which he has to fight His enemies are chosen for 
him and not by himself His duty is to obey orders 
and to ask no questions Carlyle, though with poverty 
at his door, and entire penurj’' visible in the near future, 
turned away from a proposal which might have tempted 
men who had^less excuse for yielding to it. He was 
already the sworn soldier of another chief His alle- 
giance from firsts to last was to trvA'hy truth as it 
presented itself to his own intellect and his, own con- 
science. He could not, would nojb, advocate what he aid 
not believe , he would not maresh in the same regiment 
with those who did advocate what he disbeheved , nor 
would he consent to suppress his own convictions when 
he chose to make them known By this resolution not 
the * Times ’ only, but the whole world of party life 
and party action", was necessarily closed!' against him 
Organisation of any kind m free communities is only 
possible where individuals will forget their differences 
in general agreement Carlyle, as he said himself, was 
fated to be an Ishmaelite, his hand against every man 
and every man’s hand, against him, and Ishmaelites,if 
they are to prosper at all in such a socrety as ours, and 
escape bemg^rSmpled under ^he horses’ hoofs, require 
better material resources behind them than a fast^ 
shrinking capital of 200i. 
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One occupation^ and one only, absorbed Carlyle’s twne 
and thought during these fir^ ye^rs^of his London life, 
the writing his history of the French Revolution He 
had studied it at Craigenpiittock He had written as 
a preliminary fli^t, and as if to try his mngs, the 
exquisite sketch of the episode of the Diamond Neck- 
lace, which lay in his desk'^still unpublished He had 
wiitten round the subject, on Voltaire, on Diderot, and 
on Cagliostro The wild tornado i^ which the^French 
monarchy perished hadfascinated^his attention, because 
it illustiated to him m all its features such theory as 
he had been able to form of the laws under which this 
world IS ruled, and he had detei mined to throw it out 
of himself if afterwards he was to abandon literature for 
ever His mind had been formed in^his father’s house 
upon the«*01d Testament and the Presbyterian cieed, 
and, far as he hadPwanfiered and deeply as he had read, 
the original lesson had remained indelible 

To the Scotch people and to the Puritan part of the 
English, the Jewish history contained a faithful account 
of the dealings of Grod with man in ali countries and in all 
ages As long as men kept God’s coifimandments it was 
well with then! , whenT^hey forgot God^s commandments 
and followed after wealth and enjoyment, the wrath of 
God fell upon them Commerce, manufactures, in- 
tellectual enlightenment, political liberty, outward 
pretences-of religiosity, all that naodem nations mean 
when they speak of wealth and progress and improve- 
ment, were but Moloch or Astarte in a new disguise, and 
now as then it was impossible to serve^God and Baal 
In some form or other retribution would come, wherever 
the hearts of men werS set on material prosperity 
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To this simple creQ4 Carlyle adhered as the central 
principle of all his^tlM);]Sigj^ts The outward shell of it 
had broken He had ceased to believe in miracles 
and si^pernatural interpositions But to him the 
natural was the supernatural, and tha tales of signs and 
wonders had risen out of the efforts of men to realise 
the"' deepest of ^juths to^ themselves The Jewish 
history was the symbol of all h*story All nations in 
all ages were under 4ihe same dispensation We did not 
come into the world with rights which we weie entitled 
to claim, but with duties which we were ordered to do 
Eights men had none, save to be governed justly 
Duties waited for them everywhere Their business 
was to find what those duties were and faithfully fulfil 
them So and only so the commonweal could prosper, 
only so would they be working in harmony with nature, 
only so would nature answer thercrwith peace alid 
happiness Of forms of government, * that which was 
best administered was best ’ Any form would answer 
where there was justice between man and man Con- 
stitutions, Bills of Eights, and such like were no sub- 
stitutes for justice, and could not fuither justice, till 
men were themselves just They must seelfiost Ood’s 
kingdom, they must be loyally obedient to the law which 
was written in their consciences, or though miracles 
had ceased, or had never been, there were forces in the 
universe terrible as the thunders of Sinai or^Assyrian 
armies, which would bring them to their senses or else 
destroy them The iFrench Eevolutian was the last 
and most signahexample of ® God’s revenge ’ The world 
was not m^de that the rich might enjoy themselves 
while the poor toiled and suffered On such terms 
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society itself was not allowed 1j,o exist The film ^ of 
habit on which it rested" burst through, and 
hunger and fury would use up and bring to judgment 
tjie unhappy ones whose business it had been guid^ 
and govern, when^they had not guided and had not 
governed 

England and Scotland w^ere not yet like Fiance," yet 
doubtless thfese impre^ions in Gaily le had oiigmated in 
scenes which he had himself witnessed The years 
which had followed the great war had been a time of 
severe suffering, especially in the^North It had been 
borne on the whole with silent patience, but the fact 
remained that hundreds of thousands of^labouiers and 
artisans had been out of work and their families starv- 

o 

ing while bread had been made artificially dear by the 
corn laws^ and the gentry meanwhile had collected 
their lents and shot their grouse and their partridges, 
with a deep unconsciousness that anything else was 
demanded of them That such an arrangement was 
not just — that it was entirely contrary, for one thing, 
to what was taught in the leligion which eveiyone 
professed to believe — had early become evident to 
Carlyle, and net to hin^only, but to t^ose whose opinions 
he most respected Hib fathci^ though too wise a man 
to meddle m active politics, would sieinly say that the 
existing state of things could not last ^nd ought not to 
last Hib^mother, pious and devout though she was, yet 
was a fiery Eadical to the end of her days Eadicalism 
lay in the blood* of the Scotch Calvinists, a bitter in- 
heritance from the Covenanteis Carlyle^felt it all to 
his heart , but he had thought too long apd knew too 
much to believe in thedreams of the Eadicals of politics. 
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In them lay revolution,, feasts of reason, and a reign of 
terror Groethe had tajigjit him the meaning and the 
worth of the apostles of freedom They might destroy, 
hut th^ could never build again For the sick body 
and sick soul of modem Europe there was but one 
remedy, tire old lemedy of the Jewish prophets, le- 
pentance and moml amendment All men, high and 
low, wise and unwise, must call -back into "their minds 
the meaning of the word ‘ duty , ’ must put away then- 
cant and hypocrisy, their selfishness and appetite for 
pleasure, and speak truth and do justice Without this, 
all tinkering of the constitution, all groiivth of wealth, 
though it rained ingots, would avail nothing 

France was -the latest instance of the action of the 
general law France of all modern nations had been 
the greatest sinner, and"^ France had been b?jought to 
open judgment She had been ofitoed light at the 
Eeformation, she would not have it, and it had returned 
upon her as lightning She had murdered her Colignys 
She had preferred to live for pleasure and intellectual 
enlightenment, with a sham for a religion, which she 
maintained and herself disbelieved The palaces and 
chateaux had been ^distinguished' by the splendour of 
dissipation The poor had asked for bread and had 
been scornfully told to eat grass The Annandale 
masons in old James Carlyle’s time had dined on grass 
m silence , the French peasantry had borne -^ith the 
tyranny of their princes and seigneurs, patient as long 
as patience was possible, and submitting as sheep to be 
annually sheared for their masters’ pleasure , but the 
duty of subjects and the duty' of rulers answer one to 
the other, and the question, soonei or later inevitable 
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m such cases, began to be aske^l, what this aristocracy, 
these splendid units were, frlxom thousands were 
sacrificed, these nobles who regarded the earth as their 
hunting ground, these priests who diew suc^ lavish 
wages for teachii^g what they knew to be untiue — an 
ominous enquiry which is never made till fact has 
answeied it already False nobles,t false piiests,"once 
detected, Sould nofe be allowed to lemain Un- 
fortunately it did not occur to th^ Fiench nation that 
when the false nobles and the false priests were shaken 
off they would need true nobles and true priests The 
new creed rose, which has since become so popular, that 
every man can be his own ruler and his own teacher 
The notion that one man was superior ^o another and 
had a right to lead or govern him was looked upon as a 
cunning^fiction that had been submitted to foi a time 
by credulity Ml m^n were brothers of one family, 
born with the same inalienable right to freedom The 
right had only to be acknowledged and respected, 
and the denial of it made treason to humanity, and 
Astrsea would then return, and earth would be again a 
Paradise This was the^new E\ angel It was tiied, 
and was tried with the guillotine^ as its ministei, but 
no millennium ariived The first article was false 
Men were not equal, but infinitely unequal, and the 
attempt to build upon an untrue hypothesis could end 
only as all such attempts must end The Eevolution 
did not mean emancipation from authority, because the 
authority of the wise and good" over fools and knaves 
was the fiist condition of natural huma^y ^ciety What 
it did mean was the bringing great offenders to justice, 
who for generation after generation had prospered in 
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iniquity Crown, nobles, prelates, seigneurs, they and 
the lies which thQyJi^t^ght and fattened on were 
burnt up as by an eruption from the nether deep, and 
of them ^t least the weary world was made quit 

It was tjius that Carlyle regarded the great con- 
vulsion which shook Europe at the close of the last cen- 
tury ^He believed •that the fate of France would be 
the fate of all nations whose heartsiwere set oh material 
things — who for religion were content with decent 
unrealities, satisfying their consciences with outward 
professions — treating God as if he were indeed, in 
Milton’s words, *a buzzard idol’ God would not be 
mocked The pbor wretches called mankind lay in fact 
under a tremendous dispensation which would exact an 
account of them foj their misdoings to the smallest 
fibre Every folly, every false word, or unjust deed was 
a sin against the universe, of wh^ch the consequences 
would remain, though the guilt .might be purged by 
repentance The thought of these things was a weight 
upon his heart, and he could not rest till he was 
delivered of it England just then was rushing along 
in the enthusiasm ,of Reform, and the warning was 
needed His own. fqture was a blank He had no 
notion what was to become of hinf, how or where he was 
to live, on what he was to live His immediate duty 
was to write down his convictions on this the greatest 
of all human problems, and ^ the history of the^French 
Revolution ’ was the shape in which these convictions 
crystallised 

Let the readei*^ therefore picture Carlyle to himself, 
as settled dowp to this work wifhin a few months after 
his arrival in London He was now 39 years old, in the 
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prime of his intellectual strength His condition, his 
feelings, his circumstances, nnd the outward elements of 
his life are noted down in the letters and jouinals fiom 
which I shall now make extracts I will onl^ ask the 
reader, as I mus^avoid lepetition, to glance^occasionally 
into the contemporaiy correspondence of Mrs Carlyle, 
which will add paiticul^is that are omitted in hl^ own 


January 1, 1885 — Twelve o’clock has just struck, the last 
hour of 1884, the first of a new yeai Bells iingmg, to me 
dolefully , a wet wind hlusteimg, my wife in bed, veiy un- 
happily ill of a foot which a puddle of a maid scalded thiee 
weeks ago , I, after a day of frmtless tod, reading and re- 
loading about thatTeisailles 6th of Octobei still It is long 
since I have wiitten anythmg here ^ The futuie looks too 
black lound me, the present too doleful, unfriendly I am 
too sick ‘at heart?wearjed, wasted in body, to complam even 
to myself My fiist friend Bdwaid living is dead — I am 
fiiendless heie oi as good as that My book cannot get on, 
though I stick to it like a burr Why should I say ‘ Peace, 
peace,’ wheie theie is no peace ? May God giant me sfciength 
to do, or to enduie as a rjght, what is appomted me m this 
now commenced division of tune Let me not despaii Nay, 
I do not m general^ Enough tonight, foi I am done 
Peace be to my mothei, and all my lo\ed ones that yet hve 
■VJhat a noisy mamty is this woili ^ 

Felruary 7 — ^The first book of the French Eevolution’ 
IS finished ^ Soul and body both very swk Yet I have 
a kmd of sacred defiance, trotzmd dem ScJmksal It has 
become cleai to me that I have"^ honestly moie force and 

^ This first hooJc was the original first volume Tlj^ arrangement was 
afterwH-rds altered 
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faculty in me than belongs to the most I see Also it was 
always clear that no hon%stly ^exerted force can be utteily lost 
Weie it long yeais after f am dead, m regions far distant 
fiom this, under names fai diffeientfiom thine, the seed thou 
sowest will spimg The great difficulty is to keep oneself m 
right balance, not despondent, not exaspeiated, defiant, fiee 
and oleai Oh foi faith ^ Food and launent thou hast 
never lad(^ed yet and shalt not 
Nevertheless it is now some th?ee-and-twenty months 
since I have earned dne penny by the ciaft of hteiature 
Be this lecoided as a fact and document foi the hteiary 
Instoiy of this time I have been ready to work, I am abler 
than evei to woik, know no fault I have committed , and 
yet so it stands * To azk able editors to employ you will not 
improve but worsen matters You aie like a spinster waiting 
to be married I h^ve some seiious thoughts of quittmg 
this ^Peiiodical’ ciaft one^ good time foi all It is not 
synonymous with a hfe of wisdom ^WheS want is'appi cach- 
ing, one must have done with whims If hteiatuie will 
refuse me both bread and a stomach to digest bread, then 
smely the case is glowing clear 
Emerson from America invites mem the most enthusiastic 
terms to come thither and lectoe I thank him, and at 
least ask explanatory light Thanks to thrift and my good 

Scotch wife, we can llold out many months yet Voyons f 
Met Eadicals, &c , at Mis Bullei’s a week ago Eoebuck 
Eobespieire was there, an aciid, sandy, barren character, 
dissonant-speaking, dogmatic, trivial, with a singular exas- 
peration , restlessness as of diseased vanity wiitteij over his 
face when you come near it I do not think him even equal 
to Eobespieire, nor is it likely that a game that sort wdl 
be played so soon figain Aus dem wvrd wmig Sir Wilham 
Molesworth, with the air of a good roystering schoolboy, 
pleased me considerably more A nmn of rank can still do 

2—2 
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this, forget his rank wholly,^ and be the sooner esteemed for 
havmg the nund equal to doi^ th^t ^ 

February 8, 1835 — Vernal weather of all kinds, soft and 
hard, moist western and cleai north-eastein, to me most 
memorative Old days at Mainhill, Iloddam Hill, and eai liei, 
come vividly back full of sad beauty which, while passing, 
they had not Why is the past so beautiful ^ The element 
oifear is wthdiawn fiom it for one tiling That is all safe, 
while the present andl^uture aie all so dangeious ‘ Moon- 
hght of memoiy ’ — a poetic phiase Sf Richter’s <rAlso ‘ the 
limbs of my buiied ones touched cold on my soul ’ Theie 
are yet few days in which I do not meet on the streets some 
face that lecalls my sistei Maigaiet’s, and reminds me that 
she is not suifeimg, but silent, asleep, in the Ecclefechan 
kirkyard , hei hfe^ her self^ where God "willed What a 
miiacle is all existence ’ Last night aj> Tayloi’s by myself , 
I, against my will, the mam talker , learned nothing, en]oyed 
little , the tubes'^ of Westminster, all on the late stieets, 
makmg then Saturday markets, quite a now scene to me 

February 26, 1835 — ^Went last night, in wet bad weather, 
to Tayloi’s to meet Southey, who received me kmdly A 
lean, giey, whiteheaded man of dusky complexion, unex- 
pectedly tall when he iiseseand still leaner then — ^the shal- 
lowest chm, prominent snubbed Roman nose, small caielined 
brow, huge bush of whi^e grey haii (5n high mown and pro- 
jecting on all sides, the most vehement pan of faint hazel 
eyes I have ever seen — a well-read, honest, limited (strait- 
laced even) kmdly-hearted, most imtabre man We parted 
kindly, with no great purpose on either side, I imagine, to 
meet again Southey believes in the Chuich of England 
This IS notable*^ notable and honourable that he has made 
such behef serve him so well 

Letter from Ahck yesterday with a postscript from my 
mother Jack also has written to me* Properly at this 
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fcime there is nothing comfoi table to me in my existence but 
the getting on with^th|bt%ookand the love of some beloved 
ones mostly far from me 

Alletn und dhgetrmnt von aller Freude ' I repeated this 
morning Yet thou canst wiite Wnte^then and complam 
of nothing — defy all things The book announced yesterday 
Would that I were fufthei on with it » I ought to be done 
when Jack appoints to airive, which I hope he^ will soon 
He IS one of my chief comfoits To woik at the Fete des 


* Jack ’ and * Alick ’ were Carlyle’s two brothers, John 
and Alexander ^ Alexander, who had been his com- 
panion at Craigenguttock, was struggling, not very 
successfully, with a farm near Lockerbie John, who 
had been so long an object of expense Snd anxiety, was 
now, thanks to Jeffrey, in easy circumstances, living as 
travelling physician to Lady Clare, and with a hand- 
some income which he was eager to share with his 
brother, as his brother had before shared with him his 
own narrow earnings and his* moorland home The 
contest of genero^ty was a very pretty one Carlyle 
could never accept these offers, ’so independent and 
proud he was, and yet he reproached himself sometimes 
for having denied John so great a pleasure John was 
the one person from whom he could have accented an 
obligation, and if the worst came he had resolved that 
John should help huff But the occdsion had not 
arrived yet, aud^he brothers continued to correspond 
with perfect unreserve and the old effusiveness of 
detail 



22 


CARLYLES LIFE IN LONDON 


To John OaHyle 


Ohelsei Tinuary 12, 1835 

Youl letteis, mj deai Jack, aie alwaj-s a gicafc comfoifc fco 
me With youi biotherly aftection and trae-heaitedness, you 
aie one of the best possessions I ha\e Be ceitam I 
will share if need be It weiepooi piic^o to lesoKc othhiwise 
With you alone of men such a thing were possible Nay, it 
IS to you only I can so much as complam My tiuc Annan- 
dahans would but in vam afflict themselves withuny caies 
Other heait theie is none in the wpild that would even veiy 
honestly do that My fiiends heie admit cheeifully that I 
am a very heioio man, that must understand the ait, unknown 
to them, of living tijpon nothing Mill, 1 think, alone of 
them, would make any gieat effort to help me As to 
heroism (bless the maik I), I tlunk oitgn of the old ihyme 


lucre was % piper had d cow, 

And he had ndiight to give lioi , 

He took his pipes and played a spiing, 
And bade the cow consider 
The cow considered wi* heiseP 
That piping ne'er would fill her, 

* G-ie me a peek d* oaten strae, 

And sejl your wind for siller ' 


In a wold, my prospects heic aie not sensibly biightemng , 
if it be not m this, that the longei I live among this people, 
the deeper glows my feelmg (not a vain one— a sad one) of 
natural fiupeiioiity ovei them , of being able (weie the tools 
in my hand) to do a hundred things hettei than the bundled 
I see paid foi doing them In blight days I say it is 
impossibUy but I must by-and-by strike ifito^somethmg In 
daik days I say, 'and suppose nothing ^ ’ My sentiment is 
a kind of sacied defiance of the \;hole mattci 
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this humour I wiite cay book, without hope of it, ex- 
cept ^ being done begmnmg to as good as 

eel that hteiatuie has gone mad in this countiy, and will 
noi^ yield food to any honest cultivator of it Foi example . 
if this book^evei piospeis, the issue will be applications in 
inad supei abundance fiom able editois to wiite articles foi 
them ^ith my heart’s^ blood, as you sympathetically say) foi 
perhaps six months — ^then a total cessation Thc^ugh I my- 
^If weie able to wiite ai tides for ^ei, that is nothing 
hey aie pff after ‘ any hew thing,’ and you stand wondenng 
alone on the beach As tQ ‘ fame ’ again, and ‘ distinguished ’ 
inen, I declare to thee. Jack, a ^ distinguished man’ (but 
above aU thmgs a^ distinguished woman) is a character I had 
lathei not see , and ‘fame’ with such miseiable cobwebs as 

gam it most, and«are burnt up by it, is heartily woith nothing 
to me 

T ’ sometimes, witJi pious thought, I feel it a mercy that 
I have It not Who knows whether ^t wotJld not calcine me 
too--diive me, too, mad ? X^iteiature does not mvite me 
Sometimes I say to myself, Suiely fuend, Providence, if ever 
It did wain, warns thee to have done with liteiature, which 
will never yield thee bread, nor stomach to digest bread 

Mrs Carlyle aaas a postscript 


My deal Bi other, — Youi affectionate letter is the greatest 
coudoTt we have had this newyear Otherwise it has been a 
rather detestable one I said to Carlyle some weeks ago, ‘ I 
am resolved to make a httle fun this Christmas,, for our 
Christmases for a long while back have been so doleful ’ ‘ I 
shall be particularly dehghted,’ said he, ‘ if ^ou can realise 
any iim ’ Well, fhe next mornmg, at breakfast, my maid 
poured a quantity of boiling water on my foot, m consequence 
0 which, and I thmk also of impi oper applications, I have 
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been confined to the house five weeks, the most of that time 
indebted to Cailyle for cany^ng^ne out of one loom into 
anothei 

Mis wrote me a sentimental efiusion on tlie death 

of Edward Irvmg, threatening as heietofoie to come and see 
me, but has not Been yet, nor will not The only pity is 
that she will not let the matter he quite dormant 

There is^ a Mis X whom I could leally love, if it weie 
safe and she was wiCing, but she is a dangerous-looking 
woman, and no useful i elation caif spring up between us 
In short, my deal doctor, I am hajdly bettci off for society 
than at Ciaig-o-putta not so well off as when you were theie 
walking with me and leadmg Ariosto 

Hard as he was working,^ Carlyle never ceased to look 
about for any kind of employment outside literature 
His circumstances made it ^ duty for him to try, vain 
as every" effort proved 3 and one scheme after another 
rises and fades in his correspondence 

To John Garlyle 

Chelsea Febiiiary 16, 1835 

The honest task, which I thank Go(J is henceforth not so 
obscuie to me, I will,.study to do Th^ talent which God 
has given me shall not rust unused ^ But must bookselleis, 
able editors, and the glai ^ company of suchlike individuals be 
a new set of middlemen between me and my task ? I positively 
do not caie that peiiodical literature shuts hei fist agamst 
me m tJhese montlis Let her keep it shut for ever, and go 
to the devil, winch she mostly belongs to The matter had 
better be brought to a crisis There is peihaps a finger of 
Piovidence m it Th^seciet of the whole" matter is froth 


i See note, p 305 
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and grounds itself m bubbles and unreality The mfeience 
seems to be ‘ Walk out^of«this^^ ’ if even into the knappmg 
of stones, which is a reality * We will do nothing rashly, 
but have our eyes open and study to do all things fitly My 
only new^scheme, since last lettei, is a hypothesis — ^little 
more yet — a^'out National Education The newspapers had 
an adv^tisement about a Glasgow ^ Educational Association ’ 
which wants a man th^ would found a Noimal School, first 
going over England and into Germany to get light on that 
mattei \ wiote to tha^ Glasgow Association afai off, en- 
quiiing who they were, w^at mannei of man they expected, 
testifying myself veiy friendly to then pioject, and so forth 
— ^no answei as yet It is likely they will want, as Jane says, 
a ‘Chalmers and ^Welsh’ kind of character, in which case 
Va hm, felm nette If otherwise, and they (almost by 
miiacle) had the heaiji, I am the man for them Perhaps 
my name is so heterodox in that circle, I shall not hear at 
all If I stir m any pubho matter, it" must be in this 
(of national education) Eadicahsm goes on as fast as any 
sane mortal could wish it, without help of mine Con- 
servatism I cannot attempt to conserve, beheving it to be a 
poitentous embodied sham, accursed of God, and doomed to 
destiuction, as all hes are , but woe the while if the people 
are not taught , if not* their wisdom, then their biutish folly 
will mcarnate itself ihto^the frightfufiest leahty 
My gland immediate concern is to get the ‘ French Revo- 
lution ’ done I cannot tell thee what I think of the book 
It IS certainly bettei some ways than any I have hitherto 
written , contains no falsehood, smgulaiity, or triviality that 
I can help , has probably no chance of being liked by any ex- 
isting class of British men ' Nevertheless, I totl on, searchmg 
dihgently, domg*wfeat I can, in old Samuel’s faith that ‘ use- 
ful diligence wijjl at last prevail ’ Mill is very fiiendly 
He IS the neaiest appioach to a leal man that I find here — 
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nay, as far as negativeness goes,^he %b that man, but. un- 
happily not veiy satisfaotoiy^'im;^cB farther It is ne\t to 
an impossibihty that a London-boin man should not be a 
stunted one Most of them, as Hunt, arc dwaifed and dis- 
located into the nieiest imbecilities ]\lill is a Piesbyfceiian’s 
grandson, or he weie that too Gloiy to John Knox I Oui 
isle nevei saw his fellow 

Letters seldom went to John without a few words 
from Mrs Carlyle She adds 

Dealest of created doctois, — I would fam cull a few flowers 
to make thee a dainty postsciipt, but the soil, alas ^ only yields 
dry thistles, foi I am in ‘ the pipeclay stace,^ as Carlyle has 
designated a state too common with those who are too well 
furnished with bile I went the other^day, distiacted that I 
was, to a great modem fashiofiable hornble dinner It was 
at Mis ^ — ’s Theie was huge vemson to be eaten, and new 

seivioe of plate to be displayed, and Mis talked about 

the AarU (Aits), and the gieat Sir John E favouied us 

with ‘ ideais ’ on the Peel administration , and next day my 
head ached, and I was leady to imprecate the hie of heaven 
on the oiigmal inventoi oha modern^ dinnei ’ We aia going 
lo-moiiow to Mis Z ’s, whom I would like that you knew, and 
could tell me whethef to fall desperately m love with or no 

So Cdilyle’s first winter in London was passing away 
His prospects were blank, and the society in which he 
moved^gave him no particular pleasuie, but it was good 
of its kind, and was perhaps more agreeable to him 
than he knew" His money would hold out till the book 
was done at the rate at which it was prcTgressing The 
first volume was finished On the whole he was not 
dissatisfied with it It was the best that he could do, 
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and^e was, for in* moderately fair spirits But 
tlie strain was sharp l^our-pains ’ with his books 
were always seveie He had hrst to see that the 
material ^as puie, with no dross of hes in it, and then 
to fuse it all into white heat befoie it would run into 
the mould, and he was in no condition to bear any fresh 
burden Alas for h^m, he had a stem taskmistress 
Providence or destiny (he himself^always believed in 
Pro\idence, Tvithout i;^ason as he admitted, or even 
against reason) meant to tiy him to the utmost Not 
only was all employment closed in his face, save what 
he could make for himself, but it was as if something 
said * Even this foo you shall not do till we have proved 
your mettle to the last ’ A catastrophe was to overtake 
him, which for a njoment^ fairly bioke his spirit, so 
cruel it seemed — for the moment, but for the moment 
only It served m fact to show how admirably,\hough 
m little things so querulous and irritable, he could 
behave under real misfoitunes 

John Mill, then his closest and most valuable friend, 
was ardently interested in the giowth of the new book 
He borrowed the ijianuscnpf as it was thrown off, 
that he might make^notes and suggestions, either for 
Carlyle’s use, or as haaterial for ah early review The 
completed first yolume was in his hands for this purpose, 
when one evening, the 6th of Maich, 1835, as Carlyle 
was sitting with his wife, ^ after woikmg all day like a 
nigger ’ at the Feast of Pikes, a rap was heard at the 
door, a hurried step came up the stairs, and Mill entered 
deadly pale, aisd^t first unable to speak ® Why, Mill,’ 
said Carlyle, ^what ails ye, man'’^ What is it ^ ’ Stag- 
gering, and supported by Carlyle’s arm, Mill gasped out 
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to Mis Cdilyle to go down and s^eak to some one0^\h,o 
was m a carriage m the stj^et • ^ojh Cailyle and she 
thought that a thing which they had long feaied must 
have actually happened, and that Mill had come to an- 
nounce it and to take leave of them So genuine was 
the alaim that the truth when it came out was a relief 
Carlyle led his friend to a seat /the very picfuie of 
desperation ’ He then learnt in broken sentences that 
his manuscript, * left out in too |?areless a manner after 
it had been read,’ was, ^ except four or five bits'of leaves, 
irrevocably annihilated ’ That* was all, nothing worse , 
but it was ugly news enough, and the ughei the more 
the meaning of it was realised Carlyle wrote always 
m a highly wrought quasi-automatic# condition both 
of mind and nerves He read tiU he was full of his 
subject His notes, when ^&ey were done with, were 
thrown'^aside and destroyed, and of this unfortunate 
volume, which he had produced as if ‘ possessed ’ while 
he was about it, he could remember nothing Not only 
were ‘the fruits of five months of steadfast, occasionally 
excessive, and always sickly and gainful toil ’ gone ir- 
retrievably, but the spfrit in wl^ich he had worked 
seemed to have fled- too, not to be rqpalled, woise than 
all, his work had been measured carefully against his 
resources, and the household purse might now be empty 
before the loss could be made good The carriage and 
its occupant drove off— and it would have been better 
had Mill gone too after he had told his tale, for the 
forlorn pair wtshed to be alon^ together in the face of 
such a calamity But Carlyle, whose Arft thought was 
of what Mill must be buffering, made light of it, and 
talked of indifferent things, and Mill stayed and talked 
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fcoo-^stayed, I believe, two hours At length he left 
them Mrs Carlyle |;o?<^ tou^ that the first words her 
husband uttered as the door closed were * Well, Mill, 
poor fellqjv, is terribly cut up , we must endeavour to 
hide from hjm how very serious this business is to us ’ 

He feffc us (Carlyle writes the next day m his Journal) 
in a lelapsed state, one of the pitiablest My deal wife 
has been veiy kind, and has become dearer to me The 
night hasmbeen full of &aotion, occasionally of shaippain 
(something cutting or haid grasping me lound the heart) 
occasionally with sweet consolations I dieamt of my father 
and sistei Maigar^t alive , yet all defaced with the sleepy 
stagnancy, swollen hebetude of the giave, and again dying 
in some strange rude countiy r a hoiiid dieam, the pam- 
fullest too IS when you, wake j^rst But on the whole should 
I not thank the Unseen ^ Foi I was not diiven out pf com- 
posme, haidly foi moments ^ Walk humbly with thy Grod ’ 
How I longed for some psalm 01 piayer that I could have 
utteied, that my loved ones could have ]omed me in ’ But 
there was none Silence had to be my language This morn- 
ing I have deteimmed so fai that I can still wiite a book on 
the Fiench Eevolution and will do it May, om money will 
still suffice It was my last throw, mjj^hole staked in the 
monstrosity of this life — ^for too monstrous, mcompiehensible, 
it has been to me I will not quit the game while faculty 
is given me to tiy playing I have written to Fraser to buy 
me a ‘ Biogiaphie Univeiselle ’ (a kind of inci easing the stake) 
and fresh papei mean to huddle up the FUe des Fiqms 
and look farther what can be attempted 

Oh, that I had faith ^ Oh, that I had ^ Then were there 
nothing too harcf oT heavy for me Oiy-silently to thy m- 
most heart to God for it Surely fle wiU give it thee At 
all events, it is as if my invisible schoolmaster had tom my 
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copybook when T showed it, and ^aid, ‘ No, boy ^ Thou, must 
wiite it bettei ’ What can i, soi’^ot^nig, do but obey — obeyr 
and think it the best ? To work ajjain , and, oli ^ may God be ' 
with me, for tins caith is not friendly On in IIis name ^ I 
was the neaiest being happij soniebimes these last few days' 
that I have been for many months My health is not so bad 
as it once was I felt myself on fiimish giound as to my 
woik, and could forget all else I will tell John, my mothei, 
and Annandale Oetrmen^ but not till I feel undci way again 
and can speak peace to them with uhe soiiow To no othei, 

I think, vill I tell it, oi moie than allude to it 

The money pait of the injniy Mill was able to re- 
pair He knew Carlyle’s cnenmstances He begged, 
and at last passionately entieated, Carlyle not to punish 
him by making him feel that he had occasioned real 
distress to fi lends whom he"" so much honoured , and he 
enclosed a cheque foi 200i , the smallest sum which he 
thought that he could offei Cailyle leturnccl it, but, 
his financial condition requiring that he should lay his 
pride aside, he intimated that he would accept half, as 
representing the wages of five months’ labour To 
this Mill unwillingly consented He sent a hundred 
pounds, and, so far as money went, Cailylc was in the 
same position as when he began to wiite He was 
not aware till he tiied it what difiiculty he would find 
in replacing what had been destroyed, and he was able 
to write to his bi other of what had happened, before 
he did try again, as of a thing which had ceased to 
distress him^ 

To John Ga'ilyle g 

Oh^elsea March 23 

I was busy with vol u , toihng along with the heait of a 
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free StOman Indeed, I knw not how it was, I had not felt so 
clear and independent, s h^: of n^seK and of my task, foi many 
long years Theie never m my hfe had come upon me 
any othei madentof much moment , but this I could not but 
feel to be a sore one The thing was lost, and peihaps worse , 
fox I had not only foigotten all the stiuctuie of it, but the 
spirit it® Was written with was past Only the general impres- 
sion seemed to lemain, and the recollection that I was on the 
whole satisfied with that, and could nowTiardly hope to equal 
it Mill, whom I had to comfoit and speak peace to, le- 
mamed injudiciously enough till almost midnight , and my 
poor dame and I had to sit talkmg of mdiffeient matteis, and 
could not till then get our lament fieely utteied She was 
veiy good to me, and the thing did not beat us That night 
was a haid one , something from time to time tymg me tight, 
as it were, all lound the le^ion of the heait, and strange 
dreams haunting me Howevei, I was not without good 
thoughts too, that came like healing life into me , and I got 
it somewhat reasonably crushed down I have got back 

my spirits, and hope I shall go on tolerably I was foi 
wilting to you next day after it happened, but Jane suggested 
it would only giieve you till I could say it was m the way 
towards adjustment 

The image of the schoolboy whose copy had been 
tom up by the master had taken hold of Carlyle, for 
he repeated it in his letters It was humble enough 
and touching, yet not without comfort, for it implied 
that he had a master who was interested in hi§ work 
and meant it to be executed properly, and not an out- 
cast orphan ion whom no one cared For Mill’s sake 
the misadventure was not spokenX)f in London Carlyle 
had been idle for a week or two till he could muster 
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strengtli to set to work again/and had gone into seniety 
as much as he could to /iisti^c*^ himself Ke was a 
frequent guest at Henry Taylor’s, 'a good man,’ he 
said, ‘ whose laugh reminds me of poor Irving’s ’ At 
Taylor’s he had met Southey Shoitly aP-er the acci- 
dent he met Wordsworth at the same house 

I did not expect much (he saiS. m a lettei), but got 
mostly what I expected The old man has a fine shrewdness 
and naturalness in his expiession of face, a long Pumbeiland 
figure , one finds also a kind of smcmty in his speech But 
foi prohxity, thinness, endless dilution, it excels all the other 
speech I had heaid from moitals A geiyime man, which is 
much, but also essentially a small genuine man Nothing 
peihaps IS sadder (of the glad kind) than the unbounded 
laudation of such a man, sad pioof of the laiity of such I 
fancy, Jiowevei, he has fallen into the gaiiulity of age, and is 
not what he was , also that his enviionment and lural prophet- 
hood has hurt him much He seems impatient that even 
Shakespeaie should be admiied ‘ So much out of my own 
pocket ’ The shake of hand he gives you is feckless, egotis- 
tical I lather fancy he loves nothing in the wmild so much 
as one could wish ■\^en I compaie that man with a gieat 
man, alas » he is hke4wmdling into a cpntemptibility Jean 
Paul, foi example (neitrhei was he gieat), could have woi ii him 
in a fingei-iing 

And again 

Have seen Wordsworth, an old, very loquacious— indeed, 
quite prosing xnan, with a tint of natuialness, of sinceie in- 
sight, nevertheless He has been much spoiled , king of his 
company, unrecognised," and then adulated Worth little 
now A genuine kmd of man, but intrmsically and extrmsi- 
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call^ a small one, let them sing or say what they will The 
langmd way in which gives ^ou a handful of numb unre- 
sponsive fingeis IS very significant It seems also lathei to 
grieve him that you have any admiration for anybody but 
hun Th8 style in which he, clippmg, qualifying, and weaii- 
somely questfoning without answer, spoke of Bums and 
Shakespeare, finding oi guessing that to me he was all too 
httle m comparison, was* melancholy to hear No man that 
I ever met has given me less, has disappomted me less My 
peace be with him, and a kappy evening to his, on the whole, 
respectable hfe 
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CHAPTER II 

AD 1835 MT 40 

The first volume to be replaced — ^Peverty md depression — Tobn Ster 
ling — ^Maurice on the 4.rticles — Saitor — Carh lo’s theology — Style — 
Invitation to America —Thoughts of abindoning literat^iio — Reflec- 
tions m Hyde P irk-— Book to be finished— London drawing-rooms— 
First volume rewritten 


To resolve to rewrite tte burnt vdume was easier 
than to do it The ‘ FUe, des P^qwe$ * at which Carlyle 
had been engaged was leisuiely^ finished He then 
turned hack to the death of Louis XV , the most im- 
pressive passage m the whole book as he eventually 
finished it, but he found that it would not prospei with 
him 

‘ The accident had giown toleiable to me,’ he says, ‘ some- 
times almost looked indiffeient But now when I actually 
come to try if I can^^epaii it, I want of^all things humility, 
faith It IS a sore loss I have hacf, but well taken, I will 
fiimly believe, might become a gain The wages part of it 
does next to nothing foi me I might all but as well have 
gone without wages Howevei, it was only gignxamty ^ that 
hmted at that, to which I needed not gi^e any eai ’ 

Wages, indeed, could only be useful to enable the 

* V ulgar pride , a favourite phrase of Carlyle s, t^ken from ThurteU’s 
tyial 
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wonfck to recover itself, bmt it seemed as if the mirror 
had been broken aijd^h^ im^e irrevocably gone 

Miserable ^ (he enters m his notebook on the 10th of 
Apiil) ? can in no way get on with this wi etched woik of 
mme For the last fortmght, moieover, theie seems to have 
been a ]j:ind of conspiiacy of people to ask us out, from eveiy 
one of which expeditions, weie it only to ^ tea and no party,’ 

I return lamed for the next day My sight, mwaid and 
even outward, is all as if«bedimmed I giow desperate, but 
that piofifs not Mis Somerville’s lout the other night, 
fiom which I whisked out m about an houi ^ Mad as Bed- 
lam IS that whole matter ? 

There was no hope now of the promised summer 
holiday when John ^arlyle was to come home from 
Italy, and the * French Eevolution ’ was to ha»'e been 
finished, and the brothers to have gone to Scotland 
together and settled their future plans in family coun- 
cil Holidays were not now to be thought of, at least 
till the loss was made good Then, as always when in 
real trouble, Carlyle faced his difficulties like a man 

•To.JoKn Carlyle* 

Chelsea April 30 

I assuie you my health is not bad noi woisenmg I am 
yellow, indeed, and thin, and feel that a lest will be veiy 
welcome and beneficial Neveitheless, I lepeat, m^/* health, 
though changed, is not wqj.se than it was I can walk further 
than I used to do My spuits, if nevei high, are in gene- 
ral quiet I have ^01 e and mor§ a kind of hope I shall 
get well again bqfoie my bfe ends With health and peace 
for one year, it seems to me often as if I could write a 

3—2 
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better book than any there has^ been m this country /for 
generations 

If it be G-od’s oideimg, I shalfget well If not, I hope I 
shall work on indomitably as I am Beautiful is that of biave 
old Voss, and often comes in my mind ‘ As the mth, now 
in azuie sunshine seen of all the stais, now in dark tempests 
hidden, holds on hei ]omney round the sun ’ Good also is this 
that you give me Lass es um Dich Kf^ttern I leally tiy to do 
so, and succeed Mill and I settled he pleaded for 

200Z or some intermediate sum But I found we must stick 
by the rigorous calculation, and I, took 1002 Since then I 
have seen almost less of Mill than befoie, nor am I sony at it, 
till this worTc be done There is an express agreement we aie 
not to mention it till then I believe I might have 

plenty of work m his ‘ London Eeview ’ for a time, but pay 
shall not tempt me fiom the other duty^ We shall be provided 
for one ’syay oi the other, independently of the devil Indeed, 
it often strikes me as stiange what an unspeakable composuie 
I have got into about economics and money It seems to 
me, I should not mind a jot if hard had come to hard, and 
they had roujoed me out of house and hold, and the very 
shut off my back I should say, ‘ Be it so , oui couise hes 
elsewhither then ’ Forward, my boy*^ let us go with God, 
towards what God has chosen us for ^ We have stiuggled 
on hitherto without t^iJang the devil into partnership The 
time that remains is short , the eternity is long My little 
Heldinn is ready to share any fortune with me We will fear 
nothmg but falhng mto the hands of the destioyer 

The household at Chelsea was never closer drawn 
together than in these times of trial Mrs Carlyle 
adds her usual postscript 

Dearest John, — ^Your letter not only raised our spmts at 
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tMtime, but has kept them raised ever since Its good in- 
fluence IS tiaceable t^e^imiaished yellow of my husband’s 
face, and the accelerated speed of his wilting Bless you foi 
it, and for the kmd feelmgs which make you a brother well 
woith having^a man well worth lovmg Suiely we shall not 
quail el any moie after having ascerfcamed in absence how 
well warlike one another Alas ^ surely we shall , foi one of 
us at least is only ‘ a plain human creature,’ hable to quarrel 
and do everything that is unwise But we will do it as httle 
as possibly, and be good iriends all the while at heart The 
book IS gomg to be a good, book in spite of bad fortune, and 
what IS lost IS by no means to be looked on as wasted What 
he faithfully did m it, and also what he magnanimously en- 
dured, lemains for him and us, not to be annihilated How 
we shall enjoy our visit to Scotland when the volume is re- 
done I Shall we lesupie Anosto wheie we left him ^ And 
the battledores are here, and more smtable ceikngj Much 
IS more suitable Heaven send you safe ^ 

Carlyle was brave , his Seld^nn cheering him with 
word and look, his brother strong upon his own feet 
and heartily affectionate But he needed all that affec- 
tion could do for* him The ^ accelerated speed ’ 
slackened to slow^an^ then to no metion at all He sat 
daily at his desk, but his imagination would not work 
Early in May, for the days passed heavily, and he lost 
the count of them, he notes ^ that at no period of his 
life had he ever felt more disconsolate, beaten down, 
and powerless than then,’ as if it were ^simply im- 
possible that his weariest and miserabiest of tasks 
should ever be ^accomplished ’ A man can rewrite 
what^e„ has. ^^nown , hut he ^nnot rewrite what he 
has felt Emotion forcibly recalled is artificial, and, un- 
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less spontaneous, is hateful He laboured on ^ with (he 
feeling of a man swimming iif ^ laier and larer ele- 
ment ’ At length there was no element at all * My 
will,’ he said, ^is not conquered, but my wcuum of 
element to swim m seems complete’ He locked up 
his papers, drove the subject out of his mind, and sat 
for a fortnight leading novels, Jlnglish, Fiench, Ger- 
man — anything that came to hand *In this detei- 
mination,’ he thought, ^ there n^ight be instruction foi 
him’ It was the first of the kind that he '‘had ever 
deliberately formed He would keep up his heait 
He would be idle, he would rest He would try, if the 
woid was not a mockeiy, to enjoy himself 

In this suspended condition he wiote seveial letters, 
one paiticulaily to his mother, to jelieve her anxieties 
about him 


To Margard Carlyle^ Scotsbng 


Chelsea May 12, 1835 

Ton will learn without legiet that, I am idling foi these 
last two days My poor woik, the dreariest I ever undertook, 
was getting more and more untowaid on me I began to 
feel that toil and effort not only did hot peiceptibly advance 
it, but was even, by disheartenmg and disgusting me, retaid- 
mg it • . . A man must not only be able to woik, but to 
give over woikrng I have many times stood doggedly to 
work, but this is the first tune I ever deliberately laid it 
down without fimshmg it has given me veiy great 

tiouble, this '^oor book , and Providence, m the shape of 
human mismanagement, sent me the severest check of all 
However, I still trust to get it written sulEciently, and if thou 
even canst not wiite it (as I have said to myself m late days), 
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why then he content with that too God’s cieation will get 
along exactly as it shoi^d^do w^hout the writing of it 

There are othS: proposals hoveling about me, but not 
worth speaking of yet The ^ hteiary world ’ here is a thmg 
which I have^had no othei couise left me but to defy m the 
name of God, man’s imagination can fancy few things 
maddea, but me (if God will) it shall not madden , I will 
take a knapping hammer first. 

Everything is confused here with the eveilasting jabber 
of politic^, m which F struggle altogether to hold my 
peace The Eadicals have made an enormous advance by 
this little Toiy interregnum , it is not unlikely the Tones 
will try it one other tune They would even fight if 
they had anybody to fight for them Meanwhile these 
poor Melbourne people will bo obliged to walk on at a 
quicker pace than formerly (considerably agamst their wiU, I 
believe), with the Eadical bayonets prickuig them behmd 
And so, whether the Tones stay out, or whether they try to 
come in again, it will be all for the advance of Eadicahsm 
which means revolt against innumerable things, and (as I 
construe it) dissolution and confusion at no great distance, 
and a darkness which no man can see through Everybody, 
Eadical and other, tqjls me that^the condition of the poor 
people — ^is — ^improvjng My astonishment was great at fbrst, 
but I now look for nothing else than this ^ improving daily ’ 
‘ Well, gentlemen,’ I answered once, ^ the poor, I think, will 
get up some day^ and tell you how improved then condition 
IS ’ ’ It seems to me the vainest janghng, this of the Peels and 
Eussells, that ever the peaceful air was beaten mt(pdispeace 
by Butweareused toitfiomof old Leave it alone Permit 
it while God permits it, and so for work and h(JJ)e elsewhither 

Another effect of Carlyle’s enforced period of idle- 
ness was that he saw more of his friends, and of one 
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especially, wliose interest in himself had first amused 
and then attracted him ^Tohn" Ste»'ling, young, eager, 
enthusiastic, had been caught by the Eadical epidemic 
on the spiritual side Hating lies as much ^s Carlyle 
hated them, and plunging like a high-bred colt under 
the conventional harness of a clergyman, he believed, 
nevertheless, as many others then believed, tBat the 
Christian religion would again become the instrument 
of a great spiritual renovation ^ While the Tractanans 
were reviving medisevalism at Oxford, Sterling, Mau- 
rice, Julius Hare, and a circle of Cambridge hberals 
were looking to Luther, and through Luther to Nean- 
der and Schleiermacher, to bring ‘revelation’ into 
harmony with intellect, and restore its ascendency as 
a guide into a new era Coleridge was the high priest 
of this new prospect for humanity It was a beautiful 
hope, though not destined to be realised Sterling, who 
was gifted beyond the rest, was among the first to see 
how much a movement of this kind must mean, if it 
meant anything at all He had an instinctive sympathy 
with genius and earnestness wherever he found it In 
the author of ‘Sartor Eesartus’ he discovered these 
quahties, while his^^contemporaries were bhnd to them 
I have already mentioned that he sought Carlyle’s 
acquamtance, and procured him the offer of employ- 
ment on the ‘ Times ’ His admiration was not dimin- 
ished when that offer was declined He missed no 
opportunity of becoming more intimate with him, and 
he hoped thd: he might himself be the instrument of 
brmging Carlyle to a clearer faith Ci^tlyle, once better 
instructed in the great Christian verities, might be- 
come a second and a greater Knox 
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‘ I have seen/ Carlyle writes m this same May, ^ a 
good deal of this ycang cl^gyman (singular clergy- 
man) during these two weeks, a sanguine light-lovmg 
man, of whom, to me, nothing but good seems likely 
to come , to himself unluckily a mixture of good and 
evil’ Of good and evil — for Carlyle, clearer-eyed 
than Eis friend, foresaw the consequences Frederick 
Maurice, Sterling’s brother-in-law, on the occasion of 
the agitation about subscription to the Thirty-nine 
Articles, liad written a pamphlet extremely character- 
istic of him, to show that subscription was not a 
bondage, as foolish people called it, but a dehverance 
from bondage, that the Articles properly read were 
the great charter of spiiitual hberty and reasonable 
belief Sterling lent the pamphlet to Carlyle, who ex- 
amined it, respectfully recognising that ‘an*^ earnest 
man’s earnest word was worth reading , but/ he said, 
*my verdict lay in these lines of Jingle, which I vir- 
tuously spared Sterling the sight of — 

Thirty-nine Enghsh Articles, 

Te wondious little particles, 

Did God shape His umveise leally by you ? 

In that case I swear it,^* 

And solemnly declaie it, 

This logic of Maurice’s is true ’ ^ 

Carlyle afterwards came to know Maurice, esteemed 
him, and personally liked him, as all his acquaintance 
did But the * verdict was unchanged a thinker 
he found him gpnfused, wearisome, and ineffectual, 
and he thought no l)etter of the whole business in 
^ Slightly altered when printed in ‘Past and Present ’ 
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which, he was engaged An" amalgam of * Christian 
verities’ and modern critical tiobilosophy was, and 
could he nothing else but, poisonous insmcenty This 
same opinion in respectful language he had ^o convey 
to Sterling, if he was required to give one But he 
never voluntarily introduced such subjects, and Sterling’s 
anxiety to impiove Carlyle wa^ not limited '‘to the 
circle of theology Sterling was a cultivated and 
classical scholar, he was disturbed by Carlyle’s style, 
which offended him as it offended the world This 
style, which has been such a stone of stumbling, origi- 
nated, he has often said to myself, in the old farm- 
house at Annandale The humour of it came from his 
mother The form was his father’s common mode of 
speech, and had been adopted by himself for its brevity 
and emphasis He was aware of its singularity and 
feared that it might be mistaken for affectation, but 
it was a natural growth, with this merit among others, 
that it IS the clearest of styles Ho sentence leaves 
the reader in doubt of its meaning Sterling’s objec- 
tions, however, had been vehemen't Carlyle admitted 
that there was foundation for them, but defended 
himself. 


To John Stealing 

Chelsea June 4, 1835 

Youf objections as to phiaseology and style have good 
giounds to stand on Many of them are consideiations to 
which I myse& was not blmd, which there weie unlucMy no 
means of domg more than noddmg to as (!;ne passed A man 
has but a certain stiength , impeifections cling to him, which 
if he wait till he have brushed off entiiely, he will spin for 
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evei on his axis, advancing' nowhithei Know thy thought 
— ^believe it — fiont hsa'^e]? and^^^eaith with it, in whatsoever 
woids natuie and ait have made readiest for thee If one has 
thoughts uot hitherto uttered in Enghsh books, I see nothing 
for it but yoTj must use woids not found there, must make 
woids, with modeiation and discietion of couise That I 
have net always done it so proves only that I was not 
strong enough, an accusation to which I, for one, will never 
plead not guilty For the rest, piay that I may have more 
and more ^strength I Surely, too, as I said, all these coal 
marks of youis shall be duly considered for the fiist and even 
foi the second time, and help me on my way But finally 
do you reckon this leally a tune for puiism of style, oi that 
style (mere dictionary style) has much to do with the worth 
or unworth of a book'’ I do not With whole ragged 
battahons of Scott’s novel Scotch, with Iiish, German, 
Fiench, and even newspaper Cockney (where hteiatuie is 
httle other than a newspaper) stormmg m on us, and the 
whole structure of our Johnsonian Enghsh breaking up 
from its foundations, revolution there is visible as everywhere 
else 


* The style ^ ah, the style ^ ’ tiarlyle notes neverthe- 
less m his journal/ as4f he was unea-sy about it, for in 
the * French Ee volution’ the peculiarities of it weie 
more marked than even m ^ Sartor ’ — 


The poor people seem to think a style can be put or put 
on, not like a skin but Uke a coat Is not a skm veiily a 
product and close kinsfellow of all that hes under it, exact 
type of the natuie uf the beast, not^to be plucked off without 
flaymg and death ^ The Pubhc is an old woman Let her 
maunder and mumble 
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sterling was not satisiGled, and again persisted in his 
remonstrances Das w%^d zy, luag, Carlyle said , ‘ he 
made the letter into matches , ’ not loving his friend 
the less for advice which was faithfully given, but 
knowing in himself that he could not and ''ought not to 
attend to it The style was and is the 8h%n — an essen- 
tial part of the living organisation 

But besides the style. Sterling had deeper complaints 
to make He insisted on the defects of ^ Carlyle’s 
spiritual belief, being perhaps led on into the subject 
by the failure of Maurice’s eloquence ® Sartor ’ was 
still the text It had been ridiculed when it first ap- 
peared in 'Fraser’ It had been republished and 
admired in America, but in England so far it had met 
with almost entire neglect Why should this have 
been 9 - It was obviously a remarkable book, the most 
remarkable perhaps which had been published for 
many years 

You ask (said Carlyle) why the leading minds of the 
country have given the Clothes philosophy no response ? 
My good friend, not one bf them has. had the happmess of 
seemg it I It issued through one of the mam cloacas (poor 
Fraser) of periodicakhteiatuie, where no ' leadmg mmd,’ I 
fancy, looks if he can help it The poor book cannot be 
destroyed by fire or other violence now, but solely by the 
general law of destiny , and I have nothing more to do with 
it henceforth How it chanced that no bookseller would 
prmt it, m an epoch when Satan Montgomery runs, or seems 
to run, through thirteen editions, and the moimng papers, 
on its issuing through the cloaoay sang together m mere dis- 
cord over such a creation — ^this truly is a question, but a 
different one Meanwhile do not suppose the poor book has 
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not" been responded to , fcr the historical fact is, I could 
show veij cmions lesponsS to it^^heie, not ungratifying, and 
fully three tunes as much I counted on, or as the wretched 
farrago itself deserved 

Sterling, however, had found another reason for the 
comparative failure 

You say finally (Carlyle goes on), as the key to the whole 
mystery, that Teufelsdiockh does not beheve in a ^ personal 
God ’ It*is frankly said, with a fnendly honesty for which 
I love you A giave charge, nevertheless — an awful charge 
— ^to which, ]f I mistake not, the Piofessoi, laying his hand 
on his heart, will leply with some gestuie expiessmg the 
solemnest demal In gesture rathei than in speech, for the 
Highest cannot be spoken of in woids Personal I Imper- 
sonal ^ One ’ Three ^ What meaning can any mortal 
(after all) attach to them in reference to snch an object ? 
Wer darflhn NENNEijr ^ I daie not and do not That yon 
dare and do (to some gieafcer extent) is a mattei I am far 
from takmg offence at Nay, with all smcerity, I can 
rejoice that you have a creed of that kmd which gives you 
happy thoughts, nerves’ you f oi good actions, bungs you mto 
readier communion with many good men My true wish is 
that such creed may long hold compactly together m you, 
and be ^ a covert from the heat, a shelter from the storm, as 
the shadow of a gieat rock m a weary land ’ Well is it if 
we have a printed litany to pray from , and yet not ill if we 
piay even m sile?ice , for silence too is audible there 
Finally assure youiseff that I am neither Pagan noi Tuik, 
noi cucumcised Jew , but an unfortunate Ohiistnln individual 
resident at OhelsesKm this year of giace, neither Pantheist, 
nor Pot-theist, noi any Theist or Rt whatsoever, having the 
most decided contempt for all such manner of system-builders 
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or sect-founders — as far as contempt may be compatible with 
so mild a nature — ^feeling well bOfoieliand (taught by long 
experience) that all such aie and ever must be wrong By 
G-od’s blessing one has got two eyes to look with, also a mind 
capable of knowing, of believing That is all the cieed I 
will at this time insist on And now may I beg one thing 
that whenevei in my thoughts oi youi own you fall on any 
dogma that tends to estrange you fiom me, piay beheve that 
to \y^false^ false as Beelzebub, till you get cleaiei evidence ^ 

This IS an explicit statemept, and no one who knew 
Carlyle or has read his books can doubt the sincerity of 
it It IS true also that while in London he belonged to 
no recognised body of believers, regarding all such as 
* system-mongers ’ with whom he could have nothing 
to do He had attended the Presbyterian church in 
Annandale, for it was the communion in which he was 
bom He had read the Bible to his household at Craig- 
enputtock But the Kirk m London was not the Kirk 
in Scotland He made one or two experiments to find 
something not entirely unworthy 

I tried vaiious chapels (he said to me) , I found in each 
some vulgai lUiteiatelnan declaiming about matters of which 
he knew nothing I tiied the Chuich of England I found 
there a decent educated gentleman reading out of a book 
words very beautiful which had expiessed once the sinceie 
thoughts of pious admiiable souls I decidedly prefeiied the 
Ohuich'of England man, but I had to say to him ^ I pei- 
ceive, sii, thaDi at the bottom you" know as little about the 
mattei as the other fellow 

Thus with the Church of England, too, he had not 
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been able to connect himself, and as it was the rule of 
his life not only ney^r tc^rofe^s what he did not believe, 
but nevei by his actions to seem to believe it, he stayed 
away and went to no place of worship except accidentally 
Meanwhile the fortnight’s idleness expired , he went 
to work again over his lost volume, but became 
' so sick ’ that he still made little progress Emerson 
continued to press him to move for good and all to 
America, where he would find many friends and a con- 
genial audience for his teaching , and more than once 
he thought of leaving the unlucky thing unwritten and 
of acting on Emerson’s advice He was very weary, 
and the books with which he tried to distract himself 
had no charm 


Journal 

May 26, 1835 — ^Went on Sunday with Wordswoith’s 
new volume to Kensmgton Gaidens , got thiough most of 
it theie A pictuie of a wien’s nest, two pictures of such 
almost all that abides with me A genuine but a sma ll 
diluted man No othci thing can I think of him , they 
must smg and they must say whatsoever seems good to 
them Ooleiidge’s ‘Table Talk,’ also mbignificant for most 
part, a helpless Psyche oveispun with^Ohuich of England 
cobwebs , a weak, diffusive, welteimg, inefifectual man The 
Nunc Donnne’s I hear chanted about these two persons had 
better piovoke no reply fiom me What is false m them 
passes What is true desei\es acceptance — speaks at least 
foi a sense on then part 

The book— the p^oi book — can make no progress at all 
I sit down to it every day, but feel bioken down at the end 
of a page , page too not written, only scribbled Suppose 
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that we did throw it by It is- not by paper alone that a 
man hves My bodily health is cDtuaJly very bad To get 
a httle rest and bloom up again otct of this wintiy obstruction, 
impotence, and desolation, weie the fiist attainment To-day 
I am full of dyspepsia, but also of hope The woild is not a 
bonehouse , it is a living home, better oi woise 

Disastious twilight ’ dim eclipse ^ That is the st^te I sit 
in at piesent Singulai, too, how neai my extieme miseiy 
is to peace, almost to some tiansient glimpses of happmess 
It seems to me I shall either before long lecover myself into 
hfe (alas ^ I have never yet hved)^oi end it, which alternative 
is not undesuable to me I am actually leainmg to take it 
easier 

Coleridge’s ‘Table Talk’ msignificant yet expressive of 
Coleridge a great possibility that has not leahsed itself 
Nevei did I see such appaiatus got ready foi thinking, and 
so httle thought He mounts scaff oldmg, pulleys, and tackle, 
gathers aU the tools in the neighbourhood with laboui, with 
noise, demonstration, piecept, abuse, and sets — ^three bucks 
I do not honoui the man I pity him (with the opposite of 
contempt) , see in him one glorious up-stiugghng ray (as it 
were) which perished, all but ineffectual, in a lax, languid, 
impotent character This^is my theory of Coleridge — ^veiy 
different from that of his admirers hbre Nothing, I find, 
confuses me more t^an the admnation, the kind of man 
admued, I see cuiient here So measurable these infinite 
men do seem, so unedifying the doxologies chanted to them 
Yet m that also there is somethmg which I really do try to 
profit by The man that lives has a real way of hving, 
built on thought of one or the other sort He is a fact 
Consider hiSu" Diaw knowledge fiom him 

No work to-day, as of late days oi week^, neither does my 
conscience much reproach me This is rather curious Sig- 
nificant of what ? 
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It was signijScant of a Rowing misgiving on Carlyle’^s 
part that lie had mista^ien Ehs profession, and that as 
a man of letters — as a true and honest man of letters 
— he could not live Everything was against him No 
one wanted feim , no one believed his report , and even 
Fate itself was now warning him off with menacing 
finger Still in a lam^d condition he writes on June 4 
to his mother — 

I have giave doubts afcout many things connected with 
this book of mme and boeks in geneial, for all is m the 
utteimost confusion in that hne of business here But, God 
be thanked, I have no doubt about my comse of duty in the 
woild, or that, if I am driven back at one dooi, I must go 
on tiying at another There aie some two oi even three 
outlooks opening on me unconnected wath books One of 
these regards the business of national education wKch Par- 
liament IS now busy upon, m which I mean to try all my 
strength to get something bo do, for my conscience greatly 
approves of the work as useful Whether I shall succeed 
herein I cannot with the smallest accuracy guess as yet 
Another outlook mvites my consideration from America, a 
pio 3 ect chalked out for passing a rintcr over the water and 
lectuimg there Something or other we shall devise 1 
shall probably have fixed on nothing tiF we meet and have 
a Bmo'k& together, and get the thing all summered and 
wint&red talking together freely once more 

It was a mere chance at this time that the * French 
Ee volution ’ and literature with it were not flung aside 
for good and all, and that the Carlyle who:^ the world 
knows had never ieen If Charles BuUer, or Moles- 
worth, or any other leading Radical who had seen his 
worth, had told the Government that if they meant to 
VOL I 4 



CARLYLES LIFE IN LONDON 


50 

begin m earnest on the education of the people, here 
was the man for them, ^Carlyle would have closed at 
once with the offer The effort of writing, always 
great (for he wrote, as his brother said, iwith his 
heart’s blood ’ in a state of fevered tension), the in- 
difference of the world to his past work, his uncertain 
future, his actual poverty, had already burdened him 
beyond his strength He always doubted whether he 
had any special talent for literaiture He was conscious 
of possessing considerable powers, but he would have 
preferred at all times to have found a use for them in 
action And everything was now conspiring to drive 
him into another career If nothing could be found 
for him at home, America was opening its arms He 
could lecture for a season m Hew England, save suffi- 
cient mroney, and then draw away into the wilderness, 
to build a new Scotsbrig m the western forest So 
the possibility presented itself to him in this inter- 
val of enforced helplessness He would go away and 
struggle with the stream no more And yet at the 
bottom of his mind, as he told mfe, something said to 
him, * My good fellow, you are not fit for that either ’ 
Perhaps he felt that when he was once across the water, 
America would at any rate be a better mothei to him 
than England, would find what he was suited for, and 
would not let his faculties be wasted In writing to 
his mother he made light of his troubles, but his spirit 
was nearlv broken 

To John Carlyle ^ 

Chelsea June 15, 1835 

My poor ill-starred ‘French Revolution’ is lying as a 
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maSs of unfomed rubbish, ?airly laid by under lock and key 
About a foitnight affeei wiiting^-to you last this was the de- 
libeiate despeiate resolution I came to My way was daily 
getting more intoleiable, more inconsiderable, compaiable, as 
I often say, to a man swimming m vmm Theie was labour 
nigh msuffeiable, but no joy, no fuitheiance My poor 
neives, foi long months kept at the stietch, felt all too waste, 
distracted I flung it by, saying, ^ If I never wiite it, why 
then it will never be wiitten Not by ink alone shall a man 
hve 01 die,^’ This is the first time in my hfe I ever did such 
a thmg , neither do I doubt much but that it was lafchei 
wise It goes abieast with much that is coming to a ciisis 
with me You would feel astonished to see with what 
quietude I have laid down my head on its stone pillow in 
these circumstances, and said to Poverty, Dispiiitment, Ex- 
clusion, Necessity, and^jhe Devil, ‘ Go your couise, fnends , 
behold, I he heie and rest’ In fact, with all the* despair 
that IS round about me, there is not in myself, I do thmk, the 
least despeiation I feel rather as if, quite possibly, I might 
be about bursting the accursed enchantment that has held me, 
all my weary days, in nameless thialdom, and actually begin- 
ning to be ahve There has been much given me to suffer, 
to learn from, this last year That thmgs should come to a 
ciisis IS what I wish * Also how true it is, Beux afflictions 
mises ensemUe peuvent devenir um consolation On 
the whole I shall never regret coming to London, where if 
boundless confusion, some elements of order have also met 
me , above all thmgs, the real faces and hves of my fellow 
mortals, stupid or wise, so unspeakably instructive tq me ^ 
Fancy me for the present reading all mann^ of silly 
books, and for these late days one pregnant book, Dante’s 

* In the lournal under the same date Ca3ilyle says * Very often of hte 
has this stanza of Goethe’s come into my mind I translated it in the 
Wande9;;a/ire, hut never understood it before — 
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‘ Inferno , ’ running about amongst jeople and things, looMng 
even of a blight sunset on Hijde Paik and its glory , I sittmg 
on the stump of an oak, it lolhng"^ and cui vetting past me on 
the Serpentine diive, leally very supeib and gi'^^en gratis 
Unspeakable thoughts rise out of it This, tlien, is the last 
eflGlorescence of the Tree of Bemg Hengst and Hoisa weie 
beaided, but ye gentlemen have got lazois and bieeches , and 
oh, my fair ones, how are ye changed since Boadicea woie 
hei own haii unfiizzled hanging down as low as her hips ^ 
The Queen Anne hats and heads have dissolved mto air, and 
behold you here and me, piismatic light-stieaks on the bosom 
of the sacied night And so it goes on 

As writing seemed impossible, Carlyle had determined 
to go to Scotland after all. Lady Clare had meant to 
be in England soon after midsummer, bringing John 
Carlyle ^with her John was now the great man of the 
family, the man of income, the travelled doctor from 
Italy, the companion of a peeress His arrival was 
looked forward to at Scotsbrig with natural eagerness 
Carlyle and he were to go down together and consult 
with their mother about future plans Mrs Carlyle 
would go with them to pay a visit to her mother The 
journey might be an expense, but John was rich, and 
the fares to Edinburgh by steamer were not considerable 
In the gloom that hung over Chelsea this prospect had 

There in others* looks discover 
What thy oto life’s course has been 
And thy deeds of years past over 
In thy fellow-men be seen ” 

It is verily so I am painfullylearnmg much here, if not by the wisdom 
of the people, yet by their existence, nay by their stupidity Learn— 
hveund loam ’ 
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been the one streak of ^iinshine — and unhappily it was 
all clouded over Lady Qlare^tjould not come home after 
all, and John was obliged to remain with her, though 
with a promise of leave of absence in the autumn At 
Eadical ScGtsbrig there was indignation enough at a 
fine lady’s caprices destroying other people’s pleasures 
Carlyle more gently ‘*,could pity the heart that suffered, 
whether it beat under silk or under sackcloth ’ for Lady 
Clare’s life was not a? happy one He collected his 
energy To soften his wife’s disappointment, he invited 
Mrs Welsh to come immediately on a long visit to 
Cheyne Eow Like his father he resolved to ‘gar 
himself’ finish the burnt volume in spite of everything, 
and to think no more of Scotland till it was done The 
sudden change gave him back his strength 

To Mmgaret Carlyle, Scotsbng 

Chelsea June SO, 1835 

As for our own shaie there is need of a new lesolution, and 
we have gone far to fpim one Jane thinks that if we are to 
wait till September it will be msedless for hei to come to 
Scotland this year^ *She had, m the mam, only her mothei 
to see there, and it seems the shoiter way to send foi her 
mother up hither without delay Jack and I, if he is coming, 
can go to Scotland by 0111801708 At lowest, when Mrs Welsh 
was letuimng, I would accompany her, and you would see 
me at least I at any rate am to fall mstantly to worjo again, 
havmg now filled up my full measure of idleness That 
wietched burnt MS must, if the gm of life lemains in me, 
be replaced ‘ IV shall be done, sir,’ as the Cockneys say 
After that the whole world is before me, where to choose 
I cannot say I am in the smallest degree ‘ tmmg heart ’ m 
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these peiplexities Fay, I thmk^^ geneial I have not been 
in so good heart these ten ytfars ^London and its quackeries 
and folhes and confusions does not daunt me I look on 
all matteis that peitain to it with a kmd of silent defiance, 
confident to the last that the work my Maker ^eant me to 
do I shall verily do, let the Devil and his servants obstruct 
as they will The literaiy craft, as I have often ex- 
plamed to you, seems gone for this generation I do not see 
how a man that will not take the Devil into partnership — 
one of the worst partneiships, if I have any judgment — is to 
exist by it hencefoith Well, then, it is gone Let it go 
with a blessing We will seek foi anothei occupation We 
will seek and find It is on one’s self and what comes of 
one’s own domgs that all depends However, I must have 
this book off my hands Should I even bum it, I will be 
done with it 


To John Carlyle. 


Chelsea July 2 

I have decided to falhng mstantly to woik again with 
vigour If I can wiite that ‘ Revolution ’ volume, the saddest 
affair I ever had to manage, I will do it The fiist wish of 
my heart is that it were done in almost any way , weary, 
most weary am I of ^it I will eithei wiite it or brnm it, oi 
One thing that will giatify you is the perceptible 
mcrease of health this otheiwise so scandalous faulmzen 
(idhng) has given me I am also farther than ever from 
‘ tining heait ’ Nothing defimte yet turns up for my future 
life Yet several things turn more decisively down, which is 
also something , amongst others hteiatuxe I feel well that 
IS a thing I shall never live by here , moreover, that theie 
are many things besides** %t m God’s universe As a 
last lesource, m the dun background uses America, use the 
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kipdest invitations there ^ I leally could go and open 
mouth in Boston to that &urang<^ audience mth considerable 
audacity , perhaps it were the making of me to learn to 
speak I^really in some moods feel no kind of tendency to 
whimper oi even to gloom Grod’s world, ruled over by the 
Piince of the Powei of the Air, is round me, and I have 
taken my side in it, and know what I mean as well as the 
Piince knows Fancy me working and not unhappy till I 
hear from you I find I could get employment and pay, 
wiitmg m the ‘ Times,’ bit I will have no trade with that 
Old Steihng amuses me a little , has eyes , has had them on 
men and men’s ways many yeais now, a trenchant, clean- 
washed, mihtary old gentleman 

Things after this began to brighten Mrs Welsh 
came up to cheer hei^ daughter, whose heart had almost 
failed like her husband’s, for she had no fancy for an 
American forest Cailyle went vigorously to work, and 
at last successfully In ten days he had made substan- 
tial progress, though with ^immense difficulty’ still 
^ It was and remained the most ungrateful and intoler- 
able task he had ever undertaken ’ But he felt that he 
was getting on with it, and recovered his peace of mind 
He even began to be interested again in the subject 
itself, which had become for the time entirely distaste- 
ful to him, and to i egret that he could not satisfy him- 
self better in his tieatment of it Notwithstanding his 
defence of his style to Sterling, he wished the skin 
were less ^ rhinoceros-like ’ 

Journal 

July 15, 1835 — The book jl ao nonestly apprehend, wiD 
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never be woifch almost mythmg * What a deliverance, how- 
ever, merely to have done w«iith it ^ This is almost my only 
motive now I detest the task, but am hounded into it by 
feelings still more detestable I am all wiong a|)out it in 
my way of setting it forth, and cannot mend myself I 
think often I have mistaken my tiade That of style gives 
me great uneasiness So many persons, almost eveiybody 
that speaks to me, objects to my style as ‘ too full of mean- 
ing ’ Had it no othei fault ^ I seldom read in any dud of 
a book, novel, or the like, wheie the wilting seei^s to flow 
along like talk (ceitamly not ‘ tQo full ’) without a certam 
pain, a certain envy Ten pages of that were easier than 
a sentence or paragraph of mme , and yet such is the 
lesult What to do ? To write on the lest one can, get the 
free’st, sincerest possible utterance, taking in all guidances 
towards that, putting aside with best addiess all misguidances 
Truly I feel hke one that was bursting with meanmg, that 
had no ^utterance for it, that would and mast get one — ^a 
most indescribably uneasy feehng, weie it not foi the hope 

Gradually the story which he was engaged in telling 
got possession of him again Tlpie terrible scenes of 
the Eevolution seized Bis imagination, haunting him 
as he walked about the streets Loi^don and its giddy 
whirl of life, that tSo might become as Pans had been. 
Ah ^ and what was it all but a pageant passmg from 
darkness into darkness ? 

The world (he said in these weeks), looks often qmte 
spectral to me , sometimes, as m Eegent Street the othei 
night (my nerves bemg all shattered), quite hideous, dis- 
cordant, almost mfemal *"1 had been at Mrs Austin’s, heard 
Sydney Smith foi the first time guffawmg, other peisons 
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piafing, 3 argonmg To me thiough these thin cobwebs 
Death and Eternity sate glaring ^ Coming homewards along 
Eegent Street, through street-walkers, through — Ach Qott f 
unspeakable pity swallowed up unspeakable abhorrence of it 
and of mysel| The moon and the serene mghtly sky in 
Sloane Street consoled me a httle Smith, a mass of fat and 
muscularity, with massive Eoman nose, piercing hazel eyes, 
huge cheeks, shrewdness^ and fun, not humour or even wit, 
seemingly without soul altogether Mrs Marcet ill-looking, 
honest, ngoious, commonplace The lest babble, babble 
Woe’s me that I m Meshech am ! To work 


Drawing-room society to a man engaged in painting 
the flowers of hell which had grown elsewhere on a 
stock of the same genus was not likely to be agreeable 
Sydney Smith especially he never heartily liked, think- 
ing that he wanted seriousness ‘ Grad, sir, he Relieves 
it all,’ Sydney had been heard to say of Lord John 
Eussellwhen speaking of some grave subject Amidst 
such ‘spectral’ feelings the writing of the ‘French 
Ee volution ’ went on ^ By August 10 Carlyle was within 
sight of the end of the unfortifnate volume which had 
cost him so dear, §-nd could form a notion of what he 
had done His wife, an excellenr judge, considered 
the second version better than the first Carlyle him- 
self thought it worse, but not much worse , at any rate 
he was reheved from the load, and could look forward 
to finishing the rest Sometimes he thought th$ book 
would produce an effect , but he had hopeo^ the same 
from ‘Sartor,’ and he did not choose to be sangmne 
a second time On September 23 he was able to 
tell his brother that the last line of the volume was 
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actually written, that he was entirely exhausted "'and 
was going to Annandale recover himself 

To John Garlyle 


Chelsea Septembei 1835 

By the real blessing and favom of Heaven I got done 
with that unutterable MS on Monday last, and have wrapped 
it up there to he till the other two volumes be complete 
The work does not seem to myself to be veiy much worse 
than it was It is woise m the style of expiession, but 
bettei compacted in the thought On the whole I feel like 
a man who had neaily kdied himself m accomphshing zeio 
What a deliverance ^ I shall never without a kind of 
shuddei look back at the detestable state of enchantment I 
have woiked in for these six months and am now blessedly 
dehveied fiom The rest of the book shall go on quite like 
child’sV^y ^ comparison Also I do think it will be a 
queer book, one of the queerest published m this centmy, 
and early though it cannot be popular, be better than that 
My Teufelsdrockh humoui, no voluntaiy one, of looking 
through the clothes, finds smgulai scope in tins subject 
Remarkable also is the l^stiU death-defiance ’ I have settled 
mto, eqmvalent to the most absolute Soveieignty conceivable 
by the mmd I s§,y ‘ still death-defi'ance,’ yet it is not 
unblended with a Greek fine of hope unquenchable, which 
glows up silent, steady, brighter and brightei My one 
thought IS to be done with this book Innumerable thmgs 
pomt aH that way My whole destmy seems as if it lost 
itselfln cl^os there (foi my money also gets done then) — 
chaos which I am to lecreate or peiish miserably — ^an ar- 
rangement which I really legaid as blessed comparatively* 
So I sit heie and wiite, composed in mood, responsible to no 
man and no thmg , only to God and my own conscience 
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witEpublishers, revieweis, hawkeis, bill-stickers indeed on the 
earth around me, but with the sr^ars and the azuie eternity 
above me m the heavens Let us be thankful On the 
whole I an^ji rather stupid , or rather I am not stupid, for I 
feel a fieice glare of insight m me into many things Not 
stupid, but I have no sleigM of hand^ a raw untiained savage 
— ^for eveiy tramed civilised man has that sleight, and is a 
bred workman by having it, the bricklayer with his trowel, 
the painter with his bush, the writer with his pen The 
result of tl^e whole is ^ one must just do the best he can for a 
living, boy,’ or, in my mothei’s phrase, ‘Never tme heait,’ 
or get provoked heart, which is likewise a danger 

The journal adds — 

On Monday last, about four o’clock on a wet day, I finished 
that MS I ought to feel thankful to Heaven, but scarcely 
do sufficiently The thing itself is no thmg Neveitheless, 
the gettmg done with it was all m all I could do no other or 
better The book, it is to be hoped, will now go on with 
some impetus It is not mchanted work, but fair dayhght 
aboveboard work, though haid woik, and with a poor woik- 
man I am now foi Scotland, tcv rest myself and see my 
mother What a year this has been I I have suffered much, 
but also hved much ^ Courage ^ hat firmly set on head, foot 
fiimly planted Fear nothing but fear I fancy I shall go 
m an Bdinbuigh smack , not the woist way, and the 
cheapest though slowest 
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CHAPTEE III 
A D 1835-6 MX. 40-41 

Visit to Scotland — Hard conditions of life — Scotsbrig — ^Return to Lon- 
don — Effort of faith — Letter from hJs mother — Schemes for employ- 
ment—Offer fiom Basil Montagu— Polar bears — Struggles mth the 
book — ^Visit from John Carlyle — ^Despondency — Money anxieties — 
Mrs Carlyle in Scotland — Letters to her — ‘Diamond Hecklaee* 
printed — ‘ Preneh Revolution ’ finished 

In the first week m October Carlyle started for his old 
home, not m a smack, though he had so purposed, but 
in a steamei to Newcastle, whence there was easy access, 
though railways as yet were not, to Carlisle and Annan- 
dale His letters and diary give no bright picture of 
his first year’s experience m London, and fate had dealt 
hardly with him , but he had gained much notwith- 
standing His strong personalily had drawn attention 
wherever he had been seen He had been invited with 
his wife into cultivated circles, literary and political 
The Sterlings were not the only new friends whom they 
had made Their poverty was unconcealed , there was 
no sham in either of the Carlyles, and there were many 
persons anxious to help them in any form in which help 
coulS be^accepted Presents of all kinds, hampers of 
wine, and suchlike poured in upon them Carlyle did 
not speak of these things He did not feel them less 
than other people, but*^he was chary of pohte expressions 
which are so often but half sincere, and he often seemed 
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indifferent or ungr^cious^wlien at heart he was warmly 
grateful Mrs Carlyle, when ''disappointed of her trip 
to Scotland, had been carried otf into the country by 
the Sterlii]^s for a week or two In August Mrs Welsh 
came, and sta^yed on while Carlyle was away She was 
a gifted woman, a little too sentimental for her sarcastic 
daughter, and troublesome with her caprices They 
loved each other dearly and even passionately They 
quarrelled daily and made it up again Mrs Carlyle, 
like her ifasband, was not easy to live with But on 
the whole they were happy to be together again aftei 
so long a separation They had friends of their own who 
gathered about them in Carlyle’s absence Mrs Carlyle 
occupied herself in learning Italian, painting and 
arranging the rooms, negotiating a sofa out of her 
scanty allowance, preparing a pleasant surprise when he 
should come back to his work He on his part was not 
left to chew his own reflections He was to provide the 
winter stock of bacon and hams and potatoes and meal 
at Scotsbng He was to find a Scotch lass foi a servant 
and bring her back with him He was to dispose of 
the rest of the Craigenputtoch stock which had been 
left unsold, all excellent antidotes against spectral 
visions He had his old Annandale relations to see 
again, in whose fortunes he was eagerly interested, and 
to write long stories about them to his brother John 
In such occupation, varied with daily talks and smokes 
with his mother, and in feeding himself into health on 
milk or porridge, Carlyle passed his holiday ile walked 
far and fast among the hills, with an understanding of 
their charm as keen as an artist’s, ^though art he affected 
to disdain 
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I am sometimes sad enough (he told his brother), but chat, 
too, IS profitable I have<<Qioments of inexpiessible beauty, 
like auroral gleams on a sky all daik My book seems 
despicable , however I will wiite it After ^that theie 
remains for me — on the whole exactly what God has ap- 
pomted, theiefoie let us take it thankfully 

One characteristic letter to his wife remains, written 
from Scotsbrig on this visit It was in reply to her 
pretty Anglo-Italian epistle of'October 26 ^ 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Scotsbrig November 2, 1835 

All people say, and, what is moie to the purpose, I myself 
rathei feel, that my health is greatly improved since I got 
hither Alas 1 the state of wreckage I was in, fietted, as 
thou ss^yest, to fiddlestnngs, was enoimous Even yet, after 
a month's idleness and much recovery, I feel it all so well 
Silence for a solai year , this, were it possible, would be my 
blessedness All is so black, confused, about me, streaked 
with splendour too as of heaven , and I the most helpless of 
mortals in the middle of it I corvid say with Job of old, 
‘ Have pity upon me, have pity up 9 n me, 0 my friends ' 
And thou, my poor Goody, depending^ on cheerful looks of 
rmm for thy cheeiffilness ^ Foi God’s sake do not, oi do so 
as httle as possible How I love thee, what I think of thee, 
it IS not probable that thou or any mortal will know But 
cheerful looks, when the heart feels slowly dying in floods of 
confusion and obstruction, are not the thing I have to give 
Oouiage, however — courage to the last ^ One thmg in the 
middle of this chaos I can more and more determine to adhere 
to — ^it IS now almost my^sole rule of life — ^to clear myself of 

* Lettm and Mermnals, vol i p 40 
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cants and formulas as of poisonous JTessus shirts , to stiip 
them off me, by what name soever- called, and follow, weie it 
down to Hades, what I myself know and see Piay God only 
that sight given me, fieedom of eyes to see with I feai 
nothmg then, nay, hope infinite thmgs It is a gieat misery 
for a man to lie, even unconsciously, even to himself Also 
I feel at this time as if I should nevei laugh moie, or rather 
say nevei sniff and whifile QijA pretend to laugh more The 

despicable tittei of a ^ ,’ foi example, seems to me qmte 

criminally §mall Life is ho frivohty, or hypothetical co- 
quetry 01 whifflery It is a^eat ‘woild of tiuth,’ that we 
aie alive, that I am ahve , that I saw the ‘ Sweet Milk weU ’ 
yesteiday, flowing foi the last fom thousand yeais, from its 
thiee souices on the hill side, the origin of Middlebie Burn, 
and noted the little dell it had hollowed out all the way, and 
the huts of Adam’s posterity built sluttishly along its course, 
and a sun shinmg oveihead ninety milhons of miles off, and 
eternity all lound, and life a vision, dieam and yet fact woven 
with upioai on the loom of time Withal it should be said 
that my biliousness is consideiable to-day , that I am not so 
unhappy as I talk, nay, peihaps lather happy , m one word, 

that my mothei indulged me this mommg m a cup of ^ 

I am actually veiy consideiably bettei than when we parted 
The sheet is all Jbut done, and no woid of thanks foi 
your fine Italian-English letter, which J[ lead thiee times 
actually and did not bum It is the best news to me that 
you are getting better , that you feel cheerful, as your writmg 
indicated My poor Goody ’ it seems as if she could so easily 
be happy , and the easy means are so seldom there Li^i us 
take it bravely, honestly It will not beat us both What 
you say of the sofa is interesting, more than I like to confess 
May it be good foi us ^ I feel as if^ an immeasurable ever- 
lasting sofa was precisely the thing I wanted even now Oh 
deal ^ I wish I was there, on the simple greatness of that 
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one, such as it is, and G-oody might be as neai as she fiked 
Hadere mcM mit deiner MuPsr^ L'&hsU Trage, trage , es wtrd 
laid endm ^ 

God bless thee, my poor httle dailing I think we shall 
be happiei some time, and oh, how happy if God will I 

Youi evei affectionate 

T Oaelyle 

The holiday lasted but four weeks, and Carlyle was 
again at his work at Chelsea He was still restless, 
of course, with so heavy a load upon him , but he did 
his best to be cheeiful under it Her chief resources 
were the Sterlings and the Italian lessons, and as long 
as she was well in health her spirits did not fail Him, 
too, the Sterlings’ friendship helped much to encourage , 
but he was absorbed m his writing and could think of 
little else To his brother John he was regulai in his 
accounts of himself, and complained as little as could 
be expected 


I could hve very patiently (he said) amid this circle of 
London people They aie gieatly the best people I ever 
walked with One^is fieei than anywhere else in the woild, 
esteemed without being questioned, moie at home than one 
has been I will stay heie and tiy it out to the last , but 
indeed my soul is hke to glow qiute sick, and I feel as if no 
lestmg-place waited me on this side the Gieat Ocean It is 
a petulant^ weak thought , neither do I long to die till I ha^ve 
done my task I think, however, I wiU quit literature 

* Quarrel not with your mother, dearest Be patient , be patient 
It wiU soon end. 
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JpUrnal 

Deceml&r 23, 1835 — To wiite of the conditiioiis, external 
and especially internal, m which I live at piesent, is impossible 
for me , uiipiofitable weie it possible Bad bodily health 
added to all tbfe lest makes the migamliest result of it, fright- 
ful, diawing towards what consummation ^ Silence is better 
Be silent, be calm, at least not mad On the 4th of this 
month, not without lemembeiing and bitterly considering, I 
completed my foitieth year# Spiritual stiength, as I feel, still 
glows in ihe All othei thmgs, outwaid f 01 tune, busmess 
among men, go on crumbling and decaying (Test egal 
Providence agam is leading me through dark, burning, hideous 
ways towaids new heights and developments Nothing, 01 
almost nothing, is ceitain to me, except the Divine Infernal 
charactei of this univeise I hve in, worthy of honoi, woithy 
of worship So much, and what I can mfer from that 

Nothing came of the national education scheme 
Carlyle was not a person to push himself into notice 
Either Buller and his other friends did not exert them- 
selves for him, or they tried and failed , governments, 
in fact, do not look out for servants among men who 
are speculating about *the nature of the universe Then 
as always the doors leading into re^lar employment 
remained closed From his mother as fai as possible 
he concealed his anxieties But she knew him too well 
to be deceived She, too, was heavy at heart for her 
idolised son, less on account of his uncertain prospects 
than for the want of faith, as she considered it, which 
was the real cause of his trouble He told her always 
that essentially he thought as she did, but she could 
hardly believe it , and though she no longer argued or 

VOL I. 6 
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r^^monstrated, yet slie dwelt igi her letters to him, m 
her own simple way, on^Che sources of hex own consola- 
tion She was intensely interested in his work She was 
identifying herself with the pi ogress of it by imking him 
a new dressing-gown which was to be his when the book 
was finished Yet what was it all compared with the 
one thing needful ^ One of h^er letteis to him — one 
out of many — may be inserted here as a specimen of 
what this noble woman really was 

Margmet Carlyle to Thomas Carlyle 


Scotsbrig December 15, 1835 

Deal Son, — I need not say how glad I was to see your 
hand once more It had been lying at the post-office for 
some ^une, I think, for I had got the Annan ones the day 
befoie, which, I think, must have been sent later than it 
They weie all thiice welcome I am glad to hear you aie 
getting on with your book, in spite of all the difficulties you 
have had to struggle with, which have been many I need 
not say, foi you know already, I wish it a happy and a long 
life Keep a good hea??t May (jod give us all giace to 
stay oui hearts on Hun who has said m His woid, ^ He )?vill 
keep them in perfest peace, whose minds aie stayed on Him, 
because they trust in Him ’ 


Wait on the Lord and be thou stiong, 
And He shall strength afford 
Unto thy heart yea, do thou wait, 

I Scty, upon the Lord 
What time my heart is overwhelmed 
And in perplexity, 

Do Thou me^ lead unto the Eock 
That higher is than I 
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Let fis not be careful whatjhe woild thinks of us, if we can 
say with a good conscience with 'Poplady 

Oareless, myself a dying man, 

Of dying men’s esteem , 

H^ppy, oh Loid, if Thou approve, 

Though all beside condemn 

You Will say ^ I know all these things ’ But they aie sooner 
said than done Be of couiage, my deal son, and seek God 
for your guide 

I was glsd to hear of John having got to Rome He has 
had many wandeiings, pool tellow I When you write, will 
you thank him for his lettei he sent me I was got rather 
uneasy about him I think theie aie none that has got so 
much cause of thankfulness as I We aie all going on the 
old way, but it has been such a yeai as I do not remember 
foi bad weathei It has giown woise and woise Neverthe- 
less it IS better than we deseive, for we are fiowaid children, 
a sinful generation God be merciful to us sinneis He has 
nevei dealt with us as we deseive I have been full well all 
this wmtei, till I got a face cold and toothache It is bettei 
now, almost gone I keep good files and am veiy dry and 
comfortable 

Give my love to youi jGoody I am glad to hear she is 
rather bettei I will be glad to see you both heie to rest a 
while when the fight is over There peihaps nevei was a 
greater scrawl Wmk at it God bless you, my dear 
childien 

Tom affectionate Mother, 

Marq-aeetA Carlyle^ 

Another shorter letter followed, to which and to this 
one Carlyle answered 

I got your three words, mother, and was right glad of 

6—2 
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fchem m the absence of more I assme you I will be 
‘canny’ — ^nay I must, little oveiwork huxts me, and is 
found on the monow to be quite the contiary of gain I 
have many a lebellious tioublesome thought ip me, pio- 
ceeding not a little fiom ill health of body But I deal with 
them as I best can, and get them kicked out Piide ^ piide ^ 
as I often say It lies deep in me, and must be beaten out 
with many stupes The young clergyman, John 

Sterhng [did he wish innocently to please his mothei by the 
clerical chaiactei of his fiiend ^], homes very much about me, 
and proves by fai the lovablest^man I have met for many a 
yeai His speech always enhvens me and shortens the long 
walks we sometimes take 

It was very difficult for Carlyle (as he told me) to 
speak with oi write to his mother directly about re- 
ligion She quieted her anxieties as well as she could 
by lecognising the deep unquestionable piety of her 
son’s nature It was on the worldly side, aftei all, that 
there was real cause for alarm The little stock of 
money would be gone now in a few months , and then 
what was to be done ^ America seemed the only re- 
source Yet to allow ^uch a man to expatriate himself 
— a man, too, who would be contented with the barest 
necessaries of lifb — because in England he could not 
live, would be a shame and a scandal, and various 
schemes for keeping him were talked over among his 
friends The difficulty was that he was himself so 
stut)boin and impracticable He would not write in 
the ‘ Times,’ because the ‘ Times ’ was committed to a 
great political party, and Carlyle would have nothing 
to do with parties 'Shortly after he came back from 
Scotland, he was offered the editorship of a newspaper 
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at Lichfield This wa« unacceptable for the same 
reason, and if he could have himself consented, his 
wife would not She could never persuade herself that 
her husbatid would fail to use to greatness on his own 
lines, or allow him to take an inferior situation In 
mentioning this Lichfield proposal to his brother John, 
she said — 

I declaie to you, my dear biothei, I can never get myself 
woiked ujTinto propei anxiety about how soul and body aie 
to be kept togethei The Idea of starvation cannot some- 
how ever be brought home to my bosom I have always a 
sort of lurkmg assuiance that if one’s bread ceases it will be 
possible to live on pie-crust Besides, whose biead evei does 
entiiely cease who has brains and fingers to bake it, unless 
indeed he be given over to Salthound^ m the shape of strong 
hquors, which is not my case happily 

A more singular proposition 1 cached Carlyle from 
another quarter, kindly meant perhaps, but set forward 
with an air of patronage which the humblest of men 
would have resented unless at tjie last extremity, and 
humility was certainciy not one of Carlyle’s qualities 
The Basil Montagus had been among the first friend^ 
to whom he had been introduced by Irving when he 
came to London in 1824 Great things had been then 
expected of him on Irving’s report Mrs Montagu 
had interested herself deeply in all his concerns ^he 
had been initiated into the romance of Jan^ Welsh’s 
early hfe, and it was by her interference (which had 
never been wholly forgiven) th%t her marriage with 


^ Carlylean name for Satan 
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Carlyle had been precipitated For some years a cor- 
respondence had been fept np, somewhat inflated on 
Mrs Montagu’s side, but showing real kindness and a 
real wish to be of use The acquaintance had continued 
after the Carlyles settled in Chelsea, but Mrs Montagu’s 
advances had not been very warmly received, and were 
suspected, perhaps unjustly, of not being completely 
sincere The sympathetic lettei which she had ventured 
to write to Mrs Carlyle on Jrving’s death had been 
received rather with lesentment than satisfaction StiU 
the Montagus remained in the circle of Carlyle’s friends 
They weie aware of his circumstances, and were anxious 
to help him if they knew how to set about it It was 
with some pleasure, and peihaps with some remoise at 
the doubts which he had entertained of the sincerity 
of th^ir regard, that Cailyle learned that Basil Montagu 
had a situation in view for him which, if he liked it, he 
might have — a situation, he was told, which would 
secuie him a sufficient income, and would leave him 
time besides for his own writing The paiticulars were 
leserved to be explained at a personal interview Carlyle 
had been so eager, cfiiefly for his wife’s sake, to find 
something to hold on to, that he would not let the 
smallest plank drift by without examining it He had 
a vague misgiving, but he blamed himself for his dis- 
trust The interview took place, and the contempt 
with which he describes Mr Montagu’s proposition is 
acSially-sSavage 


To John Carlyle 

Chelsea January 26, 1836 

Basd Montagu had a hfe benefaction all cut out and 



OFFER OF^A CLERKSHIP 


71 


drie^ for me — ^No it depended on the measure of gratitude 
whethei it was to be ready foi ni^oi for another A clerk- 
ship undei him at the late of 200^ a yeai, wheieby a man 
lectuiing s)&o in mechanics’ institutes in the evening, and 
doing etceteiag, might live I listened with giave fixed 
eyes to the soveieign of quacks, as he mewed out all the 
fine sentimentahties he had stuffed into this beggarly account 
of empty boxes — ^foi which too I had been sent tiottmg many 
miles of pavement, though I knew from the beginmng it 
could be only moonshine-^and, with grave thanks foi this 
potentiality of a oleikship, took my leave that night , and 
next moinmg, all still in the potential mood, sent an indica- 
tive thicepenny My wish and expectation partly is that 
Montagudom geneially would be kind enough to keep its 
own side of the pavement Not veiy expressible is the kind 
of feeling the whole thing now laises in me—madness 
varnished ovei by lies which you see thiough and through 
One othei thing I could not but remark — ^the of 

Montagu wislnng me foi his cleik , thmking the polai beai, 
leduced to a state of dyspeptic dejection, might safely be 
trusted tending labbits Gieatei faith I have not found in 
Isiael Let us leave these people They shall haidly agam 
cost me even an exchange of thieepennies 

The ‘polar bear/ it might have oeSurred to Cailyle, 
IS a difl&cult beast to find accommodation for People 
do not eagerly open their doors to such an inmate 
Basil Montagu, doubtless, was not a wise man, and was 
unaware of the relative values of himself and the pel^on 
that he thought of for a clerk But, after all, situations 
smted for polar bears are not easily found outside the 
Zoological Gardens It was not Basil Montagu’s fault 
that he was not a person of superior quality He knew 
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that Carlyle was looking anxiously lor employment with 
a fixed salary, and a clerkship in his oiSice had, in his 
eyes, nothing degrading in it Except in a country 
like Prussia, where a discerning government is on the 
look-out always for men of superior intellect, and knows 
what to do with them, the most gifted genius must 
begin upon the lowest step of the ladder The proposal 
was of course an absurd one, and the scorn with which 
it was received was only toomatuial, but this small 
incident shows only how impossible it was at this time 
to do anything foi Cailyle except what w<is actually 
done, to leave him to climb the piecipices of life by his 
own unassisted stiength 

Thus, thioughout this year 1836, he remained fixed 
at his work in Cheyne Row He wiote all the morning 
In the afternoon he walked, sometimes with Mill or 
Sterling, more often alone, making his own reflections 
One evening in January, he writes — 

I thought to-day up at Hyde Park Ooinei, seeing all the 
carnages dash hither and thithei, and so many human bipeds 
cheeiily huriying along, There you go, biotheis, in youi gilt 
carnages and prospeiities, better oi woise, and make an 
extieme bothei and confusion, the devil veiy laigely m 
it And I too, by the blessing of the Makei of me, I too 
am authoiised and equipped by Heaven’s Act of Pailiament 
to do that small seciet somewhat, and will do it without any 
consultation of youis Let us be biotlieis, theiefoie, oi at 
woist silent peaceable neighbours, and each go his own way ’ 

Carlyle was radical enough in the sense that he 
had no respect for the gilt carriages, and knew whither 
they were probably rolling, but he had neither purpose 
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noi -wish to be a revolutionary agitator, knowing that 
revolution meant only letting ^Cbe devil loose, whom it 
was man’s duty to keep bound Mrs Carlyle was con- 
fined through the winter and spring with a dangerous 
cough He itimself, though he complained, was fairly 
well , nothing was essentially the matter, but he slept 
badly from overwork, ‘gaeing stavering aboot the 
hoose at night,’ as the Scotch maid said, lestless alike 
in mind and body Wh-«?n he paused from his book to 
write a letter or a note in his journal, it was to discover 
a state of nerves irritated" by the contrast between his 
actual performance and the sense of what he was trying 
to accomplish The ease which he expected when the 
lost volume was recovered had not been found The 
toil was severe as ever 


J owned 

March 22, 1836 — Month aftei month passes without any 
notice heie In some foui days I expect to be done with the 
chaptei called ‘ Legislative ’ It has been a long and sorry task 
My health, veiy consideiably worse than usual, held me pam- 
fully back The woik,\t oftenest seems to me, will never be 
woith a rush, yet I am writmg it, as %hey say, wjth my 
heait’s blood The sonow and chagrm I suffer is veiy gieat 
Physical pain is bad — dispiiitment, gloomy silence of le- 
bellion against myself and all the aiiangements of my exist- 
ence is worse I shuddei sometimes at the abysses I disqprn 
in myself, the acrid hunger, the shivering sensitiveness, the 
wiclcedness (and yet can I say at this moment that I think 
myself rightly wiclced ?) Confusion clings to a man 
There is something edifying, howevei, m the perfectly 
composed peace of mind with which I have lenounced one 
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province of my inteiests and giveiji it up to Fortune to do her 
own will with it the econlffliical province Oui money runs 
fast away daily It will be about done at the time this book 
IS done , and then — ^my destiny, as it weie, ends I seem 
not to care a stiaw foi that nay, lathei to Jike it, if any- 
thing, as implying the end of much else that is growing in- 
snppoitable Some vague outlook, which I half know to be 
mane, opens in my imagination to Ameiica, or some western 
woods and sohtude, fai tiom the fiet and confusion of these 
places , lest anywheie , and yet f still do not waiiit generally 
to rest m the grave All fame, and so forth, seems the 
ivietchedest mockeiy It sometimes appeals possible that 
it may come my way too — ^foi I do not hide fiom myself 
that I am above hundreds that have it But even in that 
case I sa} honestly Worn ^ one dies soon — soon — and his 
fame I Say it lived three centuiies aftei him I I do pray 
to God to be guided into some moie solid anchoi-gi ound, 
and to leave that as a lestless quicksand which has 
swallowed up so many, to weltei according to its own will 
Also, it many times strikes me. Being in ill-health and so 
miserable, ait thou not of a surety wrong ^ Why not quit 
hteiature — ^with a vengeance to it — and turn, weie it even 
to sheep heidmg, where ^ne can be well ^ Dark stiaits and 
contentions of will against coustiamt seem to threaten me — 
I cannot help it »^^cace I peace ^ It is one’s own mind that 
IS wrong 


To John Canlyle 


a Chelsea March 31, 1836 

It seems as if I were enchanted to this sad book Peace 
in the world there wiU be none for me tiH I have it done , 
and then very generally it seems the miserablest mooncalf 
of a book, fun of Zx&r&r&i (affectation), do what I will , 
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tumBlmg head foremost through all manner of established 
rules And no money to be haf ?oi it , and no value that I 
can count on of any kind, simply the blessedness of being 
done with it It comes across me like the bieath of heaven, 
that I shall v^iily be done with it m some few weeks now 
Then let it go, to be tiodden down in the gutteis if the 
pool people like , to be lifted on poles if they like, to be 
made a kiik and mill of The indiffeience that I feel about 
all moital thmgs is really veiy considerable Glory and 
disgiace, poverty and vemh, gig and eight, or tom shoe 
soles, behold, biethien, it is ^11 alike to me I too have my 
indefeasible lot and portion in this God’s umveise of vapour 
and of substance, and giudge you not, and hate you not, 
lathei love you in an undeihand manner and wish you speed 
on your path 

At the back of Carlyle’s house in Cheyne ]^ow is 
a strip of garden, a glass plot, a few trees and flower- 
beds along the walls, wheie are (or were) some bits 
of jessamine and a gooseberry-bush or two, trans- 
ported fiom Haddington and Craigenputtock Here, 
when spring came oigi, Carlyle used to dig and plant 
and keep the grass, trim and" tidy Sterling must 
have seen him with his spade there when he drew 
the picture of Collins in the ^ Onyx Eing,’ which 
is evidently designed for Carlyle The digging must 
have been moie of a relaxation for him than the 
walks, wheie the thinking and talking went on without 
interruption Very welcome and a real relief was'*the 
arrival of his brother John at last in the middle of 
April Lady Clare could not part with him m the 
autumn, but she had come now' herself, bringing the 
doctor with her, and had allowed him three months’ 
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leave of absence Half bis holiday was to be spent in 
Cheyne Row The second volume of the ^ Revolution ’ 
was finished, and Carlyle gave himself up to the full 
enjoyment of his brother's company He had six weeks 
of real rest and pleasuie , for his curiosity ^as insatiable, 
and John, just from Italy, could tell him infinite things 
which he wanted to know Scptsbrig, of course, had 
claims which were to be respected When these weeks 
were over, John had to go north, and Carlyle attended 
him down the rivei to the Hull steamer 

‘Very cheery to me poor Jack,’ he writes when 
alone at home again , ‘ I feel without him quite 
orphaned and alone ’ Alone, and at the mercy again 
of the evil spirits whom ^ Jack’s ’ round face had kept 
at a distance 


Journal 

June 1, 1836 — ^My dispnitment, my sorrow and pain are 
great, but I stiive to keep silent Silence is the only method 
I am weary and heavy-laden, weaned of all things, almost of 
hfe itself — ^yet not altogether It is fearful and wondeiful 
to me ^ Often it seems ^s if the only giand and beautiful 
and desirable thing m this dusty fuliginous chaos weie to die 
Death ^ The unkrniwn sea of lest I Who knows what hid- 
den harmonies he theie to wrap us in softness, in eternal 
peace, where perhaps, and not soonei or elsewhere, all the hot 
longmgs of the soul are to be satisfied and stilled 

An etermty of life were not endurable to any mortal 
To me the thought of it were madness even for one day 
Oh ^ I am fai astray, wandeiing, lost, ‘ dyeing the thirsty 
desert with blood in every footprint ’ Perhaps God and His 
providence will be bettel to me than I hope Peace, peace ! 
words aie idler than idle 
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I^have seen Wordswortn again I have seen Landor, 
Americans, Frenchmen — Oavaig^fec the Republican Be no 
woid written of them Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble I 
find emptmess and chagrin, look foi nothing else, and on 
the whole can reveience no existing man, and shall do well 
to pity all^ myself first — or lathei last To work theiefoie 
That will still me a httle if aught will 

The old, old story gejams, the divine gift which men 
so envy’' and admire, which is supposed to lift its 
possessor to a throne among the gods, gives him, with 
the intensity of insight, intensity of spiritual suffering 
His laurel wreath is a crown of thorns To all men 
Carlyle preached the duty of 'consuming their own 
smoke,’ and faithfully he fulfilled his own injunction 
He wrote no 'Weithers Leiden,’ no musical 'Childe 
Harold,’ to relieve his own heart by inviting the world 
to weep with him So far as the world was concerned, 
he bore his pains in silence, and only in his journal left 
any written record of them At home, however, he 
could not always be reticent , and his sick wife, whose 
spirits needed raising, missed John’s companionship as 
much as her husband* The household economics became 
so pressing that the book had to b^ suspended for a 
couple of weeks while Carlyle wrote the aiticle on Mira- 
beau, now printed among the 'Miscellanies,’ for Mill’s 
Review Some fifty pounds was made by this , but by 
the time the article was finished, Mrs Carlyle became 
so ill that she felt that unless she could get away to her 
mother ' she would surely die ’ Carlyle himself could 
not think of moving, unless for a-*day or two to a friend 
in the neighbourhood of London , but everything was 
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done that circumstances permitted She went first 
to her uncle at Liverp’dol, meaning to proceed (for 
economy) by the Annan steamer, though in her weak 
state she dreaded a sea voyage She was sent forward 
by the coach John Carlyle met her an§ carried her 
on to her mother at Templand, who had a ^ purse of 
sovereigns ’ leady for her as a biithday present (July 14 ) 
Carlyle himself wrote to her daily, making the best of 
his condition that she might l^ave as little anxiety as 
possible on his account After she was gone he paid a 
visit to John Mill, who was then living in the country 

To Jane Welsh Ga'i lyle at Templand 

Chelsea July 24, 1836 

I must tell yon about the Mill visit, f oi I think I sent you 
a token that I was going I went accoidmgly It is a 
pietty countij — a pietty village of the English stiaggling 
wooded sort The Mills have joined some ‘ old carpentei’s 
shops ’ together, and made a pleasant summer mansion (con- 
nected by shed-1 oof ed passages), the little diawing-ioom door 
of glass looking out into ^ lose lawn, into gieen plains, and 
half a mile off to a most respectable TOoded and open bioad- 
shouldered green hill They weie as hospitable as they could 
be I was led about, made attentive to innumerable pic- 
turesquenesses, &c &c , all that evening and next day 
There was httle soiiow visible m then house, oi lathei none, 
nor any human feeling at all ; but the strangest unhumhch 
kind" of copaposuie and acquiescence, as if all human spon- 
taneity had taken lefuge in mvisible coineis Mill himself 
talked much, and not stupidly — fai fiom that — ^but without 
emotion of any disceimfcle land He seemed to me to be 
withering oi withered mto the miserablest metaphysical 
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BCTOjsf body and mind, that I had almost ever met with in 
the world His eyes go twinkb&g and jeiking with wild 
lights and twitches , his head is bald, his face blown and 
dry — ^poor fellow aftei all It seemed to me the stiangest 
thing what this man could want with me, oi I with such a 
man so unheintlich to me What wiH become of it ^ No- 
thing evil , foi theie is and theie was nothing dishonest m it 
But I think I shall see less and less of him Alas, pool 
fellow I It seems possible too that he may not be very long 
seeable that is one way of its ending— to say nothing of 
my own chances 

As for the chaptei [of the ‘ Fiench Eevolution ’] entitled 
‘ Septembei,’ the pool Goody knows with satisfaction that it 
is done I woiked all day, not all night indeed, oftenest 
not at mght at all , but went out and had longswift-stiiding 
walks — ^till ten — ^undei the stais I have also slept, in geneial, 
toleiably Foi the last ten days, howevei, I have been 
poisoned again with veal soup^ beef bemg unattainable I 
will know agam The chaptei is some thirty-six pages not 
at all a bad chaptei Would the Goody had it to lead ! A 
bundled pages moie, and this omsed book is flung out of me 
I mean to wiite with force of fire till that consummation , 
above all with the speed of fire , still taking mteivals, of 
comse, and lesting myself The unrested hoise oi wntei 
cannot woik But a despieabihty of a thing that has so long 
held me, and held us both down to the giindstone, is a thmg 
I could almost sweai at and kick out of doors , at least most 
swiftly eqmp foi wallang out of doors Speranza^ thou 
span Ian Goody ^ Hope, my httle lassie ! It will all be 
bettei than thou thmkest For two oi thiee days have Che 
most perfect lest now Then Louis is to be tiied and guil- 
lotined Then the Giionde, &c It all stands pietty fair m 


* Scrae, * an old shoe ’ (Dumfriesshire) 
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my head, noi do I mean to luvcsuigate much moie about it, 
but to splash down what iiknow in laige masses of colours, 
that it may look like a smoke-and-flame conflagiation in the 
distance, which it is 

My deal httle Janekm, I must leave thee now Wiite a 
long lettei They aie all veiy pleasant, veif good foi me , 
but the ^ leposmg humour ’ would give me the most pleasuie 
of all Qeliab dich wohl f 8ey hold mir / Hofe , zioeifle 
nicht (Keep well ^ Be good to me ^ Hope , do not tine 
heart ) Kiss your kind mothei f «i me Adim / revovr f 
Evei affectionately thine, 

T Carlyle 

His heart was less light than he tried to make it 
appear The journal of August 1 says — 

Have fimshed chaptei i (Septembei) of my thud volume, 
and gone idle a week after, till as usual I am now i educed to 
a ca'put mortuum again, and do this day begin my second 
chapter, to be called ‘ Regicide ’ Jane in Dumtiiesshiie 
these thiee weeks oi moie, shatteied with agitation I 
see no one — not even the Frenchmen^ — ^foi above two 
weeks , veiydieaiy of outlook , one sole guiding stai forme 
on earth, that of gettin^done with Qiy book 

Mrs Carlyle was scarcely better off, Scotch air having 
done little for her He writes to her a week later 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle. 

Chelsea August 8 

Du armes K%nd ^ — ^The lettei, which I opened with eagei- 
ness enough, made me altogethei wae No lest foi the poor 

* Gamier and Godefroi Cavaiguac See Letters and Mswirtals^ vol i 
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weaned one In hei mofchei’s house, too, she must wake ^ at 
foul in the morning,’ and have fieUlngs and annoyances It 
is veiy haid *The woild is so wide , and foi my pool Jane 
theie IS no place wheie she can find sheltei in it Patience, 
my pool lassie ^ It is not so bad as that it shall not be so 
bad 

Since theie is no good to be done in Scotland, what le- 
mains but that you come back hithei with such despatch as 
suits ^ Theie is quietude heie , theie is libeity , you shall 
have bread to eat We can'even piocuie you a little milk, 
foi the man comes yowling legulaily at the stiokc of seven 
I wish to heaven I weie bettei, cheeifullei , but I take heaven 
to witness I will be as cheeiful as I can I will do what is 
in me, and swim with myself and thee I do not think the 
waves can swallow us Open thy heait out again to me , 
have hope, couiage, softness — ^not bitterness and haidness — 
and they shall not swallow us In any case, what lefrkge is 
theie but heie Heie is the place for my pool G-oody , let 
us sink or swim togethei 

If I did not know how little advice could profit in such 
matters, how it even exaspeiates and makes the case worse, 
I would pray earnestly in the meantime for that very thing 
which we so often laugh at in poor Jack — ^meekness, submis- 
sion to the will of Heaven Open thy eyes from those 
Templand windows The earth is green, jewelled with many 
a flower The sky arches itsell, also beautiful, overhead It 
IS not, in the name of God, a place of bittei hopelessness for 
any hvmg cieatuie, but it is emphatically the place of hope 
for all Oh ^ that Edinburgh style of mockery ’ Me too wi^h 
its haid witheiing influence, its momentary solacement, 
fatallei than any pain, it had wellnigh conducted to Hades 
and Tophet But I flung it off, and am ahve Oh that my 
poor much-suffermg Jane had done so £oo ^ — flung it off from 
the very heart foi ever — and in soft devoutness of submission- 
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(wherein lies what the man calls the ‘ divine depth of sorrow 
liad recognised once that Bhe stem necessity was also the jnst , 
that the thing, stiongei than we, was also the better — ^wiser 
But I will pieach no moie I will piay and wish lathei, in 
my heait of heaits Nay, I will prophesy too , foi nothing 
shall evei make me believe that a soul so true and full of 
good thmgs can continue stiangling itself in that mannei, 
sore, soie, though its peiplexities be Oh my poor lassie, 
what a hfe thou hast led ^ — and I could not make it other 
It was to be fhat^ and not anoth^i 
And so, after all, then, what is to be done but come back 
agam by easy stages, and do the hesf we can ^ This visit to 
Scotland will not have been in vain It exhausts another 
possibihty It lendeis one quietei Nay, in spite of all these 

splashings of rain, weary waitings foi some one rising, these 
annoyances and disappomtments, I believe the veiy change 
of sc^ne, of habitual speech and couise of thought, will be of 
salutary influence The din of London is stilled in you by 
this time The mind will be fresh to take it up again, and 
find it more harmonious than it was Gehal dull wohl / 
Be peaceable, my pool weary shattered bann Harden not thy 
heait, but soften it Open it to hope and me Say all that 
IS kind to your mother ^i me Foi give her ‘ ways of doing ’ 
They aie her ways, though very toimentmg 
It is half-past^foui, and I am still in my dressmg-gown 
Addw^ canssima God be with thee, my wee Goody ! 

T Carlyle 

John came back with the fall of the summer to rejoin 
Lady Clare, and passed a few more days alone with his 
brother 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Chelsea August 24 

Parhament bemg dissolved, prorogued I believe, there 



HOME-MADE TRIALS 


83 


are no franks Jack said on Saturday, ^ Here is a ticket Lady 
Olaie has sent me , will you not go and see the Kmg pioiogue 
Pailiament ^ ‘ Sii,’ I answeied, ^ if he weie going to blow 

up Parliament with gunpowdei, I would hardly go, being busy 
elsewhere ’ _ Lie still, thou poor weaned one Stir not 

till the houi come foi travelhng hither again Aftei all, I 
calculate the jouiney mil not prove useless A healthy in- 
fluence hes m the very change of ideas and objects — such a 
total change as that Seated by oui own health agam, much 
that was a burble will begin to unravel itself Theie aie 
bettei days commg I say it always, and sweai it, with a kind 
of indestructible faith But we must be leady foi the bad, 
foi the woise, and meet, not in bitter violence, but m couia- 
geous genial humour, as quiet at least as may be 

If a Goody weie well, and a ach Gott, why should 
we not be happy enough, m spite of twenty poverties? 
Patience, lassie ’ let us take it quietly The book mil be 
done I shall lest, be bettei , all will be bettei Consider 
this fact, too, which leally has a truth m it Great sorrow 
nevei lasts It is like a stieam stemmed — ^must begin flowing 
agam Theie is leally, I say, a tiuth in that, grounded in the 
natuie of things Oh my pool baiin, be not faithless, but 
believing Do not flmg life away -as msuppoi table, despi- 
cable, but let us woik iS out and lest it out togethei, like a 
tiue Iwo, though undei soie obsti actions - Fools in all cii- 
cumstances, shoit of Tophet, very piobably in Tophet itself, 
have one way of doing , wise men have a diffeient, infinitely 
bettei I say ‘ infinitely,’ foi that also is a fact , and so God 
diiect us and help us ^ God send thee soon, and safe back 
agam , and so ends my seimon 

It has pleased Carlyle to admit the world behind 
the scenes of his domestic life ^He has allowed us 
to see that all was not as well there as it might have 

6—2 
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been, and m his own generous remoise he has taken 
the blame upon himself No one, however, can read 
these letteis, or ten thousand others like them, with- 
out recognising the affectionate tenderness which lay 
at the bottom of his nature No one ^also can read 
between the lines without observing that poverty and^. 
dispiritment and the burden of a task too heavy for 
him was not all that Carlyle had to bear She on her 
part, no doubt, had much to put up with* It was not 
easy to live with a husband subject to strange fits of 
passion and depression, often as unreasonable as a 
child, and with a Titanesque power of making mountains 
out of molehills But she might have seen more 
clearly than she did, in these deliberate expressions 
of his feeling, the soundness of his judgment, and the 
gemune simple truth and loyalty of his heart Let 
those married pairs who never knew a quarrel, whose 
days run on unrufiSed by a breeze, be grateful that 
their lot has been cast in pleasant circumstances, for 
otherwise their experience will have been different 
Let them be grateful that they are not peisons of 
‘genius’ or blessed Or cursed with sarcastic tongues 
The disorder which had driven Mis Carlyle to Scotland 
was mental as well as bodily The best remedy for it 
lay, after all, at home, and she came back, as she 
said, after two months’ absence, ‘ a sadder and a wiser 
woman ’ Carlyle had gone off intending to meet her 
at* the office, but the coach was before its time, or he 
had mistaken the hour 

I had my luggage ''(she said) put on the backs of two 
poiters, and walked on to Cheapside, when I presently found 
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Chelsea omnibus By-and-by^the omnibus stopped, and 
amid cues of ‘iNo room, sir, can’t get m,’ Oailyle’s face, 
beautifully set off by a broad-biimmed white hafc, gazed in at 
the door hke the Pen ‘ who, at the gate of Heaven, stood 
disconsolate ’ ^In hurrying along the Stiand, his eye had 
lighted on my trunk packed on the top of the omnibus, and 
bad lecognised it This seems to me one of the most in- 
dubitable pioofs of genius which he ever manifested 

She had returned mended in spints John had 
gone two days before, and was on his way to Italy 
igain, but the effects remained of his cheery presence, 
and all things were looking better The article on 
Mirabeau was printed, and had given satisfaction The 
'Diamond Necklace’ was to come out in parts in 
Fraser, and bring in a little money Carlyle had itever 
written anything more beautiful, and it speaks in- 
differently for English criticism that about this, when 
it appeared, the newspapers were as scornful as they 
had been about ^ Sartor ’ — ^a bad omen foi the ^ French 
Revolution,’ for the ^Diamond Necklace’ was a pre- 
liminary chapter of the same drama But the opinions 
of the newspapers had long become giatters of indif- 
ference The financial pressure would be relieved at 
any rate, and the air in Cheyne Row, within doors and 
without, was like a still autumn afternoon, when the 
equinoctials have done blowing The book was nearly 
finished John Carlyle had read the MS igind had 
criticised The style had startled him, as the style of 
‘Sartor’ had startled Sterling Carlyle had listened 
patiently, and had made some change in deference to 
his brother’s opinion 
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To Jojkn Oarlyle 

Chelsea September 12, 1836 

As to what you admonished about style, though you 
goodnatuiedly fall away fiom it now, theie actually was some 
pxofit m it, and some eJ&ect It leimnds me"once moie that 
theie are always two parties to a good style — ^the contented 
wiitei and the contented readei Many a little thing I pro- 
pose to altei with an eye to greatei clearness , but the giand 
point at piesent is to get don# briefly I find I have only 
eighty-eight pages m all, and mfinite mattei to oiam into 
them I puipose investigating almost no farthei, but dashmg 
m what I aheady have m some compendious, giandiose, mas- 
sive way I leally feel veiy well at piesent The ]oy 
I anticipate in finishing this book is considerable Go, thou 
unhappy book » Thouhastneaily wiungthehfeoutof me Go 
in God’s name oi the Devil’s , one will be fiee aftei that, and 
look abioad ovei the woild to see wliat it holds foi one 
I am leading Eckeimann’s ‘ Conveisations with Goethe,’ boi- 
lowed fiom Mis Austin It does me gieat good foi the time 
such a deal seiene en]03rment, so diffeient fiom this Revolu- 
tion one , and yet it is not my envnonment now — will not 
yield me OMach (shelt^l) heie and now Goethe is gieat, 
biown-visaged, authentic-looking, in this book, yet rathseh 
haft (enigmatic) 'heie and theie to me Enough, enough 
Do not conjugate ennuyer^ deal Jack, if you can help it , con- 
jugate esperer rathei Depend upon it, woiking, trying, is 
the only removei of doubt It is an immense truth that 
The stieam looks so cold, dreaiy, dangerous You stand 
sluveiing You plunge m Behold, it cairies you you can 
swim Take my blessmg and biotherly prayeis with you 

T 0 

As the end of the book came m view, the question — 
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whal next ^ began to present itself It was as morning 
twilight after a long night, ^nd suirounding objects 
showed in their natural form Evidently Carlyle did 
not expect that it would bring him money or directly 
better his fortunes All that he looked for was to have 
acquitted his conscience by writing it he would then 
quit literature and seek other work The alternative, 
indeed, did not seem to be left to him — literature as a 
profession, followed with^a sacred sense of responsibility 
(and without such a sense he could have nothing to do 
with it), refused a living to himself and his wife Foi 
her sake as well as his own, he must try something else 
He was in no hurry to choose His plan, so far as he 
could foim one, was that, as soon as the book was pub- 
lished, his wife should return for a while to her mother 
He, like his own Teufelsdiockh, would take staff m 
hand, travel on foot about the world like a medlseval 
monk, look about him, and then decide Ten years 
before, he had foimed large hopes of what he might do 
and become as a man of letters He concluded now 
that he had failed, and the language in which he wrote 
about it IS extremely manly 

Journal 

October 23 — ^Nothing noted here for a long time It has 
grown profitless, weaiisome, to wiite oi speak of one so Bick,foi- 
loin as myself Cap 3 (Q-iiondins) finished about a week ago 
Totally worthless, according to my feeling of it I persist, 
nevertheless ‘ Diamond Necklace ’ to be printed in ‘ Fiasei ’ 
Sittmg for my picture to a man named Lewis, who begged it, 
‘that it mjght do him good ’ Jane insisted I at length 
assented Gm bom ? Empty as I am m puise and in hope, 
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what steads the oil shadow of me in these circumstances ? 
Rather let such a man be Altogether suppressed 

To John Carlyle 


Chelsea October 29 

Our life IS all hangmg m the wmd — ^foi me, howevei, 
against the next spiing I have it all so cunningly arianged 
that, as it were, neither ill luck noi good luck can be other than 
welcome to me This is leally true and veiy curious Such 
an infinitude of diffeient annoyances and menaces come 
pressing on me fiom all points of the compass, that I merely 
f 01 tify my own chest and iib woik, and say, ‘Messis the Annoy- 
ances, do, if you please, make out the result among yourselves , 
my libs with heaven’s help will not yield, and I shall cheer- 
fully be ready to move whichevei way the current goes ’ 
Hei^ with only hteiatuie foi sheltei, there is, I think, no con- 
tinuance Better to take a stick in youi hand, and roam the 
earth Teuf elsdrockhlike , you will get at least a stomach to eat 
bread — even that is denied me here Es wollte Teem Hund 
so leben (no dog would lead such a life) Nor will I The 
only rule is silence, utteimost composuie, and open eyes 
The beggaily economical part of this existence on earth seems 
to me the more beggarly the longer Idook at it , the existence 
itself the more tjjagical, sublime Not a hair of our heads 
but was given to us by a God 

My chief pity in geneial, in these ciicumstances of mine, 
IS for Jane She hoped much of me , had great faith in 
me , and has endured much beside me, not murmuring at 
it" I feel as if I had to swim both for hei deliveiance and 
my own Better health will be granted me , bettei days 
for us both 

It IS my fixed hope^ at present either to go to Scotland 
or to Italy next summer, stick m hand If any ofPei occur 
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to (fetain me heie, it shall be well , if none, it shall be almost 
bettei This is what I meant above by being balanced amid 
annoyances and menaces Theiefore be of good cheei, my 
biave brother The woild shall not beat us, much as it may 
tiy We will make a wrestle 01 two fiist at any rate Thou 
see’st I am to have done with this soirowful enterpiise of 
a book, with France and Revolutions for evermore Then 
I take stick m hand, silently go to compose my body and 
soul a httle, and so tale the world on the othei side I feel 
stiong yet , as if I had ylais of stiength in me London 
has been hke a couise of meicury to body and mind , haid 
enough, but not unmedicative We will not complain of 
London, not fear it, not hope from it , let it go its way, we 
going ouis If thou piospci at Rome, I may come to thee 
If not, why then come thou hithei It shall be good either 
way 


So the year wore out, and m this humour the 
^ History of the French Revolution ’ was finished The 
last sentence was written on the 12th of January, 1837, 
on a damp evening, just as light was failing ^ Carlyle 
gave the MS to his wife to read,'" and went out to walk 
Before leaving the house he said to her ^ I know not 
whether this book is worth anything, nor what the 
world will do with it, or misdo, or entirely forbear to 
do, as is likeliest , but this I could tell the world You 
have not had for a hundred yeais any book that comes 
more direct and flammgly from the heart of ^a livihg 
man Do what you like with it, you — ’ Five days 


* So Carlyle said later , but in the letter to Sterling he says ten 
o’clock at night Perhaps he added a word or two 
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later lie announced the event to Sterling, who was 
spending the winter at Bordeaux 

To John Sterhng 

Chelsea January 17 1837 

Five days ago I finished about ten o’clock at night, and 
was leady both to weep and piay, but did not do either, at 
least not visibly oi audibly The booksellei has it, and the 
piintei has it , I expect the fiist sheet to-monow In not 
many moie weeks I can hope to wash my hands of it foi ever 
and a day It is a thing disgusting to me by the faults of it 
the merits of which — ^for it is not without meiit — will not 
be seen foi a long time It is a wild savage book, itself 
a kmd of Fiench Eevolution, which peihaps, if Piovidence 
have so oideied, the woild had bettei not accept when offeied 
it With all my heait What I do know of it is that it has 
come hot out of my own soul, boin m blackness, whiilwmd, 
and sonow , that no man foi a long while has stood, speak- 
ing so completely alone, undei the eternal azure in the 
chaiacter of man only, oi is likely foi a long while so to 
stand finally, that it has gone as neai to choking the life 
out of me as any task I should like to undei fcake foi some 
years to come, which also is an immense comfort, indeed the 
gieatest of all 

The Mason’s ways are 
A type of existence, 

And his persistence 
Is as the days are 
Of men in this world 

^^e future hides in it 
j&ladness and sorrow, 

We press still thorough, 

Naught that abides in it 
Daunting us, onward 
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And solemn before us 
Veiled the dark Portal, 

Goal of all Mortals , 

Stars silent lest o*er us, 

Graves under us silent 

While earnest thou gazest 
Comes boding of terror, 

Comes phantasm and error. 

Perplexes the bravest 
With doubt and misgiving 

But heaid aie the voices, 

Heard ire the sage’s, 

The world’s, and the ige’s 
Choose well your choice is 
Brief and yet endless 

Here eyes do regard you 
In eternity’s stillness. 

Here is all fulness, 

Ye brave, to leward you 
Work and despair not * 

Is not that a piece of psalmody ^ It seems to me like a 
piece of maiching music to the gieat biave Teutonic kindled 
as they march through the waste of time — ^that section of 
eternity they weie appointed foi Olen die Sterne und unten 
die Graher^ &c Let us all sing it and march on cheeiful 
of heait ‘We bid you to hope’^ So "say the voices, do 
they not ? 

^ Goethe’s song — 

* Hie Zukunf t decket 
Schmerzen und Gluck ’ 

Carlyle gives the original m writing to Sterling I take Carlyle’s own 
translation from ‘ Past and Present * 

® The literal translation of the last line, r 

‘ Wir heissen euch hoffen 
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This poem of G-oethe’s was on Carlyle’s hps to the 
last days of his hfe When very near the end he 
quoted the last lines of it to me when speaking of what 
might he beyond ‘ We bid you to hope.’ 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

AD 1837 MT 42 

Character of Carlyle’s writings— The. ‘ French Revolution ’ as a work 
of art — Political neutrality — Effect of the book on Carlyle’s position 
— Proposed lectures— Public speaking — Delivery of the first course — 
Success, moral and financial — End of money difficulties — ^Letter to 
Sterling — Exhaustion — Retreat to Scotland 

I HAVE been thus particular in describing the con- 
ditions under which the ' History of the French 
Eevolution ’ was composed, because this book gave 
Carlyle at a single step his unique position as^ an 
English man of letters, and because it is in many 
respects the most perfect of all his writings In his 
other works the sense of form is defective He throws 
out brilliant detached pictures, and large masses of 
thought, each in itself inimitably clear There is 
everywhere a unity of purpose, with poweiful final 
effects But events are not left to tell their own 
story He appears continually in las own person, 
instructing, commenting, informing the reader at 
every step of his own opinion His method of com- 
position IS so original that it cannot be tried by 
common rules The want of art is even useful for 
the purposes which he has generally in view, but 
it interferes with the simplicity of a genuine historical 
narrative The ^Fiench Eevolutfon’ is not open to 
this objection It stands alone in artistic regularity 
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and completeness It is a prose poem with a distinct 
beginning, a middle, an end It opens with the crash 
of a corrupt system, and a dream of libeity which 
was to bring with it a reign of peace and happiness 
and universal love It pursues its way through the 
failure of visionary hopes into legicide and terror, 
iud the regeneration of mankind by the guillotine 
It has been called ah It is rather an ^schylean 

drama composed of facts lit'3ially true, m which the 
Prunes are seen once more walking on this prosaic 
earth and shaking their serpent haii 

The form is qmte peculiar, unlike that of any 
history ever wiitten before, oi probably to be written 
again No one can imitate Carlyle who does not 
sincerely feel as Carlyle felt But it is complete in 
itself The story takes shape as it glows, a definite 
organic creation, with no dead or needless mattei 
anywhere disfiguring or adhering to it, as if the metal 
had been smelted in a furnace seven times heated, 
till every particle of dross had been burnt away As 
in all living things, there is the cential idea, the 
animating principle round which the matter gathers 
and developes into shape Carlyle was writing what 
he believed would be his last word to his country- 
men He was not looking forward to fame or fortune, 
or to making a position for himself m the woild 
He belonged to no political party, and was engaged in 
the defence of no theory or interest. For many years 
he had been studying painfully the mystery of human 
life, wholly and solely that he might arrive at some 
kind of truth about" it and understand his own duty 
He had no belief in the virtue of special ‘ Constitutions ^ 
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He was neither Tory, nor Whig, nor Radical, nor 
Socialist, nor any othei « ist ’ He had stiipped him- 
self of ‘ Formulas ’ ‘ as a Nessus shirt,’ and flung them 
fiercely away from him, finding ^Formulas’ in these 
days to be mostly * lies agreed to be believed ’ In 
the record of God’s law, as he had been able to read 
it, he had found no commendation of * symbols of 
faith,’ of church organisation, or methods of govern- 
ment He wrote, as he said to Steiling, *in the 
character of a man’ only, and of a man without 
earthly objects, without earthly prospects, who had 
been sternly handled by fate and circumstances, and 
was left alone with the elements, as Prometheus on 
the lock of Caucasus Struggling thus in pain and 
SOI row, he desired to tell the modem world that 
destitute as it and its aSairs appeared to be of Divine 
guidance, God or justice was still in the middle of it, 
sternly inexorable as ever , that modem nations were 
as entirely governed by God’s law as the Israelites 
had been in Palestine — laws self-acting and inflicting 
their own penalties, if man neglected or defied them 
And these laws were substantially the same as those 
on the Tables delivered in thunder on Mount Smai 
You shall reverence your Almighty Maker You shall 
speak tmth You shall do justice to your fellow-man 
If you set truth aside for conventional and convenient 
lies , if you prefer your own pleasure, your own will, 
your own ambition, to purity and manliness and justice, 
and submission to your Maker’s commands, tlen are 
whiilwmds still provided in the constitution of things 
which will blow you to atoms Philistines, Assyrians, 
Babylonians, were the whips which were provided foi 
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tlie Israelites Grermans and Huns swept away tne 
Roman sensualists Modern society, though out of 
fear of barbarian conquerors, breeds m its own heart 
the instruments of its punishment The hungry and 
injured millions will rise up and bung to justice their 
guilty rulers, themselves little bettei than those whom 
they throw down, themselves powerless to rebuild out 
of the ruins any abiding city , but poweiful to destroy, 
powerful to dash in pieces the corrupt institutions 
which have been the sheltei and the instrument of 
oppression 

And Carlyle behaved this — believed it singly and 
simply as Isaiah believed it, not as a mode of speech to 
be used in pulpits by eloquent preachers, but as actual 
literal fact, as a real account of the true living relations 
bet^iyeen man and his Maker The established forms, 
creeds, lituigies, articles of faith, weie but as the shell 
round the kernel The shell in these days of ours had 
rotted away, and men supposed that, because the shell 
was gone, the entire conception had been but a dieam 
It was no dream The kernel could not lot It was the 
vital force by which human existence in this planet was 
controlled, and would be conti oiled to the end 

In this conviction he wiote his spectral ' History of 
the French Revolution ’ Spectral, for the actors in it 
appear without their earthly clothes men and women 
in their natural characters, but as m some vast phantas- 
magoria, with the supernatural shining through them, 
working in fancy their own wills or their own imagina- 
tion , in reality, the mere instruments of a superior 
power, mfemal or divine, whose awful presence is felt 
while it IS unseen 
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To give form to liis conception, Carlyle possessed all 
the qualities of a supreme dramatic poet, except com- 
mand of metre He has indeed a metre, or rather a 
melody, of his own The style which troubled others, 
and troubled himself when he thought about it, was 
perhaps the best possible to convey thoughts which 
were often like the spuiting of volcanic fire , but it was 
inharmonious, rough-hewn, and savage It may be 
said, too, that he had no % invention ’ But he refused 
to allow that any real poet had ever ^ invented ’ The 
poet had to represent truths, not or the polite form 
of lies called fiction Homer, Dante, believed them- 
selves to be describing real persons and real things 
Carlyle ^created’ nothing, but with a real subject 
befoie him he was the greatest of historical painters 
He took all pains fiist to obtain an authentic accqjint 
of the facts Then, with a few sharp lines, he could 
describe face, figure, character, action, with a complete 
insight never rivalled except by Tacitus, and with a 
certain sympathy, a perennial flashing of humour, of 
which Tacitus has none He produces a gallery of 
human portraits each so distinctly drawn, that when- 
ever studied it can never be forgotten He possessed 
besides another quality, the rarest of all, and the most 
precious, an inflexible love of truth It was first a 
moral principle with him , but he had also an intel- 
lectual cuiiosity to know everything exactly as it was 
Independently of moral objections to lies, Carlyle always 
held that the fact, if you knew it, was more intlresting 
than the most picturesque of fictions, and thus his his- 
torical workmanship is sound to the core He spared 
himself no trouble m investigating, and all his effort 

VOL I 7 
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was to delineate accmately what he had found Dig 
where you will in Carlyle’s wiitings, you never come to 
water Politicians have complained that Cailyle shows 
no insight into constitutional principles, that he writes 
as if he were contemptuous of them oi indifferent to 
them Eevolutionists have complained of his scorn of 
Eobespiene, and of his tenderness to Mane Antoinette 
Catholics find Holy Church spoken of without sufficient 
respect, and Tones find kings and nobles stripped of 
their fine clothes and treated as vulgar clay But Con- 
stitutions had no place m Carlyle’s Decalogue He did 
not find it written there that one form of government 
IS in itself better than another He held with Pope — 

Por forms of government let fools contest, 

Whate’er is best administered is best 

His sympathies were with purity, justice, truthfulness, 
manly courage, on whichever side he found them His 
scorn was foi personal cowardice, or cant, or hollow 
places of any kind in the chaiacter of men , and when 
nations are split into parties, wisdom or folly, virtue 
or vice, is not the exclusive propeity of one or the 
other 

A book written from such a point of view had no 
* public ’ prepared for it When it appeared, partisans 
on both sides were offended, and to the leading mul- 
titude who wish merely to be amused without the trouble 
of thinking, it had no attraction till they learned its 
merits fiom others But to the chosen few, to those 
who had eyes of then own to see with, and manliness 
enough to recognise when a living man was speaking to 
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them, to those who had real intellect, and could there- 
fore acknowledge intellect and welcome it whether they 
agreed or not with the writer’s opinions, the high 
quality of the ‘ French Ee volution ’ became apparent 
instantly, and Carlyle was at once looked up to, by some 
who themselves were looked up to by the world, as a 
man of extraoidmary gifts , perhaps as the highest 
among them all Dickens carried a copy of it with 
him wheiever he went* Southey read it six times 
over Thackeray reviewed it enthusiastically Even 
Jeffrey generously admitted that Carlyle had suc- 
ceeded upon lines on which he had himself foretold 
inevitable failure The orthodox political philosophers, 
Macaulay, Hallam, Biougham, though they perceived 
that Carlyle’s views were the condemnation of their 
own, though they felt instinctively that he was their 
most dangerous enemy, yet could not any longer de- 
spise him They with the rest were obhged to admit 
that there had arisen a new star, of baleful perhaps 
and ominous aspect, but a star of the first magnitude 
in English literature 

But SIX months had still to pass before the book 
could be published, and I am anticipating Carlyle 
had been so long inured to disappointment, that he 
expected nothing from the world but continued in- 
difference His only anxiety was to be done with the 
thing, and it had still to be printed and corrected 
The economical crisis had been postponed Life couid 
be protracted at Cheyne Eow for another six months on 
the proceeds of * Mirabeau ’ and the ® Diamond Neck- 
lace,’ and he wrote in fair spirits^ to his mother, en- 
closing a pimted page fiom a proof sheet 


7—2 
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To Mat gar et Gariy le, Sootsbng 


Chelsea Jan 22, 1837 

The book is actually done , all wiitten to the last line, 
and now, after much higgling and maffling, the piinteishave 
got faiily afloat, and we aie to go on with wind and sea 
Theie is still a good deal of constant business for me in col- 
lecting the pi ess — as much as I can do, we will hope, foi they 
are to punt with all the rapidity they aie capable of , and 
I make a good many impiovements as we go on, especially 
in the first \olume It will be six weeks yet, and then the 
book will be about ready Take this scrap of punt meanwhile 
as a good omen, like the leaf that Noah’s dove brought m 
the bill of it I have had a veiy soie wiestle for two yeais 
and a half, but it is ovei, you see, and the thing is theie 
I finished on Friday gone a week, really with a feeling of 
thankfulness, of waeness and gieat gladness I could almost 
have graty but did not Jane tieated me to a biead-pudding 
next day, which bread-pudding I consumed with an appetite 
got by walking far and wide, I dare say about twenty miles 
over this ‘ large and populous city ’ My health is really better 
than anybody could expect The foundations of this lean 
flame of mine must be as tough as wiie If I were rested 
a little, I shall foiget the whole thifig, and have a degiee of 
freedom and a lightness of heait unknown to me for a long 
while 

As to the leception the book is like to meet with, I judge 
that there wiU be ten enemies of it foi one fiiend , but also 
that it will find fiiends by-and-by , in fine, that, as brave 
old Johnson said, ‘useful dihgence will at last pievail ’ It 
IS not altogethei a bad book Foi one thing I consider it to 
be the sincerest book this nation has got offeied to it foi 
a good few yeais, or iS hke to get for a good few And so 
I say to them ‘ Good Ohiistian people, there it is Shnek 
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over ifc, since ye will not shout over it Trample it and Inch 
it, and use it all ways ye judge best If ye can kill it and 
extinguish it, then in God’s name do If ye cannot, why 
then ye will not My share in it is done’ That js the 
thing I piopose to say within my own mind One infallible 
truth, precious for us all, is that I am shut of it, and you aie 
shut of it 

Printing a book is like^ varnishing a picture Faults 
and merits both become more conspicuous Carlyle, 
who was hard to please with his own work, and had 
called it worth nothing while in progress, found it in 
the proofs better than he expected 

It IS a book (he said of it again) that makes no complaint 
about itself, but steps out in a quite peaceable manner, 
hopmg nothing, feaiing nothing Indeed I never knew^ till 
looking at it this second time, what a buily torque of a tiling 
it was a perfect oak clog, which all the hammeis m the 
world will make no impiession on Of human things it is 
pel haps hkest a kmd of civihsed Andrew Bishop, the old 
crier of ballads , the same invmcible bieadth of body, a 
shaggy smile on its face, and a depth of voice equal to that 
of Andrew Many a man ^vill find it a hard nut to crack , 
but it is they that will have to crack it, not I any more 

He made no foul copy of this or of anything that he 
wrote in these early days The sentences completed 
themselves in his head before he threw them upon 
paper, and only verbal alterations were afterwards 
necessary, but he omitted many things m his proof 
sheets, redivided his books and chalpters, and sharpened 
the lights and shadows 
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Chelsea Feb 17, 1837 

We aie got neai the hot woik of the taking of the 
Bastille I call each chaptei that was, a book, and have 
subdivided all these into chapters The longest list of 
chapters as yet is ten, the shortest four Each chapter has 

a brief (bnefest) title, generally with something of the epi- 
grammatic chaiactei in it Each book, too, has a title, and 
each volume The list of these will be the table of contents, 
without othei mdex or appendage The notes are meiely 
lefeiences I do not add anything beyond the text On the 
other hand I am really conscientious in cuttmg out You 
will be dehghted to miss not a few of youi old fiiends I have 
divided many a paiagiaph, many a sentence , and so with 
chapteimg too , have let in a gieat deal of daylight (of 
black, at least) into it , and on the whole it seems to me 
incredibly impioved I find on a geneial view that the book 
is one of the savagest written for seveial centimes It is 
a book written by a wild man, a man disunited fiom the 
fellowship of the world he lives in, looking king and beggar 
m the face with an indiffeience of brotheihood and an m- 
diffeience of contempt That is really very extiaoidinary in 
a respectable country The critic 'of a lespectable natuie 
cannot but be loud, falls er nuM schweigt (unless he says 
nothing), which really I shall be well content that he do 
But I t hin k he will not In that case I will grant him fiee 
scope Theie is no word in his belly haider than the words 
it utteis, by implication or diiectly, about him and his 
iTwild man — ^pray God it be a man, and then bulf away, smite 
and spare not The thing you can kill, I say always, deserves 
not to hve On the whole I think it is not Naught, and have it 
there as a thing done by me The cntics are welcome to lay on 
There is a kind of Oisonhfe in it which they will not kill 
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Meantime the economic problem, though postponed, 
was still unsolved The book was finished, but no 
money could be expected from it, at least for a con- 
siderable time , and, unless something could be done, 
it was likely that London, and perhaps England, would 
lose Carlyle just at the moment when they were learn- 
ing the nature of the man to whom they were refus- 
ing ordinary maintenance His circumstances were no 
secret His friends were' doubtless aware that he had 
been invited to lecture m America A large number 
of persons, more or less influential, knew vaguely that 
he was a remarkable man, and some of them cast about 
for means to prevent such a scandal One of the most 
anxious and active, be it lecorded to her honour, was 
Harriet Martineau This lady had introduced herself 
into Cheyne Eow in the preceding November, as 
Carlyle had informed his mother 

Two or three days ago (he wrote) there came to call on us 
a Miss Maitineau, whom you have perhaps often heaid of in 
the ‘ Examiner ’ ^ A hideous portrait was given of her in 
‘ Fiaser ’ one month She is a notable hterary woman of her 
day, has been travellmg in America these two years, and is 
now come home to wiite a book about it She pleased us fai 
beyond expectation She is veiy mtelhgent-loolang, really of 
pleasant countenance, was full of talk, though unhappily deaf 
almost as a post, so that you have to speak to her though an 
ear-tiumpet She must be some five-and-thirty As she 
professes very ‘ favourable sentiments ’ towards this side of 
the street, I mean to cultivate the acquamtance a httle 


* The * Examiner ’ was sent regularly to Carlyle, and by him for- 
warded to Scotsbrig 
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To Miss Martmeau, to Miss Wilson, another accom- 
plished lady friend, and to several more, it occurred 
that if Cailyle could be wanted to lecture in Boston, he 
might equally well lecture in London If he could speak 
as well m public as he could talk m private, he could 
not fail of success , and money, a little, but enough, 
might be realised in this way The Eoyal Institution 
was first thought of, but the pay at the Eoyal Institu- 
tion was small, and the list,* besides, was full for the 
year The bold ladies turned their disappointment to 
better advantage Carlyle gave a grumbling consent 
They canvassed their acquaintance They found two 
hundred persons ready each to subscribe a guinea to 
hear a course of lectures from him in a room engaged 
for himself only The ^ French Eevolution ’ was not to 
appear till the summer That so many lords and ladies 
and other notabilities should have given their names 
for such a purpose implies that Cailyle’s earlier writings 
had already made an impression London society loves 
novelties, but it expects that the novelties shall be 
entertaining, and does not go into a thing of this kind 
entirely on hazard Carlyle was spaied all trouble All 
that he had to do was to prepare something to say , and 
Willis’s Eooms were engaged for him, the lectures to 
begin on May 1 He shuddered, for he hated display, 
but he felt that he must not reject an opening so 
opportunely made for him He had no leisure for any 
special study, but he was full of knowledge of a thousand 
kinds He chose the subject which came most con- 
vemently for him, since he had worked so hard upon it 
at Craigenputtock — Q-erman literature There were to 
be six lectures xn all A prospectus was drawn up and 
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printed, intimating that on such and such days Thomas 
Carlyle would deliver addresses — 

1 On the Teutonic People, the German Language, 
Ulfilas, the Northern Immigration, and theNibelungen 
Lied 

2 On the Minnesinger, Tauler, Eeineke Fuchs, the 
Legend of Faust, the Eeformation, Luther, Ulnch von 
Hutten 

3 On the Master Singers, Hans Sachs, Jacob Bohme, 
Decay of German Literature, Anton Ulrich Duke of 
Brunswick, Opitz, Leibnitz 

4 On the Eesuscitation of German Literature, Les- 
sing, Klopstock, Gellert, Lavater, Efflorescence of Ger- 
man Literature, Werther, Goetz 

5 On the Characteristics of New-German Literature, 
Giowth and Decay of Opinion, Faust, Philosophy, Kant, 
Fichte, Schelling, Art and Belief, Goethe 

6 On the Drama, Schiller Pseudo-Drama, Klmger, 
Kotzebue, Werner Eomance, Tieck, Novalis, Pseudo- 
Eomance, Hoffmann Poetry and German Literature, 
Herdei, Wieland, the Schlegels, Jean Paul Eesults, 
Anticipations 

A copious bill of fare ^ A more experienced hand 
would have spread the subjects of any one of these 
lectures into the necessary six, watering them duly to 
the palate of fashionable audiences But Carlyle, if he 
undertook anything, chose to do it in a way that he 
could think of without shame He was sulky and even 
alarmed, for he did not intend to Tead He had under- 
taken to speaks and speak he would, or else fail alto- 
gether 
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To John Carlyle 

Clielsea March 21 

The grand news of all I am to lecture on Geiman 
liteiatuie in May next Ach Qott f It makes my heart 
tremble when I think of it , but it is to be done The 
Royal Institution having failed, the Wilsons (it was Miss 
Wdson mainly) deteimmed that we would get an audience of 
oui own and a Willis’s Rooms of oui own So they have 
tickets punted, and a book open at Saunders and Ottley’s , 
and the Maichioness of Lansdowne and honourable women 
have their names down, and prospectuses circulate , and on 
the whole, on Monday, May 1, from 8 to 4 o’clock, and five 
lectures after that, two each week, I am to commence and 
speak Heaven knows what I shall say There will not, 
with' those dilatory printers, be a single moment devotable 
rigbtly to preparation I feel as if I were to be flung over- 
board and bid swim or drown On the whole, howovei, it is 
best I have long wished to try that thing, and now it is to 
be tiled Nay, I am sure farther I can succeed in it with a 
fan chance Oouiage ’ Swun oi diown This yeai we 
are in will probably settle something as to me I seem as if 
I were going to make what a seivant of ours called ‘ an ea;- 
plosure in the Kent Road, ma’am ’ I am driven not to care 
two straws whether or not Fortune has had me aux ahozs 
for a good while, and I have looked defiance in the teeth of 
hei The longer I live, fame seems to me a more wretched 
‘ Kimm&ra^ leally and truly a thing to be shied of if it came 
I think of Rousseau’s case sometimes, and piay God I might 
be enabled to break whinstone rathei, or cut peats, and main- 
tain an ?infe\eied heart God keep us all, I piay again, from 
the madness of popularity I never knew one whom it did 
not injure I have known strong men whom it killed 

The mother, of course, had to be informed. 
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I am to lecture (he wiote to her), actually and bodily to 
make my appeal ance They aie gathering an audience of 
Maichionesses, Ambassadors, ah me ^ and what not all 
going like a house on fire The comfoit is that I know some- 
thing about the subject, and have a tongue in my head , one 
way or another doubtless I shall come thiough 

There was additional anxiety Mrs Carlyle in the 
cold spring weather had (taught an influenza, and was 
seriously ill again 

She has lam there six days (the same lettei contmued) m 
great distiess, with veiy little, sometimes with no sleep, 
coughing considerably My pool Goody ^ We have a doctoi , 
a skilful sort of man, I think, the Sterlmgs’ doctor He 
looks giave about it, says that at piesent there is no alam, 
but that we must take care You can fancy me sitting up 
to the neck in books and papeis, and hearmg the soie cough 
on the other side of the wall I have sent foi Mis Welsh, 
or lather I have told her to be getting leady She will 
piobably come very soon It is a great blessmg that my own 
health holds out so well 

The alarm about Mrs Carlyle passed off, a change 
of weather earned away the influenza , Mrs Welsh came 
up, and was most welcome, though the occasion of the 
summons was gone All thoughts in Cheyne Eow were 
now directed to the lectures Carlyle had never spoken 
m public, save a few words once at a dinner at Dum-'‘ 
fries With all his self-assertion he was naturally a 
shy man, and only those who are either perfectly un- 
selfconscious or perfectly impudent can look without 
alarm to a first appearance on a platform As the ap- 
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pointed day approached, there was a good deal of anxiety 
among his friends Men of high sincerity seldom speak 
well It IS an art to which they do not incline, being 
careful about truth, and knowing how difficult it is to 
adhere to truth in rapid and excited delivery With 
skill and training even a sincere man can speak tolerably 
without telling many lies , but he is weighted heavily 
against competitors who- care for nothing but effect 
Carlyle, quoting Goethe, compared speech-making to 
swimming It is more like skating. When a man 
stands on skates upon ice for the first time, his feet 
seem to have no hold under him , he feels that if he 
stirs he will fall , he does fall , the spectators laugh , he 
is ashamed and angry at himself, he plunges off some- 
how, and finds soon that if he is not afiaid he can at 
least go forward This much the sincere man arrives 
at on the platform without extraoidinary difficulty, 
and if he has any truth to utter he can contrive to uttei 
it, so that wise hearers will understand him The curv- 
ing and winding, the graceful sweeps this way and that 
way in endless convolutions, he leaves to the oratorical 
expert, with whom he has no desire to put himself in 
competition 


I he quiet (Carlyle wrote to his mother thiee days be- 
fore the exhibition), and have the gieatest appetite in the 
flWorld to do nothing at all On Monday at three o’clock 
comes my fiist lectuie, but I mean to take it as coolly as 
possible Ifc is neither death nor men’s lives, whethei I 
speak well or speak ill or do nothing but gasp One of 
my friends was inquiring about it lately I told him some 
days ago I could speak abundantly and cared nothing about 
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it At othei times I felt as if, when the Monday came, the 
natnial speech for me would he this ‘ Q-ood Chiistians, it 
has become entirely impossible for me to talk to you about 
Geiman or any literatuie or teiiestiial tlmg , one lequest 
only I have to make, that you would be kind enough to co\ ei 
me undei a tub foi the next six weeks and to go youi waj s 
with all my blessing’ This were a lesult well worth le- 
markmg , but it is not hkely to be this On the whole, 
deal mother, fear nothing t One gieat blessing is that in 
three weeks it must be done one way or anothei It will be 
over then, and all well 

Nobody could feel assured that something strange 
might not happen One acquaintance was afraid he 
would spoil all by beginning with ^Gentlemen and 
ladies,’ putting the ladies last It was more likely, 
his wife said, that he would begin with ^Men and 
women,’ or with ^Fool creatures come hither for 
diversion ’ 

In point of fact, Carlyle acted like himself— not like 
other people, for that he could not do He had the 
usual difficulties Even when he was at ease, his speech, 
if he was in earnest, was not smooth and flowing, but 
turbid like a river in a flood In the lecture-room he 
had the invariable preliminary fear of breaking down 
He had to pause often before woids would come, for he 
was scrupulous to say nothing which he did not mean 
When he became excited, he spoke with a broad Annan- 
dale accent and with the abrupt manners which -he had' 
learnt in his fathei ’s house But the end of it was that 
the lectures were excellent in themselves and delivered 
with strange impressiveness Though unpolished, he 
was a gentleman in every fibre of him, never to be mis- 
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taken for anything else , and the final effect was the 
same as that which was produced by his wntings, that 
heie was a ne^v man with something singulai to say 
which well deseived attention Of the first lecture 
Carlyle writes — 

There was plenty of incondite stuff, and a fuiious de- 
termination on the pool lectniei’s part not to bieak down 
I pitied myself, so agitated, te iified, diiven despeiate and 
fuiious , but I found I had no leinedy, necessity compellmg 

When all was over, he sent a full account to his 
brother 


To John Gaolyle^ Rome 

Chelsea May 30, 1837 

^s to the lectures the thing went off not without 
effect, and I have gieat cause to be thankful I am so hand- 
somely quit of it The audience, composed of meie quahty 
and notabilities, was veiy humane to me They seemed 
indeed to be not a httle astonished at the wild Annandale 
voice which occasionally grew high and earnest In these 
cases they sate as still under me as sbones I had, I think, 
two bundled and odd The pecuniary net lesult is 135^ , the 
expenses being great , but the ulteiior issues may be less 
inconsiderable It seems possible I may get into a kind of 
way of lecturing, or otherwise spealang diiect to my fellow- 
cieatures, and so get dehveied out of this awful quagmire of 
difficulties m which you have so long seen me stiuggle and 
wiigglC; Hea\en be thanked that it is done foi this tune 
so toleiably, and we heie still ahve I haidly ever in my 
life had such a moment as that of the commencement when 
you were thinking of me at Rome My prmteis had only 
ceased the day bet ore I was wasted and fictted to a thread 
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My tongue, let me dunk as I would, continued dry as char- 
coal The people were theie , I was obliged to stumble m 
and start Ach Gott f But it was got thiough, and so heie 
we aie Oui mother was Uach-laised^ though I had wiitten 
to her to be only white-lai^ed But she lead the notice m 
the ‘Times,’ and ‘wept,’ she tells me, and again lead it 
Jane went to the last foui lectuies and did not faint 

And now I am delving in the gaiden to compose 
myself, and meaning to have^ things leisurely settled up here, 
and then start foi Scotland I should much appiove of youi 
scheme of our going all in a body Indeed I have tried it 
e\eiy way, but it will not do Qmet observation forces on 
me the conclusion that Jane and hei mothei cannot live to- 
gethei Veiy sad and miserable, you will say Tmly, but so 
it IS , and I am further bound to say that the chief blame does 
veiily not lie at oui side of the house Nay, who would be 
m haste to lay any blame anywheie ^ But poor Mis WelSi, 
with hterally the best intentions, is a peison you cannot live 
with peaceably on any other terms I could ever discovei 
than those of disiegardmg altogether the whims, emotions, 
capnces, and conclusions she takes up chameleonlike by the 
thousand daily She and I do very well together on these 
teims at least I do But Jane and she cannot live so 
Mrs Welsh seems to think of going off home in a shoit 
time Jane prefers being left heie, and thmks that she 
could even do better without the peipetual pouting and 
fretting she is tried with 

My own health is not fundamentally hurt Eest wiU cuie 
me I must be a toughish kind of a lath aftei all , f oi my 
life heie these three years has been soie and stein, -almost 
frightful , nothing but etermty beyond it, in which seemed 
any peace Peihaps bettei days aie noA\ begmmng Grod 
be thanked ^e can still do without such"', still and always if 
so it be T glow bettei daily , I dehe, as you heaid , I 
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walk much, generally alone thiough the lanes and paiks , I 
have lived much alone for a long time, lef using to go any- 
where , finding no pleasure m gomg anywhere or speaking 
with anyone 

Mis Carlyle was allowed to read this letter with the 
remarks on her mother, for she adds a P S 

I do not find that my husband has given you any adequate 
notion of the success of his lectures , but you will make 
large allowance foi the known modesty of the man Nothing 
that he has ever tried seems to me to have carried such 
conviction to the public heart that he is a leal man of genius, 
and worth being kept alive at a modeiate rate Lecturing 
were surely an easier profession than authorship Ve shall 
see My cough is quite gone, and there is no consumption 
about me at present I expect to glow strong, now that he 
has nothing more to woiiy him 

Miss Wilson and Miss Maitineau had done well for 
Carlyle with their lecture adventure They had brought 
him directly under the public eye at an important 
moment of his life , but far more than that, they had 
solved the problem whether it was possible for him to 
continue in London and follow his trade 135i , to the 

modest household in Cheyne Eow, was not only, as 
Carlyle called it, ^ financial safety ’ for a year to come, 
but it was wealth and luxury Another course had 
"^been promised for the season following, the profits of 
which could hardly be less, and with a safe income of 
150i a year the thnfty pair would feel superior to 
fortune At all events the heavy veil on the future 
had now lifted There would be no more talk of the 
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Americ 5 aa backwoods, or of a walk over Europe like 
Teufelsdiockb No ^roup’ need be feared m Cbeyne 
Eow, or even such pinch of penury as had been 
already experienced there Life and labour were now 
made possible on honest terms, and literary recognition, 
if it was to come at all, could be waited for without 
starvation It was as if some cursed enchanter’s spell 
had been broken How the fetters had galled, Carlyle 
hardly knew till he beg^n to stretch his limbs in 
freedom The * French Eevolution’ was published 
immediately afterwards It was not ^ subscribed for ’ 
among the booksellers The author’s name was un- 
known to most of them, and the rest had no belief in 
him The book itself, style and matter, was so new, so 
unlike anything that had ever been seen before, that 
the few who read it knew not what to say or think 
The reviewers were puzzled Such a fabiic could not 
be appraised at once like a specimen fiom a familiai 
loom The sale at first was slow, almost nothing, but 
Carlyle was not dissatisfied with the few opinions which 
reached him ^Some,’ he said, ‘condemn me, as 
IS very natural, for affectation, otheis are heaity, 
even passionate [as Mill], in their estimation , on the 
whole, it strikes me as not unlikely that the book may 
take some hold of the English people, and do them 
and itself a little good ’ One letter especially pleased 
him ‘Jeffrey,’ he said, ‘writes to me full of good 
augury, of praise and blame, and how I shall infallibly^ 
be much praised and much blamed, and, on the* whole, 
carry my point really a kind hearty letter fiom the 
little man ’ This was well enough,' but months woula 
pass before anything could be gathered hke a general 
von I 8 
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verdict , and Carlyle, after the long strain, was sinking 
into lassitude 


To John Sterhng 

Chelsea June 7, 1837 

Beviews and magazines, and the othei Egyptian plagues of 
what IS called liteiatuie, do in these days fill me with a kind 
of saoied hoiioi, equal atfeastj.to the plague of fiogs, in- 
trusive into youi very bread-oven Seriously, howevei, I am 
heartily glad to know that you aie writmg, pubhshing m 
this vehicle oi the othei One must take such vehicles as 
there are Lay thy manna on the dog’s-meat tiay, smce 
theie is no other, and let the hawkei hawk it among his 
quadrupeds If by chance a biped pass that way, he will 
snatch it and appropriate it, thou knowest not how 
Verily, this whole world glows magical and hyper-magical to 
me death written on all, yet e\eilasting life also written 
on all How Homers, and Mahomets, and Bulweis, and 
snuffy Sociman preachers, and all people and things that 
sojourned on earth, go marching, maiching, towaids the 
Inane, till, as your boys say, Plop ^ they aie not I 
have done nothing of late but dig eaith and buck rubbish in 
this httle garden so called, and v^alk solitary in the lanes, 
avoiding rathei than seeking the face of man Very 
spectral I am every way 

Youi fathei and I go along very lovingly, with a sudden 
broadside of logic now and then, each to show the other that 
he does carry gunpowder Smoke over the masthead on 
"these opcasions , but it seems to purify the air between us, 
and then we sail along in the sweetest mannei, gentle as 
babes m the wood 

I met Maurice m^the Strand yesterday He is growing 
broader, thicker, and gets a clerical air. I know not why I 
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should not wish him clerical or an English cleigyman, yet I 
never do His vehement earnestness in twisting such a lope 
of sand as I reckon that to be, occasions me at times a ceitain 
misgi-ving— wiitten very legible to my eyes stands the doom 
of that thing 

I cannot say a word to you of the book oi of the lectures, 
except that by the unspeakable blessmg of Heaven they aie 
fimshed My heaieis weie mixtifoim dandiacal of both sexes, 
Dryasdustical (Hallam, &c ) 4 .ingenuous, ingenious, and giew, 
on the whole, moie and moie silent As to the book, I 
lather avoid hearing about it, what clash theie may be 
about it, of lamentation, admomtion The style ^ oh the 
style ’ ^ 

You announce that you are rather quitting philosophy and 
theology — I piedict that you will quit them more and moie 
I give it you as my decided prognosis that the two provinces 
in question are become Theorem, brain-web and shad:?)w, 
wheiein no earnest soul can find sohdity for itself Shadow, 
I say , yet the shadow projected from an evei lasting reality 
that IS withm ourselves Quit the shadow, seek the leahty 

Mill IS m better health, still not m good The set of 
people he is in, is one that I have to keep out of No class 
of mortals ever profited me less There is a vociferous plati- 
tude m them, a mangy hungry discontent , their very joy 
like that of a thing sciatching itself under disease of the 
itch Mill was infinitely too good for them , but he would 
have it, and his fate would I love him much as a friend 
frozen m ice for me ^ 

A few days after the date of this letter, Cariyle fled 
to Scotland fairly broken down He had fought and 

^ The last two paragraphs are taken from another letter to Sterling, 
and are added here for brevity 


S~-l2 
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won his long battle The reaction had come, and his 
strangely organised nervous system was shattered He 
went by sea from Liverpool to Annan His brother 
Alick had come to meet him at Annan pier, and to- 
gether they walked up to Ecclefechan The view from 
the road across the Solway to the Cumberland moun- 
tains IS one of the most beautiful in the island The 
brother having some business in a cottage, Carlyle was 
left alone leaning on a milestone and looking back on 
the scene * Tartarus itself/ he says, ^and the pale 
kingdoms of Dis, could not have been more preter- 
natural to me — most stern, gloomy, sad, grand yet 
terrible, yet steeped in woe’ The spot had been 
familiar to him from childhood The impression was 
not a momentary emotion, but abode with him for 
m«my years Let not the impatient reader call it 
affectation or exaggeration If he does, he will know 
nothing of Carlyle These spectral visions weie part of 
his nature, and always haunted him when his mind had 
been overstrained He stayed at Scotsbrig two months, 
wholly idle, reading novels, smoking pipes in the gar- 
den with his mother, hearing notices of his book from 
a distance, but not looking for them or caring about 
them ‘ The weather,’ he says in a letter, ' after a long 
miserable spring, is the beautifullest I ever saw The 
trees wave peaceful music in front of my window, which 
is shoved up to the very top Mother is washing in 
the kitchen to my left The sound of Jamie building 
his peat-stack is audible, and they are storing potatoes 
down below My soul’s one wish is to be left alone, 
to hear the rustle of the trees, the music of the bum, 
and lie vacant, as ugly and stupid as I like There is 
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soothing and healing for me in the green sohtnde of 
these simple places I bless myself that the broiling 
horror of London is far away A favourable review in 
the Chronicle , ” a favourable review m the London 
and Westminster,” &c , &c — ^no one of these have I 
yf^t set eyes on I find it at bottom hurtful to look 
after the like — one has a prurient titillability of that 
kind extremely despicable, which it is better wholly tc 
steer clear of ’ 

A very beautiful letter follows, to Sterling 

To John Sterhng 

Seotstrig July 28, 1837 

Theie is no idlei, saddei, qmetei, moie ghostlike man in 
the world even now than I Most weary, flat, stale, seem 
to me all the electioneerings, and scieechings, and jibbeiwags, 
that the earth is filled with, in these, or indeed in any days 
Men’s veiy sonows, and the tears one’s heait weeps when 
the eye is dry, what is m that eithei ^ In an hour, will not 
death make it all still again ^ Nevertheless the old biook — 
Middlebie Bum we call it — still leaps into its ‘ caicdmi ’ heie, 
gushes deal as crystal through the chasms and dingles of its 
singing me a song with slight variations of scoie 
these several thousand years — ^a song better for me than 
Pasta’s f I look on the sapphire of St Bees head and the 
Solway miiioi from the gable window I iide to the top of 
Blaweaiy, and see all round from Ettiick Pen to Helvellyn, 
fiom Tyndale and Northumbeiland to Caiinsmuii and Ayi- 
shne Voir c*est avoir A biave old earth after all, m 
which, as above said, I am content to acquiesce without 
quanel, and, at lowest, hold my peace One night, late, I 
lode through the village where I was'^boin The old kirk- 
yaid tree, a huge old gnailed ash, was nestlmg itself softly 
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against the great twilight m the noith A stai oi two looked 
out, and the old giaves weie all theie, and my fathei and my 
sistei , and G-od was above us all 

To his wife he wrote regularly, but m a tone some- 
what constrained 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 


Scotsbrig July 22, 1837 

Many thanks, my dear Baiin, for thy two long hvely letteis, 
the faithful leflex of that cockney-land phantasmagory, all 
ghtteimg and whirling with changeful sights and sounds, 
fiom opera soiiees to madhouse cells, in which, however, 
this one satisfactory fact evinces itself, that my pool Jeanme 
is tolerably well in it and enjoys heiself a httle there 
Suqgje man magno I, sitting heie on the safe bunk, have 
not had two gladder horns than thy two fianks gave me 
It IS a pity, and peihaps not a pity, that so hvely a pen did 
not turn itself to wiitmg of books My coagitor^ too, might 
become a distmguished female Nay, aftei all, who knows 
But perhaps we aie bettei as we are, ^ piobably just as well ’ 
I know not why, did pure Utilitaiian intellect lule us, 1 
should write a letter to-day A nevrspapei, and two stiokes 
to indicate from the bottom of my ditch that nothing is 
wrong with me, and a thud, if that were at any time needful, 
to indicate that I do with my whole soul wish you well — ^this 
leally is the amount of all that, with qunes of paper, I 
could wiite I am doing nothing witnessmg nothing My 
stupidity IS great, my sadness, my tranquiUity Nothing 
moie ghostlike diversifies anywheie the gieen surface of 
July in this world But yet if to anybody on earth, then 
surely to thee, its partnei of good and evil, does the poor 
worn-out soul of me turn I wiU clattei and croak with 
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fchee foi an hour They say I am growing better, looking 
better I do believe it is a kmd of load towards betteiness 
that I am tiavelling Tins is the sum of all my news 
Very geneially the history of my day is somewhat thus 
Bieakfast shortly after such houi as I awake at, any time from 
seven till mne , shavmg, dawdling, leadmg, smokmg, till 
dinner about two or three , a iide on a httle violent walking 
pony of Jamie’s, oftenest to the top of Blaweary, where I have 
the benefit of total solitude, pd ^ prospect of wide nules of 
sea and an , then tea, succeeded again % dawdling, smoking, 
reading, and clatter, till porridge come, and eleven o’clock 
and sleep No man need do less I cannot be said to think 
of anything I merely look and drowsily muse When tide 
and weathei sei ve, I iide down to bathe Ahck or Mary gets 
me up some victual, I smoke a pipe, and amble home again 


Spenser’s knight, sorely wounded in his fight with 
the dragon, fell back under the enchanted tree whence 

fioTTed, as from a well, 

A trickling stream of balm most sovereign 
Life and long healtb that gracious ointment gave, 

And deadly wounds could heal, and rear again 

The senseless corse appointed for the grave 

Into that same he fell which did from death him save 


What that stream was to the bleeding warrior, the 
poor Annandale farmhouse, its quiet innocence, and 
the affectionate kindred there, proved then as always 
to Carlyle, for he too had been fighting dragons and 
been heavily beaten upon One more letter may be 
given, which explains the tone in wjnch he had written 
to Chelsea 
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To John Carlyle 

Scotsbng August 12 

Our good mother heejis veiy well here She and I have 
been out once oi twice for two hours, helping Jamie with 
his hay She is ^ waul as an eel ’ while working She cooks 
oui little meal which we eat peaceably togethei She mends 
clothes, hakes scons, is very fond of newspapers, especially 
Eadical ones, and stands up for the lights of man She has 
toiled on into near the end of the second volume of the 
‘ Flench Revolution,’ not without consideiable undei standing 
of it, though the French names aie a sad clog She will 
make it out pietty completely by-and-by 

Jane lepresents heiself as better than she was, but fai 
enough from well I do not at all like the state she is m, 
but I cannot alter it I try always to hope it will alter 
She writes in great spirits , but theie is no fund of real 
cheerfulness Theie is not even a sei lous melancholy visible 
My poor Jane I 

Oavaignac is angry with me for my treatment of the 
Sea-gieen man ^ and tmjpartialiU generally I take no side 
in the matter How very singular ^ As to the success of 
the book I know almost nothing, but suppose it to be con- 
siderably greater than I expected I understand there have 
been many reviews of a very mixed chaiacter I got one 
in the ‘Times’ last week The wiitei is one Thackeray, 
a half-monstious Ooinish giant, kind of paintei , Oambiidge 
man, and Pans newspaper coiiespondent, who is now writing 
foi his life in London I have seen him at the Bulleis’ and 
at Steihng’s His article is rather like him, and I suppose 
calculated to do the book good 


' Robespierre 
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CHAPTEE V 
AD 1837-8 42-43 

Kffsets of the book — ChiOj^e in Culyle’s position — Thoughts on the 
cholera — Article on Sir Walte/fecott — ^Proposals for a collection of 
miscellanies — Lord Monteagle — The great world — T Erskine — 
Literature as a profession — Miss Martineau — Popularity -Second 
coarse of lectures — Financial results —Increasing fame 

Autumn, as usual, bi ought back the migratory London 
flocks, and among them Carlyle He found his wife 
better m health, delighted to have him again at hei 
side, and in lightened humour altogether She kne^, 
though he, so little vain was he, had failed as yet to 
understand it, that he had returned to a changed 
position, that he was no longer lonely and neglected, 
but had taken his natuial place among the great 
writers of his day Popular he might not be Popu- 
kiity with the multitude he had to wait for many a 
year , but he was acknowledged by all whose judgment 
earned weight with it to have become actually what 
Goethe had long ago foretold that he would be — ^a new 
moral force in Europe, the extent of which could not 
be foreseen, but must be great and might be immeasur- 
able He was still poor, wretchedly poor accor(hng to'^ 
the modern standard But the Carlyles did not think 
about standards, and on that score had no more anxieties 
He had no work on hand or immediate desire for any 
He was able to tell his brother John that, ® having no 
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book to write in the coming year, he would not feel so 
fretted and would fret no one else there would be a 
cheerfuller household than of old ’ An article on Sir 
Walter Scott had been promised to Mill, and a subject 
had to be thought of for the next Spring’s lectures 
Both of these would be easy tasks Meanwhile, he 
discovered that his wife was right ‘He was to be 
considered as a kind of successful man The poor book 
had done him real service in truth, had been abund- 
antly reviewed and talked about and belauded , neither, 
apparently, had it yet done’ He sent to Scotsbrig 
cheery accounts of himself ‘I find John Sterling 
here,’ he said, ‘ and many friends, all kinder each than 
the other to me With talk and locomotion the days 
pass cheerfully till I rest and gird myself together 
a,gain They make a great talk about the book, which 
seems to have succeeded in a far higher degree than I 
looked for Everybody is astonished at every other 
body’s being pleased with this wonderful performance ’ 

To Mmgaret Carlyle, Scotshr%g 

Chelsea October 9, 1837 

People aU say, ‘ How much bettei you look i ’ The grand 
improvement I trace is that of being far calmei than I was, 
the immense fuff having subsided into composuie I have 
seen most of my fiiends that are here All people are very 
good to me Doubt not, dear mother, I shall be able to do 
'•better now, have a far better chance My book has been 
abundantly reviewed, praised, and discussed Eiasei also 
tells me it is steadfastly making way Also I must men- 
tion a stiange half -daft Edinburgh gentleman that called here 
last week to congiatulate He however went upon the old 
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aiticle Characteristics,’ and lUustnfied us at a great rate , 
an elder of the Kirk, brimful of religion, a very queer man 
mdeed At bottom I fancy you, dear mothei, appiehensive 
now that we shall err m the other way, that it will ‘ tak JiaV 
o' thee^ Tom ’ No fear, no fear at all ^ When one is turned 
of forty and has almost twenty yeais of stomach disease to 
draw upon, theie is great safety as to that A voice fiom 
the inteuor of the liver ones out too sternly ‘ What’s ta use 
on’t ’ 


In his extremest poverty Carlyle had always con- 
trived his little presents to give his mother comforts 
which she would nevei have allowed to herself Now, 
feeling himself easy and on the way to what, in his 
estimate of such things, would be riches, he sent her 
a more generous offering ^ And what picture is this, 
dear mother ^ ’ he said, enclosing a bank note ^ It i:r 
to buy you a little keg of ale, and some warm things 
through the winter The money I gave you last you 
gave wholly away again, or almost wholly It is a 
thing totally absurd I beg you to accept this, and I 
insist upon it , and write me, when you next take up 
the pen, not useless speech, but an account of all the 
warm clothing*? and furnishings Jenny ^ and you have 
laid in by my order ’ Then, as always, Carlyle’s gener- 
osity was in an ^inverse ratio’ to his means His 
expenditure on himself was to the last thrifty, even 
to parsimony, while he scarcely seemed to know what 
he gave away to otheis 

John Carlyle, not finding sufficient occupation in 
attending on Lady Clare, was practising as a physician 


* The youngest sister, still living at Seotsbng 
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at Eome on his own account The cholera had broken 
out there, and he was giving his service giatis among 
the poor There were universal terror, selfishness, and 
inhumanity , the Pope and the Monsignori had shown 
particular cowardice, the inferior priests had been 
brave and devoted John had written about all this to 
Chelsea 

Men are great blockheads (Carlyle answeied) and veiy 
miserable Youi letter is a true emblem of a countiy snffeimg 
dieadfully by Heaven’s visitation, and still more by its own 
folly and fienzy We lemembei well enough how it was in 
Dumfiiesshire, yet with this diffeience in our favom, that 
village was not shut against village, and we had only the mad- 
ness of feai in an isolated inorganic shape God pieseive 
you, deal biother, in the midst of these peiils ’ As I used 
SI) say to myself, ‘ Are we not at all times near to deaths 
sojpaiated fiom us by a mere film ? ’ God ivill pieseive us 
till oui days and then woik are done Theiefoie, at least, 
we will not live in bondage to the vile tyianny of feai Ex- 
pose not youiself without duty to do , but with duty again 
one will dread no exposuie As foi you, you had a disbinct 
call to go and seek youi daily biead Would to Heaven it 
weie well ovei foi you all 1 

Another interesting letter came about the heroism 
of the poorer clergy, which led to a long reply 

To John Gariy le 

Chelsea November 7, 1837 

Danger of death is something , but the madness of moitals 
under base panic stoinniig lound one is more insupportable 
than any dangei We had repoits last week that cholera was 
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m London too , but the news did not take Indeed Oock- 
neydom is too busy to yield bghtly to panic Oholeia, as I 
used to tell the gabbling blockheads, holds nothing m it that 
the pitifullest catanh, the fall of a loof, the bieakdown of a 
hackney-coach may not hold Death ^ That is the utmost 
the Clash of the whole solai and stellar system could bung on 
us , and to that we have been used foi 6,000 years now, or 
nearly so For the lest we will honour the Jesuits and othei 
poor priests, and pity the Majisignoii and the ‘ Hohness of 
the Loid,’ to whom the faith of a common Russian soldiei 
does not seem to have been vouchsafed in this instance But 
it was so at Dumfiies too Only one cleigyman dared entei 
their horroi of a hospital there, and he was an old Roman 
Cathohc Walter Dunlop earned it at length so far that he 
\entuied on piaying thiough a window, with 01 without 
benefit Foi myself (he goes on now to speak of other 
thmgs) there is httle to be biagged of, but yet nothing- 
specially to be complained of I feel a great change in me 
accomplished and gomg on , a state of humoui in many 
points new, unnamed, of which m its present state it is above 
all unpleasant and useless to s^eak My life is full of sad- 
ness, streaked with wild gleammgs of a \eiv stiange joy, but 
habitually sad enough The dead seem as much my com- 
panions as the living , death as much piesent with me as 
life The only wise thmg I can do is to hold my tongue and 
see what will come of it In legaid to temporals, I beheve 
if I had these two, health and impudence, I might make 
great way heie , but having neither of them, one sees not 
so well how it will be , one knows not which may be best 
Alas ’ I trace in myself such a devilish disposition on, many 
sides, such abysses of self-conceit, disgust and insatiabihty, I 
think many times it weie better and safei I weie kept always 
sunk, pinched in the ice of poverty and'bbscurity till death 
quietly received me and I were at rest If you call this 
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hypochondriacal, considei the unutteiahle discrepancy that 
lies in these two tacts , a man becoming notable as a light 
or rushhght of his geneiation, and possessed of resources to 
seive him thiee or four months without an outlook beyond 
I suppose I shall have to lectiue agam in spiing, God knows 
on what No blessing m the woild were dealer to me than 
that of being allowed now to hold my peace foi a twelve- 
month If I had wmgs I would fly to Italy, fly to Saturn, 
somewhithei where I could be l3t alone And yet, deal Jack, 
thiough all this black weltei of sorrow and imbecility there 
is veiily one glance of improvement veiy generally dis- 
cernible, the deep settled mvincible deteimmation to be at 
lest In my saddest moments I say, ^ Well, then, we shall 
go to luin, to death if thou wilt But we will not rage about 
it , we will lest There will be lest then , I hope, and 
really almost believe, there is the beginning of a new life for 
Tne in this symptom, which is a deep and genuine one ' 

His mother need not have been afraid that ‘ it would 
tak’ haT o’ thee, Tom’ In spite of the ^devilish 
disposition,’ the ® abysses of conceit,’ that he spoke of, 
Carlyle did not mean to be spoilt by becoming notable 

There is nothing I am thankfullei foi (he said) than to feel 
myself pietty well assmed that neithei the staying out of 
fame, noi still moie the coming of it in any quantity, can at 
this time do me much mischief The hveliest image of heU 
on eaith that I can foim to myself is that of a pool bladder 
of a creatuie, blown up by populai wind, and bound to keep 
himself blown under pam of toiment very seveie, and with 
toiment all the while, and the ciackmg to pieces of all good 
that was m him I have looked on this close at hand, and 
do shudder at it asTihe sternest doom that can befall a son of 
Adam Let me bieak stones on the highway lathei, and be 
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m my own heart at peace It is this that I leckon to be the 
great rewaid of my fierce fight of these latei years I do 
feel peaceable, and with a peace not dependent on othei men 
or outward things, but on myself God be thanked for it, 
and make it grow ^ 

The Journal, which had been silent for almost a year, 
now begins to speak again 

Journal 

November 15, 1837 — ^Fot a word written heie till now 
Jane fell sick (to the extent of tenifymg me) in the saddest 
circumstances eveiy way, duectly aftei ^ Lectme on Geiman 
hteratuie, m the fiist week in May ^ Hoiiid miseiy of that 
m my then state of neives ’ Book out about 1st of June 
Jane’s mothei here I off to Scotland on the 20th of that 
month, wheie I lay like one buiied ahve till the middle of 
Septembei, when I returned hither in a kind of dead-ahve 
state, foi which theie was no name, of which theie was no 
wntmg Whychionicle it The late long effort hadieally 
all but killed me , not the wilting of the book, but the 
wilting of it aimd such sickness, poverty, and despaii The 
reception of it, eveiyone says, is good, and so good It may 
be so , but to me the blessmg of blessmgs is that I am fiee 
of it 

Did I not need humbhng Have I not got it Have I 
yet got enough of it ^ That last is the question I have 
felt in geneial as if I should hke nevei to wiite any hne more 
in the woild Liteiature ^ Oh Liteiature » Oh that ^ 
Liteiature had never been devised ’ Then, peihaps,''weie T 
a hvmg man, and not a half-dead enchanted spectre-hunted 
nondesciipt 


* % e after the last entry, on March 21 
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On the whole, however, resting and ‘lazily simmering’ 
will no longer do This day I must begin writing again— 
aiticle — bad luck to it — on Sii Walter Scott, foi Mill’s 
Review I leturn, not like a waiiioi to his battle-field, but 
hke a galley-slave scouiged back by the whip of necessity 
Suiely m a few yeais I shall eithei get out of this dieadful 
state by some alleviation, or else die and sink undei it I 
feel in general that my only hope is to die Take up the 
oai, however, and tug, since it^ust be so 


The Scott article was written as it appears unaltered 
in the ‘ Miscellanies ’ Cailyle was not himself pleased 
with it, and found the task at one moment d%8gustvng 
He began it with indifference The ‘ steam got up,’ 
and he fell into what he called ‘ the old, sham happy, 
ig'ervously excited mood too well known to him ’ The 
world was sati^^fied, and what such a man as Carlyle had 
delibeiately to say about Scott will always be read with 
interest, but he evidently did not take to the subject 
with cordial sympathy A man so sternly in earnest 
could never forgive Sir Walter for squandering such 
splendid gifts on amusing people, and for creating a 
universal taste for amusement of that description He 
did not perhaps improve his humour by reading, while 
he was writing the paper, the strongest imaginable con- 
trast to the ‘ Waverley Novels,’ Dante’s ‘ Inferno ’ He 
found Dante ‘ uphill work,’ ‘ but a great and enduring 
. thing ’ ‘ It is worth noting,’ he says with a glance at 

Scott,^ how loth we are to read great woiks , how much 
more wilhngly we cross our legs, back to candles, feet 
to fire, over some® Pickwick” or lowest trash of that 
nature The reason is, we are very mdolent, very 



CHANGE IN CARLiLHS POSITION 


129 


weaned, and forlorn, and read offcenest chiefly that we 
may forget ourselves Consider what popularity in that 
case must mean ’ 

Signs appeared, nevertheless, that the public could 
now find something, either amusement or instruction, 
or pleasure of some kind, in Carlyle’s own writings 
The * French Eevolution’ had made an alteration in 
this respect The publisheis spoke to him about re- 
printing ‘Sartor,’ about ‘■*an edition of his collected 
articles’ The question had become one of terms 
only, for the risk could be ventured ‘ Changed times,’ 
as he half-bitterly observed to his mother ‘Fraser 
sent for me the other day to propose that he should 
reprint Teufelsdrockh and my review articles collected 
into volumes The wind is changed there at any rate 
The last time he heard of Teufelsdrockh he shrieked 
at the very notion Seriously it is good news this, an 
infallible sign that the other book prospers — nay, still 
better, a sign that I shall either now or at some time 
get a little cash by these poor scattered papers I 
have resolved that Fraser, for his old scream^ s sake and 
for my own sake, shall not have the printing of the 
volumes without some "very respectable sum of money 
now, and not screams ’ 

Sterling had gone abroad again for the winter, and 
with him the correspondence was renewed Carlyle 
was deeply attached to Sterling, and his letteis to him 
are always characteiistic They had disputed, it seems, 
about Goethe, Sterling refusing, as it seemed, *to see 
Goethe as Carlyle saw him, and holding to the theory 
common in England about a gre<d intellect with a 
depraved heart, &c 


VOL I 
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To John Sterhng 


Chelsea December 25, 1837 

Nothing can excel my languoi, my silent stagnation In 
this state I wrote a long iigmarole on Waltei Scott, a thing 
deseivmg instant fiie-death No mortal could have less 
wish to speak a syllable about Scott, oi indeed about any- 
thing in heaven oi in eaith, than I then and now But the 
will of destiny must be obeyed My sole wish is that 
I could get to hold my tongue for twelve months to come 
It is a wish and almost a necessity, foi which I am occa- 
sionally devising schemes 

We will go on hoping — ^the thmg I used to call ‘ despeiate 
hope ’ Nay, on the whole, I really do always beheve that I 
am oil the way towaids peace and health, both of body and 
mmd I go along like a planet Jupitei with his five belts, 
^hich aie supposed to be five storm-zones full of tempest, 
ram, and thundei and lightning, Jupiter himself veiy tian- 
quilly piogiessmg in the middle of them Theie ^ see if 
you can do the like Xon cleai Phosphoiiis smiling always in 
the sun’s face, cleai Meicuiy living always in the Sun’s arms, 
and at a tempeiatuie, they say, hottei than ledhot non, 
such planets, are they not extremely pecuhar in the woild ^ 
As to Groethe, no other man whatevei, as I say always, 
has yet ascertamed what Chiistianity is to us, and what 
Paganity is, and all manner of othei amtws, and been alive 
at aU points m his own year of giace with the life appropiiate 
to that This, m brief, is the definition I have always given 
of the man smee I first knew hun The sight of such a man 
was to me a Gospel of Gospels, and did literally, I beheve, 
save me from destruction outward and inwaid We are far 
parted now, but the memory of him shall be ever blessed to 
me as that of a deliverer from death But on the whole— 
oh John 1 — ^what a behef thou hast in the devil ' I declare 
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myself an entue sceptic in that faith Was theie, is there, 
01 will there be a gieat intellect ever heard tell of without 
first a tine and gieat heart to begin with ^ Never, if my ex- 
perience and faith in this God’s world have taught me any- 
thing at all Think it not, suspect it not Worse Uasphemy 
I could not leadily utter Nay, look into yom own heart, 
and considei if the devil’s name is dmlcness^ and that only — 
EigendunTcel the blackest kmd of daikness, and wicked 
enough for any purpose 

Fear no seeing man, therefore Know that he is m heaven, 
whoever else be not , that the aich-enemy, as I say, is the arch- 
stupid I call this my fortieth Ohuich Article, which absoibs 
into it and coveis up m silence all the other thirty-mne 

Internally at his own home things were going 
brightly with Carlyle It was the coldest winter 
remembered in England, Mmphy’s winter, when th^ 
Thames was frozen from Oxford to Heading, but his 
wife remained well without signs of cough, and from 
all sides came signs of goodwill for the * great writer ’ 
who was now become famous Scotsbrig sent its 
barrels of meal and butter *Alick,’ who, farming 
having gone ill with him, had started a shop in Eccle- 
fechan, sent an offering of first-rate tobacco 'Poor 
Alick^’ his brother said, 'the fiist of his shop goods 
we received them with a most wistful thankfulness 
glad and wae ’ This was no more than usual , but 
Peers and Cabinet Ministers began to show a wish for 
a nearer acquaintance with a man who was so much 
talked of, and a singular compliment was paicT him 
which later history makes really remarkable ' Some 
people,’ he said, 'are beginning to imitate my style 
and such like The "French Eevolution” I knew 

9—2 
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from the first to be savage, an Orson of a book , but 
the people have seen that it has a genuineness in it, 
and in consideration of that have pardoned all the 
rest Coeur-de~Lion in the Times ” newspaper, whom 
some thought me, jpioves to be Ben Disraeli, they say 
I saw three of his things, and thought them rather 
good, of the grotesque kind ’ 

Among the established great,’ the first who held 
out a hand was Mr Spring Bice, afterwards Lord 
Monteagle, then Chancellor of the Exchequer in the 
Liberal Ministry Spring Bice was a statesman of 
the strict official school, not given to Carlylean modes 
of thinking , but he was ready to welcome a man of 
genius, howevei little he might agree with him His 
eldest son, Stephen Spring Bice, who died before his 
-^ather, being untied to officiality, could admire more 
freely, and one at least of his sisters had been a 
subscriber to the lectures on German literature Ac- 
cordingly there came to Cheyne Bow an invitation to 
an evening party Carlyle would have refused, but his 
Wife insisted that he should go ^A brilliant-lookmg 
thing it was,’ he said, ^ all very polite, Marchionesses, 
&c ,’ with feehngs exactly hke ours, ‘ as my dear mother 
said of the foreign persons in Wilhelm Meistei ’ 

But he thought that Scotsbng would be interested 
in hearing about the ^ fine folks ’ among whom ^ Tom ’ 
was beginning to move , so he sent a particular account 
of the adventure 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scot8hr%g 

Chelsea February 15, 1838 

We hve quite quietly among a small ciicle of people who 
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feee us from time to time, yet not so often as usual in the 
bitter weather I do not go out much to dinners oi soirees , 
Jane does not go out at all, not even m the daytime, and 
accordingly has giown very impatient for mild weathei again 
Howe^^ei, she takes leally handsomely to her indoor hfe, and 
has not been better, I think, these good many winteis We 
aie generally alone m the evenings, tianqml over oui books 
and papcis What visitors and visiting we have aie in the 
middle of the day With my will I would go out nowheie in 
the evening It never fails to do me moie or less haim 
My most remarkable paiby for a great while was at no smaller 
personage’s than — ^who thmk: you ^ — ^the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer I went for the curiosity, foi the honour of the 
thing I could not help thmkmg ^ Here is the man that dis- 
poses annually of the whole revenue of England , and here is 
another man who has hardly enough cash to buy potatoes 
and onions foi himself Fortune has foi the time mada 
these two tenants of one diawing-ioom ’ The case, I beheve, 
IS this Miss Spring Rice, the Ohancelloi of the Exchequei’s 
eldest daughter, was one of my German hearers last yeai, 
and took a fancy foi my notability , so her mother, Lady 
Theodosia, was obliged to be ‘ at home ’ for me The people 
weie Aery land, Spring Rice himself a substantial good- 
humoured shifty-looking« man of fifty The rooms weie 
gemal with heat and light as the sun at noon There weie 
high dames and distinguished males simmering about hke 
people in the press of a June fan The whole thing went off 
very well, and I letuined about one m the moinmg with a 
headache that served me foi moie than a day after ‘ It will 
help youi lectures,’ Jane said May be so , but in the mean- 
time it has qmte hindeied my natural sleep and composure 

Windsor Castle was another novelty with which 
Carlyle made acquaintance, having gone to visit a 
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yotiiig Ml Edgewoith ^ there I mention this merely 
for his characteiistic comment 

The Castle and outside aie veiy beautiful indeed, and 
siifficienfc to lodge a much laigei hgiiie than pool little Queen 
Victoiy The kings hang there all in rows, with their 
gaudeiies about them, pool old King William the last, like 
so many shadows of a dieam Each hovers there foi a yeai 
01 two, and then eternity swallows him, and he lies as straight 
as old Wull Mooi, the Galloway Hushel ^ 

Various other persons he fell in with, some of whom 
he had known before, some whom he met for the jSb:st 
time His likes and dislikes of particular individuals 
throw marked light upon his own character What he 
thought of Frederick Maurice has been already seen 

^ The Maunces (he says again) are wearisome and happily 
laie All invitations ‘ to meet the Maunces ’ I, when it is 
any way possible, make a point of declining One of the 
most entirely unmteiesting men of genius that I can meet 
m society is pool Mauiice to me , all twisted, screwed, wue- 
drawn, with such a lestless sensitiveness, the utmost inabdity 
to let natuie have fair play with hyn I do not lemembei 
that a word evei came fiom him betokening cleai recogmtion 
or healthy fiee sympathy with anything One must really 
let him alone till the piayers one does offei foi him (puie- 
hearted, earnest cieatuie as he is) begin to take effect 

It was not for his hehef that Carlyle felt misgivings 
about Maurice, nor for want of personal respect, but 
for the strange obhqmty of intellect which could think 


* Prank Edgeworth See Life of Sterling^ p 160 
^Eushel^ ‘an old worn-out person or implement * 
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that black was white, and white because it was black, 
and the whiter always, the blacker the shade Genuine 
behef Carlyle always loved wherever he found it 

Did you ever see Thomas Eiskine, the Scotch saint ^ (he 
says m writing to his biothei John) I have seen him 
several times lately, and like him as one would do a di aught 
of sweet rustic mead^ seived in cut glasses on a silver tray , 
one of the gentlest, kindliest^ best bied of men He talks 
greatly about ‘ Symbols,’ and other Teufelsdrockhiana , seems 
not disinclined to let the Ohiistian religion pass foi a kind of 
mythus, provided men can retain the spirit of it On the 
whole I take up with my old love foi the Saints J^o class 
of persons can be found m this country with so much humanity 
ih them, nay, with as much tolerance as the better sort of 
them have The tolerance of others is but doubt and indiffer- 
ence Touch the thing they do "believe and value, thm 
self-conceit they ai e rattlesnalces then ^ 

Carlyle’s regard for Mr Erskine of Linlathen, and 
Erskine’s for him, ripened into an affection which was 
never clouded as long as they both lived Each felt 
that, however they seemed to diffei, they were at one 
in the great battle of the spirit against the flesh Mrs 
Carlyle admired Eiskine too, but scarcely with so 
entire a regard She spoke of him generally, m half- 
playful mockery, as St Thomas 

On the whole, in this beginning of the year 1838 , 
Carlyle could say of himself * I lead a strange dreamy 
dawnenng life at present , in general not a little relieved 
and quieted, yet with all the old features of Burton’s 

' The italics are mine, for the words— true a'3 any Carlyle ever spoke — 
deserve them 
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“ molancliolie man ” to-day fallof peaceable joy (ah., no ^ 
not peaceable entiiely , theie is a black look throngk 
it still), then to-moriow, for no assignable cause, sunk 
into sadness and despondency But verily the book 
has done me great good It was like a load of fire 
burning up my heart, which, by Heaven’s favour, I 
have got thiown out of me Hay, even in my blackest 
despondencies, when utter obstruction and extinction 
seem to threaten me, I say, Well, it shall take my life, 
but my quiescence it shall spare ” ’ And again, a few 
days later, to his brother ^ Blessed be G-od, there is a 
kind of light-gleam in the inner man of me which 
whoso will quietly, humbly, silently follow, it shall be 
well with him Silently above all Why, therefore, 
do I now speak ^ In a word, oh bi other Jack, I do 
(^deavoui to thank Heaven for much meicy to me 
on this side also Yes, these long years of maityrdom 
and misery, which I would not suffer again to buy the 
world, were not utterly in vain My mood of mind at 
present is not nearly so wretched I am very wm 
and sad, but entirely peaceable, and such sadness 
seems almost as good as joy Deliver me, ye Supreme 
Powers, from self-conceit , ah ^ do this, and then what 
else IS your will ’ 

‘ Literature,’ so the fates had decided, was to remain 
Carlyle’s profession He had meant to abandon it, but 
the cord which held him to his desk, though strained, 
had not broken Yet it was a ' bad best,’ he thought, 
for any^man, more tiying to the moral nature, and in 
his own case, so modestly he rated his powers, less 
likely to be useful,«than any other honest occupation 
He would still have gladly entered the public service if 
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employment had been offered him, as offered it would 
have been, in any country but England, to a man who 
had shown ability so marked He was acknowledged 
as a man of genius, and in England it is assumed that 
for a man of genius no place can be found He is too 
good foi a low situation , he is likely to be troublesome 
in a higher one , and is thus the one man distinctly un- 
piomotable Foenum habet in cornu — a\oid him above 
all men Carlyle had to accept his lot, since such had 
been ordered for him But his distaste continued, and 
extended to other members of the craft who were now 
courting his acquaintance He found them boies, a 
class of persons for whom he had the least charity 
Even poor Miss Martmeau, sincerely as he at heart 
respected her, was not welcome if she came too often 

Journal 

February 19 — ^All Satuiday sick and neivouS|^ At mght 
Miss Maitmeau and Daiwin The visit, as most of those 
from that too happy and too noisy distinguished female, did 
nothing but make me miseiable She is a formuhst, Imuted 
m the extieme, and foi the piesent altogethei tiiumphant m 
hei limits The all-conqueiing smallness of that phenomenon, 
victoiious mainly by its smallness, and which not only waves 
banners in its own triumph, but insists on youi waving banners 
too, is at times neaily insupportable to me She said among 
othei things that Jesus Chiist had hved, she thought, one of 
the most ‘ joyous ’ lives , that she had once met a m|in who 
seemed not to believe fully in immortahty The tiivial im- 
pious sayings of this extiaoidmaiy man were letailed to us 
at boundless length Then the martyr chaiacter, the hyper- 
prophetio altogethei splendid and unspeakable excellence of 
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Di Piiestley , the legiment of Ameiican great men , the 
&c &c Adh Gott / I wish this good Haniet would be 
happy by heiself A small chaiactex, totus teres atgm 
rotundus^ is at all times veiy wearisome Fill it with self- 
conceit, at least with an expectation of praise gieater far 
than you can give it , with a notion of infallibility which 
you aie forced to contiadict mwaidly at eveiy turn, and 
outwaidly as often as the necessity of conveisation forces you 
to speak, a chaiacter withal that nevei by any chance utteis 
anything that is new or interesting to you — it may be good, 
01 it may be better and best, but you have a light to say ht 
tires me to death Schaff es mvr vom liaise ’ The good 
Haniet admues me greatly, and is veiy fiiendly to me 
This is the only contiadictoiy circumstance The whole 
cackle and iigmaiole of such an existence is absuid to me 
whenever I see it 

The Speddmgs ^ heie told me of Hartley Coleiidge, whom 
they esteemed a man of leal gemus — of his falling out of one 
high possibihty down through anothei lowei, till he had 
become a pgoi denizen of tap-iooms in the village of Amble- 
side — sad to heai of It often stiikes me as a question 
whether theie ought to be any such thmg as a hterary man 
at all He is suiely the wietchedest of all soits of men 
I wish with the heart occasionally''! had never been one I 
cannot say I have seen a membei of the guild whose life seems 
to me enviable A man, a G-oethe, will be a man on paper 
too , but it is a questionable hfe for him Oanst thou 
altei it ? Then act it. Enduie it On with it m silence 

Let young men who are dreaming of literary 

^ Tom and James, sons of Hr Spedding, of Mirehoiise, m Cumber- 
land Tom Spedding succeeded his father in the family property 
James, a friend of Sterling, whose splendid gifts were never adequately 
unfolded, is known only to the world as the biographer of Bacon 
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eminence as the laurel wreath of their existence leflect 
on these words Let them win a place for themselves 
as high as Carlyle won, they will find that he was speak- 
ing no more than the truth, and will wish, when it is 
too late, that they had been wise in time Literature — 
were it even poetiy — is but the shadow of action , the 
action the reality, the poetry an echo The ^ Odyssey ’ 
IS but the ghost of Ulysses — immortal, but a ghost 
still, and Homer himself would have said in some 
moods with his own Achilles — 


Bov\oiiir\v K ^TrapovQOQ twv Qririvtiitv aWtp 
XvSpL Trap aK\i]p(p, (p fir} jSioroc rroXvg U7}j 
H iraatv veKvsafft icaTa^OifievoLcnv avaffasLV 

Rathei would I in the sun’s waimth divine 
Serve a poor churl who diags his days m giief, 

Than the whole lordship of the dead weie mine 

Jeffrey, while congratulating his fiiend on the 
success of the ‘ French Revolution,’ yet could see ^ that 
the business of an author was not the happiest or the 
most healthful for a person of Carlyle’s tempei Con- 
tact with the common things of life would make him 
more tolerant of a woild which if not perfect was 
better than it had ever been before, and would give 
him a bettei chance of mending it, while he despised it 
less ’ But it was not to be, and even to Carlyle author- 
ship was better than idleness When he was idle the 
acids ate into the coating of his soul 
He did nothing all the winter With the spring he 
had to prepare his second course of lectures 
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To Margaret Garlyle, Scotshr%g 


Chelsea March 8, 1838 

Lecturing is coming on I am to stait and tiy myself 
again We have a far bettei room than last yeai’s an un- 
exceptionable loom, all seated foi the puipose, quiet, and 
lighted fiom the loof The only drawback is the distance — 
three miles fiom me, and lathei out of the beat of oui 
fashionable pations ^ I am to give twelve lectures this yeai, 
and charge two guineas If I have a good audience, it wiU 
mount up fast — one cannot say as to that — ^we must just try 
The subject is to be the history of literature I shall ha\e 
to speak about Greeks and Eomans first, then about other 
nations — ^m short about the most remarkable books and 
persons that I know Wish me good speed, dear mother, 
and do not fear but I shall get through it not unhandsomely 

have many a good friend heie, I do believe The pi oportion 
of scoundiels m London is great , but likewise theie is a 
piopoition of better people than you can easily find elsewhere 
in the great world Let us keep our hearts quiet, as I say 
Let us give no ear to vainglory, to self-conceit, the 
wretchedest of thmgs, the devil’s chief work, I thmk, here 
below 

I yesterday dmed with Mi Ersi^ine, a veiy notable man 
among the rehgious people of Scotland, who seems to have 
taken a considerable fancy for me He is one of the best 
persons I have met with foi many a long yeai We were 
veiy cheerful, a small quiet party, and had bhthe serious 
talk I afterwards, on the way home, went to a soiree of 
Miss Maitmeau’s There weie fat people and fan people, 
lords and otneis, fidgeting, elbowing, all very biaw and hot 
^ What’s ta use on’t ? ’ I said to myself, and came off early, 


^ The room was m Edward Street, Portman Square 
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while they were still arriving, at eleven at night I go as 
rarely as 1 can to such things, foi they always do me ill 
A book at home is suitabler, with a quiet pipe twice in the 
evening, innocent spoonful of poiiidge at ten, and bed at 
eleven, with such composure as we can 

To the Same 


Chelsea March 30, 1838 

As for me, I have but one inteiest in the wind at piesent, 
that of my lectuies It is like the haivest of the whole year 
I am not quite in such a dreadful fuff about it as I was this 
time twelvemonth , but it is again agitating enough, and I 
t hin k often that if I had any money to hve upon, theie is 
no powei in the woild that would tempt me to such a feat 
in such circumstances Peihaps it is so oidered that I 
have no money, m ordei to obhge me to open my jaw~JL 
cannot say I can say only I had infinitely lathei continue 
keeping it shut But on the whole they have got me a 
lecture room, and I have diawn up a scheme of my twelve 
lectuies — ^two lectuies a week, six weeks instead of foui 
The subject is about all things in the world , the whole 
spiiitual history of man, fiom the earliest tunes till now 
imong my audience I am hkely to have some of the cleverest 
people m this country , and I to speak to them We will 
fight it through one way or anothei The very pam of it 
and miserable tiembhng connected with it is a kind of 
schooling for one Thou must not ‘ tine hearty thou must 
gird thyself into forced composure This is the season, this 
and onwards till mid-summei, when London is thronged with 
people, with meetmgs and speeches, with dinneis,* paities, 
balls and doings I know not what I should do if I were to 
become an established With -the popularity I have 

it is almost like to be too hard for me at tunes Nothing in 
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nature seems to me more entirely wietched and barren bhan 
the Me of people, hterary and otheis, that give themselves 
up to that sort of mattei here I firmly believe it to be the 
darkest curse Grod lays upon a man or woman Canying the 
beggar’s wallet I take to be bad, but far from so bad The 
very look of the face of one of these people seems to say, 
* Avoid me if thou be wise ’ ‘ Dmna gang to dad tysel’ 

a’ abioad,’ said Lizzy Herd to Wull once, and I many tunes 
remember the piecept here ‘To be dadded a’ abroad ’is 
precisely the thing I want above all things to avoid 

As to the people I see, the best class of all are the 
rehgious people, ceitain of whom have taken, veiy strangely, 
a kind of affection for me, in spite of my contiadictions 
towards them It teaches me agam that the best of this 
class is the best one will find m any class whatsoever The 
Radical members, and ambitious vam pohtical people, and 
^teiary people, and fashionable people aie to be avoided m 
comparison One of the best men I have seen foi many a 
year is Thomas Erskme, a gentleman of gieat fortune and 
celebrated in the rehgious woild Most strange it is how 
such a man has taken to me Nay, he has been heard to 
say that ‘ veiy few of them aie at bottom so oithodox as 
Carlyle ’ What think you of that 

I tell you nothing of the things iihey continue to tell me 
about my book When grand people and beautiful 
people pay me grand beautiful comphments, and I grope 
in my pocket and find that I have so few pounds sterling 
there to meet my poor wants with, I can but say with Sandy 
Come ‘ What’s ta use on’t ^ ’ or with the cow m the fable, 

Gie me a pickle pease strae 

The first set of lectures Carlyle had been obliged to 
deliver out of his acquired knowledge, having no leisure 
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to do more For tlie second lie prepared carefully, 
especially the Grreek and Eoman parts Classics are 
not the strong point of an Edinburgh education, and the 
little which he had learned there was rusty ' I have 
read Thucydides and Herodotus/ he wrote in April, 

* part of Niebuhr, Michelet, &c , the latter two with 
small fruit and much disappointment, the former two 
not I should have several good things to say and do 
very well were I in health, were I in brass ’ But trouble 
had come into Cheyne Eow again Without any definite 
ailment, Mrs Carlyle seemed unwell in mind and body 
There was a thought of sending her to Italy when the 
lectures were over, if there were means to do it Carlyle 
even thought of going thither himself, or at any rate 
of leaving London altogether 

To John Gmlyle 

Chelsea April 12, 1838 

Jane keeps veiy quiet, and suffeis what is inevitable as 
well as possible I fancy Italy, as you say, might be of real 
service to hei To me also the one thing needful seems that 
of getting into any tranquil region under or above the sun 
Positively at tunes the whirl of this dusty deafening chaos 
gets mto the insupportable category Theie is a shiveiing 
pieoipitancy in me which makes emotion of any kmd a thing 
to be shunned It is my neives, my nerves The pool chaos 
is bad enough, but with neives one might stand it 
There are symptoms of capabihty to glow a hon by-and-by 
Fluch dem f Q-ood nevei lay there^ he where it might Also 
I imagme it possible I might leain to subsist myself here, 
eaimng the small needful of money hteially with my heart’s 
blood You can fancy it with such a nervous system as T 
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have , the heantiful and brave saying in their sumptnosity 
heie and there, ‘ Oh Thomas, what an illiistiious character 
thou ait I ’ and Thomas feehng in his bieast foi comfoit and 
finding bilious fevei , in his pocket, and finding emptiness , 
lound him foi fellowship, and finding solitude, ghastly and 
gunning masks But on the whole I do adhere to one thing, 
that of holding mij peace I leally am bettei too m the in- 
waid heart of me There is no danger of man, I feel always, 
while his heait is not mad 

Gomg through the Green Paik yesterday, I saw her little 
Majesty takmg her bit of departure foi Windsor I had seen 
hei another day at Hyde Park Corner, coming in from the 
daily ride She is decidedly a pretty-lookmg httle cieatuie 
health, clearness, graceful timidity, looking out from her 
young face, ‘ fiail cockle on the black bottomless deluges ’ 
One could not help some interest m hei, situated as mortal 
seldom was 

In the evemng a BnUenan rout ^ Deal Mis Rigmarole, 
the distinguished female , great Mi Rigmarole, the distin- 
guished male ’ Radical Giote was the only novelty, for I 
had never noticed him before — a man with stiait upper lip, 
large chin, and open mouth (spout mouth) , for the lest, a tall 
man with dull thoughtful brows and lank dishevelled hair, 
greatly the look of a prosperous Dissenting mimster 

Your notions about Rome for us are in their vagueness 
qmte analogous to mine Jane takes veiy kindly to your 
scheme As for me, I know only that I should infimtely 
lejoice to be quiet anywheie I think I will not stay here to 
have the biam burnt out of me I will go out of this Jane 
hkes it far better than I Indeed, was it not for hei, I might 
quite easily cut and lun before long , which at bottom, I 
admit, were perhaps not good for me 

This letter indicates no pleasant condition of mind, 
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not a condition in which it could have been agreeable 
to take to the platform again and deliver lectures 
But Carlyle could command himself when necessary, 
howevei severe the burden that was weighing upon 
him This time he succeeded brilliantly, far better 
than on his first experiment The lectures were 
repoited m the * Examiner’ and other papers, and can 
be recovered there by the curious He did not him- 
self lepiint them, attaching no importance to what he 
called ' a mixture of prophecy and play-acting ’ It will 
suffice here to obseive what he said himself on the sub- 
ject at the time 


Journal 

May 15, 1838 — Dehveied yesterday, at the Lectuie. 
Booms, 17 Edward Street, Poitman Square, a lecture on 
Dante, the fifth there Seven more are yet to come A curious 
audience , a curious busmess It has been all mismanaged , 
yet it prospers better than I expected once The conditions 
of the thing ^ Ah, the conditions ^ It is hke a man sing- 
ing through a fleece of wool One must suBmit , one must 
struggle and sing even so, smce not otherwise I sent my 
mother off a newspaper Hunt’s criticism no longei friendly , 
not so m spnit, though still m letter , a shade of spleen m it , 
very natural, flattermg even He finds me grown to be a 
something now His whole way of hfe is at death-variance 
mth. mine In the ^ Examiner ’ he expresses himself afflicted 
with my eulogy of thrift, and two days ago he had muUa 
gemms to borrow two sovereigns of me It is an unreasbnable 
existence gam und gar Happily I have next to nothing to 
do with Hunt, with him oi with his F4ix sit f 
Saturday, May 20 — Yesterday lectuied on Ceivantes and 

VOL I 10 
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the Spaniaids, a hiiiried loose flowing but earnest wide-reach- 
ing sort of thing, which the people liked bettei than I The 
business is happily half done now That is the happiest part 
of it 

May 31 — Lecture on Luthei and the Eeformation , then 
on Shakespeare and John Knox, my best hitheito , finally on 
Voltaire and Fiench scepticism, the woist, as I compute, of 
all To-moiiow is to be Lecture 10 on Johnson, &c Theie 
are then but two leniainmg On the Voltaiie day I was stupid 
and sick beyond expiession , also I did not like the man, a 
fatal circumstance of itself I had to hovei vaguely on the 
suiface The people seemed content enough I myself felt 
smceiely disgusted That is the word To-monow peihaps 
we shall do better It is one of the saddest conditions of 
this entei prise to feel that you have missed what you meant 
to say , that youi image of a matter you had an image of re- 
- mams yet with youiself, and a false impotent scrawl is what 
the heareis have got fiom you This too has to be suffeied, 
since the attempt was necessary and not possible otheiwise 
Oui audience sits enbuely attentive — ^a most kmd audience— 
and seems to have almost doubled since we began Courage I 
On the Shakespeaie day I enteied all palpitating, flut- 
tered with sleeplessness and diug-taking, with visitors, and 
the fatal et cmt&ra of things 

News from Jack above a week ago that piobably he is not 
coming to us this summei Alas ^ alas ^ I had counted on the 
true brother to commune with a httle , to break the uttei soh- 
tude of heart in whichl painfully live heie Lonehei piobably 
IS no man Ay de mi / and now he is not coming This also 
was not to be granted us He says we must come to Italy for 
the wmter We think of it My unhappy sick wife might 
be benefited by it For me the cry of my soul is, ^ For the 
love of God let me«.lone , ’ oi rathei it has ceased to be a cry, 
and sunk down into a voiceless piayei, which knows it will 



SECOND COURSE OF LECTURES 147 

not be gianted Haidly a day has passed since I returned 
hither in autumn last, m which I have notstoimfuUy resolved 
to myself that I would go out of this dusty hubbub, should I 
even walk off with the staff m my hands, and no loadstar 
whate\ er My wife, heiself seemingly sinkmg into weakei 
and weakei health, points out to me always that I cannot go , 
that I am tied heie, seemingly as if to be toituied to death 
So in my wild mood I inteipiet it Silence on such subjects ! 

Oh ^ how mfinitely prefeiable is silence ^ Peihaps, too, my 
wife IS light Indeed, I myself feel dimly that I have little 
to look for else than heie Be sfcill, thou wild weak heart, 
convulsively buistmg up agamst the bais Silence alone can 
guide me Suffei, suffer, if it be necessaiy so to leain 
Last night, weaiy and worn out with dull blockheadism, 
chagiin (ne\t to no sleep the mght before), I sate down m 
St James’s Park and thought of these things, looking at the 
beautiful summer moon, and really quieted myself, became- 
peaceable and submissive f 01 the time — ^foi the tune , and 
afteiwaids, alas ^ I was piovoked, and m my weak state said 
foolish woids and went soriowful to bed I am a feeble fool 
Fool, wilt thou never be wise ^ 

The excitement of lecturing, so elevating and agree- 
able to most men, seemed only to depress and initave 
Carlyle He was anxious about many things, his brain 
was overwrought, his nerves set on edge In this 
condition even his dearest fiiends ceased to please him 
He goes on — 

Breakfast one moinmg lately at Milnes’s, with Landor, 
Rogers, T Mooie, &c A brilliant fiiewoik of wit$ worth 
bemg fietted mto fevei with for once Dmner that same 
day, if I remember, 22nd of May, at Miaishall’s, Giosvenor 
Street, the wealthiest of houses, the people heazers of mine 

10—2 
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Empson, the Spiing Rices, theie , Miss Spimg Rice, especi- 
ally, \eiy biilliant, exciting Such happiness is puichased 
too deal Dull dmner the day befoie yesterday — ^indeed, 
Jhinc ill(B lacrymob^ foi I had a cup of gieen tea too — at the 
Wilsons’ , Spedding, Mauiice, John Sterling, and women 
Ah me ^ Steihng particulaily argumentative, babblative, 
and on the whole unpleasant and unpiofitable to me Memo- 
landum not to dine wheie he is soon, mthout cause He is 
much spoiled since last yeai by really no great quantity of 
praise and flattery , lestless as 2 i>^\m\mgtQrmentum , supei- 
ficial, ingenious, of endless semifiothy utteiance and aigu- 
ment Keep out of his way till he mend a httle A finer 
heart was seldom seen than dwells m Steihng, but, alas ^ 
under what conditions ^ Ego et Rex mens That is the 
tune we aU sing to Down with ego ^ Enough written for 
one day I am veiy sickly, but silent 

The lecture course was perhaps too prolonged 
Twelve orations such as Cailyle was delivering were 
beyond the strength of any man who meant every 
word that he uttered It ended, however, with a 
blaze of firewoij^s — * people weeping ’ at the passionately 
earnest tone in which for once they heard themselves 
addressed The money result was nearly 300i , after 
all expenses had been paid ^A great blessing,’ as 
Carlyle said, ^ to a man that had been haunted by 
the squalid spectre of beggary ’ There were prospects 
of improved finances from other quaiters too Not- 
withstanding all the talk about the ‘ French Revolu- 
tion,’ Clothing yet had been realised for it in England, 
but Emerson held out hopes of remittances on the 
American editioji * Sartor,’ ^poor beast,’ as Mrs 
Carlyle called it, was at last coming out in a volume, 
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and there was still a talk of reprinting the essays 
But Carlyle was worn out Fame brought its accom- 
paniments of invitations to dinner which could not be 
all refused , the dinners brought indigestions , and the 
dog days brought heat, and heat and indigestion 
together made sleep impossible His letters to his 
brother are full of lamentation, and then of remorse 
for his want of patience At the close of a miseiable 
declamation against everything under the sun, he 
winds up — 

Last night I sat down to smoke in my night-shiit in the 
back yard It was one of the beautif ullest mghts , the half- 
moon clear as silver looked out as fiom eternity, and the 
gieat dawn was stieammg up I felt a lemoise, a kind of 
shuddei, at the fuss I was making about a sleepless night, 
about my soiiow at all, with a life so soon to be absorbed mto 
the great mysteiy aboie and aiound me Oh» let us be 
patient Let us call to God with our silent heaits, if we 
cannot with our tongues 

The Italian scheme dissolved* It had been but a 
\apour which had taken shape in the air for a moment 
Cooler weather came The fever abated, and he was 
able to send a pleasant account of the finish to his 
mother the day after aU was over From her he was 
careful to conceal his unquiet thoughts 

To Margaret Carlyle 

Chelsea June 12, 1838 

The lectaies went on better and better, and grew at last, 
or threatened to giow, quite a flaming affair I had people 
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greeUng yesteiday I was quite as well pleased that we 
ended then and did not make any furthei racket about it I 
have too good evidence (in pool Edwaid Irving’s case) what 
a racket comes to at last, and want for my shaie to have 
nothing at all to do with such things The success of 

the thing, taking all sides of it togethci, seems to have 
been very consideiable, far gieatei than I at all expected 
My audience was supposed to be the best, for rank, beauty 
and mtelhgence, ever collected in London I had bonnie 
braw dames. Ladies this, Ladies that, though I dared not 
look at them lest they should put me out I had old men 
of four scoie , men middle-aged, with fine steel-giey beaids , 
young men of the Univeisities, of the law piofession, all 
sitting quite mum theie, and the Annandale voice gollymg 
at them Yeiy strange to considei They pi oposed giving 
me a dinnei, some of them, but I dechned it ^Literary 
-Institutions ’ moie than one e\piess a desiie that I would lee 
tuie for them, but this also (thou wages being small and then 
lectuieis generally despicable) I decline My health 
did not suffei so much as I had leason to diead I was 
awaking at thiee m the morning when the thing began, but 
afterwards I got to sleep till seven, and even till eight, and 
did not suffer neaily so •much I am no doubt shaken and 
stined up consideiably into a ^ raised ’ state which I hke veiy 
ill, but in a few days I shall get still enough, and piobably even 
too still One must woik eithci with long modeiate pain or 
else with shoit gieat pain The shoit way is best accordmg 
to my notion 


As ^sual, the filrst thought with Carlyle when in 
possession of his ^ riches ’ was to send a present to Scots- 
bng He enclosed 6l to his mother, to be divided 
among his sisters and herself, a sovereign to each. 
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They were to buy bonnets with it, 01 any other piece of 
finely, and call them ^ The Lectme ’ On July 27 he 
wrote at length to his brother John 

Chelsea July 27, 1838 

The lectures teimmated quite tiiumphantly. Thank 
Heaven ^ It seems pietty gen ei ally expected that I am to 
lecture next yeai again, and subsequent yeais, having, as they 
say, made a new piofession for myself If due famine diive 
me, I must even lectuie, but not otheiwise Whoevei he 
may be that wants to get into the centie of a fuss, it is not 
I Freedom under the blue sky — ah me 1 — ^with a bit of 
brown bread and peace and pepticity to eat it with, this for 
my money befoie all the glory of Poitman Square, 01 the 
solai system itself But i\e must take what we can get and 
be thankful Aftei the lectuies came a series of dinnei-work 
and racketings , came hot weathei, coronation upioars, and at^ 
length sleeplessness, collapse, ineitia, and at times almost the 
feeling of nonentity I hke that existence veiy ill , my 
neives aie not made foi it I conected a few proof sheets 
I lead a few books, dull as Lethe I have done nothing else 
whate^ ei that I could help, except hve Fiequently a little 
desire for some tiavel, a notion that change of scene and 
objects would be wholesome, has come upon me , but m my 
condition of uTesolute imbecihty, especially m the uncertainty 
we stood m as to youi movements, nothing could be done 
The weather has now grown cool I find it toleiable enough 
to lounge at Chelsea for the time My digestion is veiy 
bad , I should say, howevei, that my heart and hfe is on the 
whole sounder than it was last year Now, too, all is getting 
veiy quiet , stieets quite vacant within these two wefeks I 
am not like to stii from this unless diiven As for Jane, she 
IS much improved , indeed, almost well ^mce summei came 
She does not wish to stir fiom hei quaiteis at all 
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The Amciicans are getting out ‘ Oailyie’s miscellanies ’ 1 
know not whethei I shall not impoit two bundled copies or 
so of this edition and save myself thetioubleof editing heie 
The inattei is as good as obsolete to me Theie is no biead 
or ofchei pioht in it The Swedenboigians have ad- 
dressed a small book and letteis to me here The New 
Cathohcs aie making advances Jane says I am fated to be 
the nucleus foi all the mad people of my geneiation 

John Steiling wanted me to accept a dinnei tiom some 
Cambiidge men, then to go with him to Cambridge forthiee 
days, then to &c &c , lastly, to go this same week down to 
Julius Hai e’s and bathe in the sea The sea was tempting 
Haie too, whom I have seen, is a likeable kind of man But 
VIS mertico pie\ ailed, and to this, as to all the lest, I answered 
‘Impossible, dear Stcihng’ Indeed, John is dreadfully 
locomotive since his return Some veises piinttd in Black- 
“^wood, and a considerable bluster of Wilson’s about them, 
have soiiowfully discomposed oui pooi John, and proved 
what touchy and almost flimsy stuff there must be in 
him I love him as before, but keep rathei out of his way 
at piesent 

Mill IS ploddyig along at his dull Review undei dull 
auspices, lestiicts himself I fancy to the Fox Tayloi circle of 
Socmian Radicalism — a lamed cause at this time — and very 
laiely shows face heie His cditoi, one Robertson, a burly 
Abeideen Scotchman of seven-and-tw^enty, full of laughtei, 
vanity, pepticity, and hope, amuses me sometimes consideiably 
more He ‘ desiies exceedingly that I v ould do somethmg 
foi the Octobei number ’ My desiie that way is famt indeed 
How Higiny things m this world do not smell sweet to me ’ 
To how many thmgs is one tempted to say with slow em- 
phasis, ‘ Du Galgenaas ' ’ (Thou gallows-carrion) There is 
some relief to me in^ woid like that But pauca verba, as 
Nym has it I told aU the people m those lectuies of mine 
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that no speech evei utteied or ntteiable was woith com- 
paiison with silence John Sterling m paiticnlai could not 
nndeistand that in the least, but has it still sticking in him 
indigestible 

Your ajffectionate bi other, 

T Carlyle 
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CHAPTEE VL 
AD 1838-9 JET 43-44 

to Kirkcaldy — Sees Jeffiey — ‘ Saitor * — Night at Manchester— 
Remittances from Boston — Proposed article on Ciomwell — Want of 
books — London Library — ^Breakfist -with Mo nekton Milnes — Third 
course of Lectures — Chartism — ^Rtdicalism — Correspondence with 
Lockhart — Thiil’«all~G-ift of a horse — Summer in Scotland — First 
journey on a railway 

Carlyle’s annual migrations were like those of Mrs. 
Primrose from the blue room to the brown — from 
^London to Scotland Thither almost always, seldom 
anywhere else He had meant to stay all through the 
summer in Chelsea, but an invitation from his friends, 
the Ferguses at Earkcaldy, tempted him, and in the 
middle of August he went by Leith steamer to the old 
place where he had taught little boys, and fallen in love 
with Miss G-ordon, and rambled with Edward Irving 
It was ‘ melodiously interesting,’ he said He bathed 
on the old sands He had a horse which carried him 
through the old familiar scenes While at Kirkcaldy 
he crossed to Edinburgh and called on Jefirey 

He sat waiting foi me at Moiay Place We talked long in 
the stj^le of literary and philosophic clittei-clattei Finally 
it was settled that I should go out to dinner with him at 
Craigcrook, and not return to Fife till the monow At the 
due hour I jomed the Duke^ at his town house, and we 

* The Carlyle name for Jeffiey was Duke of Craigcrook. 
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walked out together as m old tunes The Bmpsons weie 
still there Mrs Jeffrey and they welcomed me all alone 
The evening was not, on the whole, equal to a good sohtaiy 
one The Duke talked immensely, and made me talk , but 
it stiuck me that he was grown weaker We seemed to have 
made up oui minds not to contiadict each othei , but it was 
at the expense of saymg nothmg intimate My esteem for 
Teffiey could not hide fiom me that at bottom oui speech 
was, as I said, clattei In fact, he is becoming an amiable 
old fiibble, veiy cheeiful, very heaitless, veiy foigettable 
and toleiable 


After a week or two in Fife he made for Scotsbrig, 
where news met him that SOI had been sent from 
America as a loyalty on the edition of the ^French 
Ee volution,’ and that moie would follow ^What a 
touching thing is that ^ ’ he said ^ One prays that the 
blessing of him that was 0 atheo %ll of may be with 
them, these good fi lends Courage^ I feel as if one 
might grow to be moderately content with a lot like 
mine ’ 


To Jane Welsh Ga'ilyle 


Scotsbrig September 15 , I808 

Many thanks for those biight little letteis you send me 
They are the livehest of letteis, which gives me pleasuie, 
because it shows a lively Goody, cheeiful and well They 
send good news othei wise too, and seem to ha\e the faculty 
of finding good news to send Oui mothei chafes me 
to thank you most emphatically foi voui letteis to her, which 
made hei ‘ as hght as a feathei all day N She says, ^ What- 
ever soit of mothei -in-law she be, you aie the best of daugh- 
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teis-in-law ’ Such a swift-dispatchmg little Goody » 

Diive about what you can, and keep youi heait hght, and be 
well when I come 

At Edmbmgh I wanted a copy of ‘ Saitoi,’ ‘pool beast 
They had got no copy, had nevei heaid of it, and only then 
wrote off foi some Depend on it, theiefoie, my bonny 
little Bairn, all these vague things they tell thee about ‘ Sartoi ’ 
aie meie vague blarney , and think fuithei that we will not 
care a stiaw whethei they are or not No A ceitain fan 
ciitie long ago, among the peat bogs, declaied ‘ Saitoi ’ ‘ tobe 
a woik of genius , ’ and such it is, and shall continue, though 
no copy of it should sell these bundled yeais Alick is 
not altogethei light yet, but much bettei than foimeily His 
tiaffic piospeis beyond what could be looked for, and he seems 
moie quieted, leconciled to his allotment It gives me 
the stiangest feeling to plump suddenly into view of these 
conditions of existence — ^hearts so kind, a lot so sequestered, 
the sweep of Time passing on in these little cieeks too, as on 
the wide sea wheie I have to navigate One can say nothmg , 
one’s heart is full of unutteiabilities But on the whole 
hfe IS all gieat and unutterable , the httle Ecclefechan shop, 
as the gland Na;noleon Empue, is embosomed in eteimty , a 
little dieam and yet a great reality, one even as the othei 
Adieu, deal life paitnei ^ dear little Goody of me Be well, 
and love me Thine, 

T Carlyle 


To the Same 

Scotsbiig September 27, 1838 

MacDiamud^ has faithfuUy paid me nine sovereigns for you 
for Buttock, which coins I have, or will account for He 
has not succeeded well this year foi the letting of Buttock, 


* Agent for Craigenputtock 
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but has a better outlook for a neai future A colonel some- 
body, of Mabie, has the house and game this season, at the 
easy late of U , theie being no game But he wi^p'eserve 
the game this year, and in futuie years give lOZ , and peihaps 
plague us less about it As foi Goody, she, with MacDiarmid’s 
instalments 111 hei pocket, will leally be in funds for the 
piesent, able to bind Eevolution ’ books and what not — con- 
sideimg the savings bank, too — accoidmg to hei own sweet 
will Nay, theie aie other funds too, I guess — a lettei from 
your mothei, WT^refusable, but which seemed to me to hold 
cash — a truly monied Goody I saw Burns’s house , 

the little oblique-angled hut, wheie the great soul had to 
adjust itself, and be a king without a kingdom It seems 
vacant since the widow’s death Some duty childien sat on 
the door-sill, and the knockei seemed torn half off The soul 
of the man is now hajDpily fai away fiom all that Jean and 
Jamie were both as kind as could be They aie piosperous 
both, I think Jean lecened your paicel with gieat expies- 
sions of thankfulness Mary, too, at Annan was emphatic in 
hei giatitude, in hei affectionate lemembiance of you — all 
which was pleasant to heai At Annan I found Goody’s 
letter, leview of ‘ Saitoi,’ gift to my mothe^ — all as light as 
it could be Thanks to thee, my good wife — ^though veiy 
hot-tempeied one Oh, my deal Jeame, I have more legaid 
for thee than, perhaps, thou wilt evei lightly know But let 
that pass The Angel, as thou sayest, does stii the wateis 
moie ways than one Suiely oui bettei days aie still coming 
All heie salute you light heaitily My mother is proud of 
her gifts Evei youi own, 

T Caelyle 

On his way home, m October, he spent a day or two 
with a sister who had mained a Mr -Hanning, m Man- 
chester, and met with an adventure there He had 
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been put to sleep m an old bed, which he remembered 
in his father’s house 

I was just closing my senses in sweet oblivion (he said), 
when the watchman, with a voice hke the deepest gioan of 
the Highland bagpipe, oi what an ostiich coincraik might 
utter, gioaned out Gioo-o-o-o close undei me, and set all m 
a gallop agam Groo-o-o-o , foi there was no aiticulate an- 
nouncement at all in it, that I could gathei Gioo-o-o-o, 
repeated again and again at various distances, dying out and 
then glowing loud again, foi an houi or more I grew im- 
patient, bolted out of bed, flung up the window Gioo-o-o-o 
Theie he was advancing, lantern in hand, a few yaids off me 
^ Can’t you give up that noise I hastily addiessed him 
You aie keeping a peison awake What good is it to go 
howhng and groanmg all night, and depiive people of their 
: sleep ^ ’ He ceased fiom that time — ^at least I heard no moie 
of him No watchman, I think, has been inoie astonished for 
some tune back A6 five in the morning all was as still as 
sleep and daikness At half-past five all went off like an 
enoimous mill-race or ocean-tide Booin-m-m, far and wide 
It was the mills that were all starting then, and cieishy^ 
drudges by the iSilhon taking post theie I have heard few 
sounds more impressive to me in tfle mood I was in 

At home he found all well He arrived at midnight, 
finding Mrs Carlyle improved in health, and sitting 
up for him , himself quite rested, and equal to work 
again 

I he7e been eight weeks in Scotland (he noted), looked 
on the stones of Edinburgh city, wondered whether it was 
sohd 01 a dream , then to Annandale, finally drifted back 

^ ermhy^ ‘ gieasy ’ 
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hithei — foolish drift log on the sea of accident, where I since 
he high and dry not a whit wiser How many tiagedies, 
epics, Haynes Baily ballads, and ‘bmsts of Pailiamentary 
eloquence’ would it take to utter this one tour by an 
atiabilian lectuier on things in general ^ 

Evidences were waiting for him that he was becoming 
a person of consequence notwithstanding Presents had 
lieen sent by various admireis There was good news 
from America The English edition of the ‘French 
Ee\olution’ was almost sold, and another would be 
called for, while there were numbeiless applications fiom 
review editors for articles if he would please to supply 
them Another 50Z had come from Boston, and he 
been meditating an indulgence foi himself out of all 
this prospeiity in the shape of a hoise, nothing keeping 
him in health so much as riding , but his first thought 
was of Scotsbrig and a Chiistmas gift to his mother, 
which he sent with a most pietty letter 

To Margaret Ga^lyle, Scotshig 

Chelsea De^mher 29, 1888 

I have leahsed my Ame;ican diaft of dollars into pounds 
steiling I send my deal Mother five off the foie end of it 
The kithn ought to bung the auld cat a mouse m such a case 
as that — ^an Ameiican mouse It is veiy cunous that cash 
should come in that way to good Annandale industry across 
8,000 miles of salt watei fiom kind hands that we never saw 
‘ French Eevolution ’ is going off biiskly, and a new 
edition required Both from the ‘ Miscellanies ’ anc? it I 
hope to make a little cash I undei stand the method of 
bargammg better now, and the books do ^ell — ^no thanks to 
booksellers, or even in spite of them It does not seem at 
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all likely that I shall ever have much money m this world , 
but I am not now so tenibly haid held as I used to he 
Such bittei thiift may perhaps be less impeiative by-aud-hy 

Out of the suggestions made by editois for ai tides 
one especially had attracted Carlyle Mill had asked 
him to write on Cromwell for the * London and West- 
minster ’ Theie is nothing m his journals or letters to 
show that Cromwell had been hitherto an interesting 
figure to him An allusion in one of his Craigenputtock 
papers shows that he then shared the popular prevail- 
ing opinions on the subject He agreed, however, to 
Mill’s proposal, and was preparing to begin with it when 
the negotiation was broken off in a manner specially 
affronting Mill had gone abroad, leaving Mr Eobertson 
to manage the Eeview Robeitson, whom Carlyle had 
hitherto liked, wiote to him coolly to say that he need 
not go on, for ^he meant to do Cromwell himself’ 
Carlyle was very angry It was this incident which 
determined him to throw himself seriously into the 
history of the Commonwealth, and to expose himself no 
more to cavalier treatment fiom ^ able editors ’ His 
connection with the ^ London and Westminster ’ at once 
ended 

Have nothing to do with fools (he said) They aie the 
fatal species Nay, Eobertson, withal, is fifteen years younger 
than I To be ‘ edited ’ by him and by Mill and the Bent- 
hamic formula ^ Oh heavens ^ It is worse than Algiers 
and IJegio Guiana Nothing shoit of death should diive a 
white man to it 

From this moment he began to think seriously of a 
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life of Oliver Cromwell as his next important undertak- 
ing, whatever he might have to do meanwhile m the 
way of lectmes or shorter papers 

To Margaret Oarlyle, Scotshng 

Chelsea January 13, 1839 

I dare saj I mentioned that I was not intending to woik 
any fuither at picsent in the ‘Westminster Review,’ but to 
viite by-and-by something more to my mind I have my 
face turned partly towards Ohver Cromwell and the Covenant 
tune in England and Scotland, and am reading books and 
meaning to read moie foi the matter, for it is laige and full 
of meaning But what I shall make of it, or whether I shall 
make anything at all, it would be premature to say as yet The 
only thmg clear is that I have again some notion of wilting, 
which I had not at all last yeai oi the yeai befoie — a sign 
doubtless that I am getting into heait again, and not so utterly 
bewildered and beaten down as I was at the conclusion of the 
‘ Revolution ’ struggle Anything that I write now would tell 
better than foimer things, and I think mdeed would be pretty 
sure to brmg me in a tiifle of money m the long run You 
may pictuie us sittmg snug heie most eveSmgs m ‘ stuffed 
chans,’ m this warm httle parlour, leadmg, oi leading and 
sewmg, or talking with some rational visitoi that has perhaps 
dropped m Some people say I ought to get a hoise with 
mv American money befoie lectiue-time, and iide, that I 
might be in oettei bodily condition foi that enterpiise I 
should hke it right well if it were not so deai We shall see 

Want of books was his great difficulty, with sHch. a 
subject on hand as the Commonwealth His Cambridge 
friends had come to his help by giving him the use of 
the books in the University Library, and sending them 
VOL I 11 
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up for him to read Very Emd on their part^ as he felt, 

^ considering what a sulky fellow he was ’ But he 
needed resources of which he could avail himself more 
freely The Bi itish Museum was, of course, open to him , 
but he lequiied to have his authorities at hand, where 
his own writing-tackle lay round him, wheie he could 
refei to them at any moment, and for this purpose the 
circulating libraries weie useless New novels, travels, 
biographies, the annual growth of literature which to- 
day IS and to-morrow is cast into the oven — these he 
could get , but the records of genuine knowledge, where 
the permanent thoughts and doings of mankind lay em- 
balmed, were to be found for the most part only on the 
shelves of great institutions, could be read only there, 
and could not be taken out Long before, when at 
Craigenputtock, it had occurred to him that a county 
town like Dumfries, which maintained a gaol, might 
equally maintain a public library He was once at 
Oxford in the library of All Souls’ College, one of the 
best in England, and one (in my day at least) so little 
used that, if g. book was missed from its place, the 
whole college was in consternation ^ Carlyle, looking 
wistfully at the ranged folios, exclaimed *Ah books, 
books ^ you wiU have a poor account to give of your- 
selves at the day of judgment Here have you been 
kept warm and dry, with good coats on your backs, and 
a good roof over your heads , and whom have ye made 
any better or any wiser than he was before ’ Cambridge, 
more»4iberal than Oxford, did lend out volumes with fit 
securities for their safety, and from this source Carlyle 

' ThePello-w^s miglilvtake books to tbeu rooms, but so seldom did take 
them there that auy other explanation seemed more likely 
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obtained his Clarendon and^Enshworth , but he deter- 
mined to try whether a public lending library of 
authentic woith could not be instituted in London He 
has been talked of vaguely as ^ unpractical ’ No one 
living had a moie practical business talent when he had 
an object in view for which such a faculty was required 
He set on foot an agitation ^ The end was recognised 
as good Influential men took up the question, and it 
was earned through, and the result was the infinitely 
valuable institution known as the ^ London Library ’ in 
St James’s Square Let the tens of thousands who, it 
IS to be hoped, are ' made better and wiser ’ by the books 
collected there remember that they owe the privilege 
entirely to Carlyle The geim of it lay in that original 
reflection of his on the presence of a gaol and the 
absence of a library in Dumfries His successful effort 
to realise it in London began in this winter of 1839 

Meanwhile a third remittance from America on the 

* Eevolution ’ brought the whole sum which he had re- 
ceived from his Boston friends to 150Z He felt it 
deeply, for as yet ' not a penny had been realised m 
England ’ In acknowledging the receipt, he said that 
he had never leceived money of which he was more 
proud ^ It had been sent almost by miracle ’ He 
showed the draft to Fraser, his Enghsh publisher, and 
told him he ought to blush 

The poor creature did blush, but what could that serve " 

* Among the persons "whom he tried to interest was Babbage, whom 
he did not take to * Did you ever see him ? ’ he writes to his brother , 

* a mixture of craven tenor and venomous-lookiag vehemence , with no. 
chin too— cross between a frog and a viper, as somebody called him ’ 

11—2 
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He has done with his edition too, all hut seventy-five copies 
Above a thousand pounds has been gatheied fiom England 
fiom that book, but none seems to belong to the wiiter , it 
all belongs to othei people — the shaiks They chaige above 
40 per cent , I find, foi the meie function of sellmg a book, 
the meie fash of handing it over the counter 

A stiange reflection, to which, however, the publishers 
have an answer , for if some books sell, others fail, and 
the successful must pay for the unsuccessful Without 
publishers and without booksellers, books could not be 
brought out at all, and they, too, must ‘earn their 
living’ 

Few men cared less about such things than Carlyle 
did as long as penury was kept from his door Apart 
fiom his business with the London Library, he was 
wholly occupied with the records of the Commonwealth, 
and here aie the first impressions which he formed 

To John Garlyle 


Chelsea February 15, 1839 

I have read a good many volumes about Ciomwell and his 
times , I have a good many more to lead Wliether a book 
will come of it or not — still moie, when such will come 
— are questions as yet The pabulum this subject yields me 
IS not veiy great I find it far mferioi m interest to my 
French subject But, on the whole, I want to get acquamted 
with England — ^a great secret to me always hitheito — and I 
may as well begin here as elsewhere There aie but two 
very lemaikable men m the period visible as yet — Cromwell 
and Montrose Tfie rest verge towards weaiisomeness In- 
deed, the whole subject is Dutch-built . heavy-bottomed, 
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with an internal fire and significance indeed, but externally 
wrapt m buckram and lead We shall see In the mean- 
while, I have got a large portmanteau of books about the 
thing fiom Oambiidge Here they actually stand, sent me 
by persons whom I nevei saw , a most handsome and en- 
couiagmg phenomenon The visible agent is one Douglas 
Heath, a piomismg young banister, who sometimes comes 
here, is a Oambiidge man, and a zealous reader of mme 
150Z sent by Emeison for the ^ Fiench Revolution ^ ’ 
Was any braver thing evei heard of ^ 150? from beyond 
the salt sea, while not a sixpence could be leahsed here m 
one’s own countiy by the thmg ’ I declare my Ameiican 
fiiends are light fellows, and have done their affair with 
effect It seems I am going to make some cash after all by 
these books of mine Tout va hen , neither need we now 
add, le pain manque 

Seldom had Carlyle seemed m better spirits than 
now For once his outer world was going well with 
him He had occasional fits of dyspepsia, which, in- 
deed, seemed to afflict him most when he had least 
that was real to complain of He wae disappointed 
about Montrose for one thing He had mtended, 
naturally enough as a Scotchman, to make a principal 
figure of Montrose, and had found that he could not, 
that it was impossible to discover what Montrose was 
really like But the dyspepsia was the mam evil — 
dyspepsia and London society, which interested him 
more than he would allow, and was the cause of the 
disorder He was plagued, too, with duties as a cifizen 

Jomnal 

Febrmry 22, 1839 — The day is rainy and bad Jane 
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gone out, perhaps not very prudently At ^even o’clock I am 
to dine with the Maishalls mi serum f Why do I evei 
agiee to go and dine ^ Weie it levealed to me as tuft 
hunting, I would instantly give it up f oi ever But it seems 
to be the only chance of society one has In this kind I 
have too much already Lectures coming too, and on 
Monday I am to dine with a ceitain Baling , and last week, 
for two days, I was a special jmyman I am a poor creature 
I am no longer so poor, but I do not feel any happmess I 
must start up and try to help myself Qott hilf m%r / 

Monckton Milnes had made his acquaintance, and 
invited him to breakfast He used to say that, if 
Christ was again on earth, Milnes would ask Him to 
breakfast, and the Clubs would all be talking of the 
good things ’ that Christ had said But Milnes, then 
as always, had open eyes for genius, and reverence for 
it truer and deeper than most of his contemporaries 

A month ago (Carlyle writes to his biothei) Milnes 
invited me to bieakfast to meet Bunsen Pusey ^ was there, 
a sohd, judicious Enghshman, very land to me Hallam was 
there, a broad, old, positive mauj^ with laughmg eyes X 
was there, a most jerkmg, distorted, violent, vapid, brown- 
gipsy piece of self-conceit and green-roomism Others 
there were , and the great hero Bunsen, with red face laige 
as the shield of Fingal — ^not a bad fellow, noi without talent , 
full of speech, Protestantism — ^Prussian Toiyism— who 
zealously mquired my address 

m- 

More important by far than any of these to Carlyle 
was the * certain^Baring ’ with whom he was to dine at 


* Not Dr Pusey, but his elder brother 
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Bath House It is the first notice of his intioduction 
to the brilliant circle in which he was afterwards to be 
so intimate Mr Baring, later known as Lord Ash- 
burton, became the closest friend that he had Lady 
Han let became his Grloriana, or Queen of Fairy Land, 
and exercised a strange influence over him for good 
and evil But this lay undreamed of in the future, 
when he wrote his account of the dinner Bunsen was 
again one of the guests 

It '^as one of the most elevated affaiis I had evei seen , 
bids, ladies, and othei like high personages, seveial of them 
auditors of inme in the last lectuiing season The lady of 
the house, one Lady Harriet Baimg, I had to sit and talk 
with specially for a long, long while — one of the cleverest 
creatuies I have met with, full of mirth and spirit , not veiy 
beautiful to look upon 

And again in another letter — 

Loid Mahon was theie, a small fashionable Toiy, with a 
beautiful wife The dmner was after eighf, and mined me 
for a week Bunsen did not shme theie The lady haidly 
hid from him that she feaied he was a lore She kept me 
talking an hour 01 more upstairs , a clever devil, as Taylor 
calls hei, lelle laide^ full of wit, and the most hke a dame of 
quality of aU that I have yet seen 

Even in Carlyle’s own home dissipation pursued him 
Mrs Welsh was staying there, and she and her daughter 
took it into their heads to have an evening party of the 
established sort, the first and last time, I believe, that 
such a thmg was attempted in that house. 



i68 


CARLYLES S LIFE IN LONDON 


The othei week (he says on the 8th of March) Jane 
audaciously got up a thing called a soiiee one evening — ^fchat 
IS to say, a party of peisons who have httle to do except 
wandei through a loom oi looms, and hustle and simmer 
about, all talkmg to one anothei as they best can It seemed 
to me a most questionable thing for the Leddy this How- 
evei, she was drawn mto it insensibly, and could not get 
letieated, so it took effect — ^between twenty and thii*ty 
entirely brilliant bits of personages — and really, it all went 
off in a most successful mannei At midnight I smoked a 
peaceable pipe, piaying it might be long before we saw the 
like again 

Serious work was somewhat disturbed by these 
splendours , but, in fact, he was taking life easy, and 
was not disinclined to enjoy himself 

To John Gadyle 

Chelsea March 11, 1839 

I am reading many books, in a languid way, about 
Oiomwell and hi^ time, but any work on this mattei seems 
yet at a great distance from me The truth is, I have 
arrived at the turning of a new leaf, and right thankful am 
I that Heaven enables me to pause a httle, and I willingly 
follow the monition oi peimission of Heaven From my 
boyhood upwards I have been like a creature breathlessly 
‘ climbing a soaped pole , ’ rum and the bottomless abyss 
beneath me, and the pole quite slippery soaped But now I 
have got to a kind of notch on the same, and do purpose, by 
Heaven’s blessing, to take my bieath a moment there before 
adventmmg further If I hve, I shall probably have farther 
to go , if not, noW-we can do either way In bihary days (I 
am apt to be bihaiy), the devil reproaches me dreadfully, 
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but I answer, ‘ True, boy , no soniei scoundrel in the world 
than lazy I ^ But what help I love no subject so as to 
give my life for it at present I will not wiite on any subject, 
seest thou ^ but piefer to iipen or rot for a while ’ 

The lectures had to be piovided foi, but the subject 
chosen, the Eevolutions of Modem Europe, was one on 
which Cailyle could speak without special preparation 
An English edition of the ^Miscellanies’ was coming 
out at last, and money was to be paid for it He was 
thus able to lie upon his oars till Cromwell or some 
other topic took active possession , and, meanwhile, he 
had to receive the homage of the world, which began 
to be offered from unexpected quarters An account 
of Count d’Orsay’s visit to Cheyne Eow is amusingly 
told by Mrs Carlyle in the ‘ Letters and Memorials ’ 
Here is her husband’s version of the same bumptuous 
phenomenon After speaking of the favourable arrange- 
ments for the publication of the ^ JMiscellames,’ he 
says — 


To John Ga'i lyle 

Chelsea April 16, 1839 

My heart silently thanks Heaven that I was not tiied 
beyond what I could bear It is quite a new sensation, and 
one of the most blessed, that you will actually be allowed to 
hve not a beggar As to the piaise, &c , I think it will not 
hurt me much , I can see too well the meaning of what that is 
I have too faithful a dyspepsia woiking contmually m mom- 
tion of me, were there nothing else Nevertheless, I muse 
tell you of the stiangest compliment of all, which occurred 
smee I wrote last — ^the advent of Count d^Orsay About a 
fortmght ago, this Phoebus Apollo of dandyism, escorted by 
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poor little Ohorley, came whiiling hithei in a chaiiot that 
struck all Chelsea into mute dazzlement with splendour 
Ohoiley’s under jaw went like the hoppei oi undei riddle of a 
pair of fanners, such was his tenor on bringing such a splen 
dour into actual contact with such a gnnmess Neveifcheless, 
we did amazingly well, the Count and I He is a tall fellow 
of six feet three, built hke a tower, with floods of daik- 
aubuin hail, with a beauty, with an adornment unsurpassable 
on tnis planet , withal a rather substantial fellow at bottom, 
by no means without msight, without fun, and a sort of 
lough sarcasm rather striking out of such a porcelain figure 
He said, looking at Shelley’s bust, in his French accent, ‘ Ah, 
it is one of those faces who weesh to swallow their ohm ’ 
He admired the fine epic, &c , &c , hoped I would call soon, 
and see Lady Blessmgton withal Finally he went his way, 
and Ohoiley with reassumed jaw Jane laughed for two 
days at the contrast of my plaid dressing-gown, bilious, iron 
countenance, and this Paphian apparition I did not call 
till the other day, and left my card merely I do not see 
well what good I can get by meeting him much, oi Lady B 
and demirepdom, though I should not object to see it once, 
and then oftener if agreeable 

May brought the lectures at the old rooms in Edward 
Street They did not please Carlyle, and, perhaps, 
were not really among his fine utterances In the 
^French Ee volution’ he had given his best thoughts 
on the subject in his best manner He could now only 
repeat himself, more or less rhetorically, with a varying 
text" Mrs Carlyle herself did not think that her 
husband was doing justice to himself He was unwell 
for one thing ^But the success was distinct as ever, 
the audience bursting into ejaculations of surprise and 
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pleasure The * Splendids ^ ' Devilish fines ^ ^ Most 

trues &c ) all indicating that on their side there was 
no disappointment His own account of the matter 
indicates fai less satisfaction 

To John Carlyle 

Chelsea May 26, 1839 

The lectures aie over with toleiable eclat^ with a cleai 
gam of very neaily 200Z , which latter is the only altogether 
comfortable pait of the busmess My audience was visibly 
more numerous than evei, and of moie distmguished people 
My sonow in dehvery was less , my lemoise after dehvery 
was much greatei I gave one veiy bad lectuie (as I 
thought) , the last but one It was on the Fiench Revolu- 
tion I was dispirited — ^m miserable health My audience, 
mainly Tory, could not be expected to sympathise with me 
In shoit, I felt, after it was over, hke a man that had been 
robbmg henroosts In which circumstances, I, the day before 
my finale, hired a swift horse, galloped out to Harrow like a 
Faust’s flight through an ocean of green, went m a kind of 
lage to the room the next day, and made on Sansculottism 
itself very considerably the nearest appioach* to a good lec- 
ture they ever got out of me, earned the whole busmess 
glowing after me, and ended half an hour beyond my time 
with universal decisive applause sufficient for the situation 

The " remorse ’ was genuine, for Carlyle m his heart 
disapproved of these displays and detested them Yet 
he, too, had become aware of the strange sensation of 
seeing a crowd of people hanging upon his words,' and 
yielding themselves like an instrument for him to play 
upon There is an irresistible feeling ^f proud delight 
in such situations If not intoxicated, he was excited , 
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and Emerson writing at the same moment to press bra 
to show himself in Boston, he did think for a second or 
two of going over for the autumn ^ to learn the art of 
extempore speaking ’ Had he gone it might have been 
the ruin of him, for he had all the qualities which with 
practice would have made him a splendid orator But 
he was wise in time, and set himself to a worthier en- 
terprise — not yet Cromwell, but something which stood 
in the way of Cromwell — and insisted on being dealt 
with before he could settle upon history All his life 
he had been meditating on the problem of the working- 
man’s existence in this country at the present epoch, 
how wealth was growing, but the human toilers grew 
none the better, mentally or bodily — not better, only 
more numerous, and liable, on any check to trade, to 
sink into squalor and famine He had seen the Glasgow 
riots in 1819 He had heard his father talk of the poor 
masons, dining silently upon water and water-cresses 
His letters are full of reflections on such things, sad or 
indignant, as the humour might be He was himself 
a working-matl’s son He had been bred in a peasant 
home, and all his sympathies were with his own class 
He was not a revolutionist , he knew well that violence 
would be no remedy , that there lay only madness and 
deeper misery But the fact remained, portending 
frightful issues The Reform Bill was to have mended 
matters, but the Reform Bill had gone by and the poor 
were none the happier The power of the State had 
been shifted from the aristocracy to the millowners, 
and merchants, and shopkeepers That was all The 
handicraftsman remained where he was, or was sinking, 
rather, into an unowned Arab, to whom ‘freedom’ 
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meant freedom to work if tiie employer had work to 
offei him conveniently to himself, oi else fieedom to 
starve The fruit of such a state of society as this was 
the Sansculottism on which he had been lecturing, and 
he felt that he must put his thoughts upon it in a per- 
manent form He had no faith in political remedies, in 
extended suffrages, recognition of ^ the rights of man,’ 
&c — absolutely none That was the road on which the 

French had gone , and, if tried xn England, it would end 
as it ended with them — in anarchy, and hunger, and 
fury The root of the mischief was the forgetfulness 
on the part of the upper classes, increasing now to flat 
denial, that they owed any duty to those under them 
beyond the payment of contract wages at the market 
price The Liberal theory, as formulated in Political 
Economy, was that everyone should attend exclusively 
to his own interests, and that the best of all possible 
worlds would be the certain result His own conviction 
was that the result would be the worst of all possible 
worlds, a world in which human Me, such a life as 
human beings ought to live, would become impossible 
People talked of Progress To him there was no pro- 
gress except ^ moral progress,’ a clearer recognition of 
the dut'bts which stood face to face with every man at 
each moment of his life, and the neglect of which 
would be his destruction He was appalled at the con- 
trast between the principles on which men practically 
acted and those which on Sundays they professed to 
believe, at the evei -increasing luxury in rich m^n’s 
palaces, and the wretchedness, without hope of escape, 
of the millions without whom that lii;xury could not 
have been Such a state of things, he thought, might 
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continue for a time among a people naturally well dis- 
posed and accustomed to submission , but it could not 
last for ever The Maker of the world would not 
allow it The angry slaves of toil would rise and 
bum the palaces, as the Fiench peasantry had burnt 
the chateaux The only remedy was the old one— to 
touch the conscience or the fears of those whom be 
regarded as responsible He felt that he must write 
something about all that, though it was not easy to see 
how or where Such a message as he had to give would 
be welcome neither to Liberals nor Conservatives Tbe 
Political Economists believed that since the Eeform 
Bill all was going as it should do, and required only to 
be let alone , the more the rich en]oyed themselves, 
the more employment there would be, and high and 
low would be benefited alike The Noble Lords and 
gentry were happy in their hounds and their game pre- 
serves, and had lost the sense that rank and wealth 
meant anything save privilege for idle amusement 
Not to either of these, nor to their organs in the press, 
could Carlyle^be welcome He was called a Eadical, and 
Eadical he was, if to require a change in the souls, and 
hearts, and habits of life of men was to be a Eadical, 
But perhaps no one in England more entirely disbeheved 
every single article of the orthodox Eadical creed He 
had more in common with the Tories than with their 
rivals, and was prepared, if such a strange ally pleased 
them, to let it so appear ^ Gruess what immediate pro- 
ject I am on,’ he wrote to his brother, when the lectures 
were over ‘ that of writing an article on the working- 
classes for the Quarterly ” It is venly so I offered 
to do the thing for Mill about a year ago He durst 
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not I felt a kind of call anrf monition of duty to do it, 
wrote to Lockhart accordingly, was altogether invitingly 
answered, had a long intei view with the man yesterday, 
found him a person of sense, good-breeding, even kind- 
ness, and great consentaneity of opinion with myself on 
the matter Am to get books from him to-morrow, and 
so shall foithwith set about telling the Conservatives 
a thing or two about the claims, condition, rights, and 
mights of the woiking order of men Jane is very glad, 
partly from a kind of spite at the Blods%nmgkevt of 
Mill and his wooden set The Eadicals, as they stand 
now, are dead and gone, I apprehend, owing to their 
heathen stupidity on this very matter It is not to be 
out till autumn, that being the time for things requiring 
thought, as Lockhart says I shall have much to read 
and inquire, but I shall have the thing oj6f my hands, 
and have my heart clear about it ’ 

What came of this project will be seen One result 
of it, however, was a singular relation which grew up 
between Carlyle and Lockhart Theyhved in diflferent 
circles , they did not meet often, or corr§spond often , 
but Carlyle ever after spoke of Lockhart as he seldom 
spoke of any man , and such letters of Lockhart’s to 
Carlyle as survive show a trusting confidence extremely 
remarkable m a man who was so chary of his esteem 
In general society Carlyle was mixing more and 
moie, important persons seeking his acquaintance He 
met Webster, the famous American, at breakfast one 
morning, and has left a portrait of this noticeable 
politician ^ I will wanant him,’ he says, ^ one of the 
stiffest logic buffers and parliamentary athletes any- 
wheie to be met with in our world at present — a grim 
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tall, broad-bottomed, yellow-skinned man, with brows 
like piecipitous cliffs, and huge, black, dull, weaned, 
yet unweariable-looking eyes under them , amorphous 
projecting nose, and the angriest shut mouth I have 
anywhere seen A dioop on the sides of the upper lip 
IS quite mastiff-like — magnificent to look upon , it is so 
quiet withal I guess I should like ill to be that man’s 
nigger However, he is a right clever man in his way, 
and has a husky sort of fun in him too, drawls in 
a handfast didactic manner about "our republican 
institutions,” &c , and so plays his part ’ Another 
memorable notability Carlyle came across at this time, 
who struck him much, and the attraction was mutual— 
Connop Thirlwall, afterwards Bishop of St David’s, then 
under a cloud in the ecclesiastic world, as ^ suspect ’ of 
heresy Of this great man more will be heard here- 
after Their first meeting was at James Spedding’s 
rooms in Lincoln’s Inn Fields , * very pleasant, free and 
easy, with windows flung up, and tobacco ad hhtum ’ 
He found the future bishop ‘ a most sarcastic, sceptical, 
but strong-he^iited, strong-headed man, whom he had a 
leal liking for ’ The orthodox side of the conversation 
was maintained, it seems, by Milnes, ^who gave the 
party dilettante Catholicism and endured Thirlwall’s 
tobacco ’ 

One more pleasant incident befell Carlyle before the 
dog-days and the annual migration He was known 
to wish for a horse, and yet to hesitate whether such 
an ''indulgence was permissible to a person financially 
situated as he was Mr Marshall, of Leeds, whose 
name has been ^already mentioned, heard of it , and Mi 
Marshall’s son appeared one day in Cheyne Eow, with a 
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message that his father had a mare for which he had 
no use, and would be pleased if Carlyle would accept 
her The offer was made with the utmost delicacy II 
he was lea\ing town, and did not immediately need 
such an article, they would keep her at glass till he 
returned It was lepresented, in fact, as a convenience 
to them, as veil as a possible pleasure to him The 
gift was nothing in itself, for Mi Marshall was a man 
of vast wealth , but it was a handsome sign of con- 
sideiation and good-feeling, and was gratefully recog- 
nised as such The mare became Cailyle’s She was 
called ‘Citoyenne,’ after the ‘French Eevolution ’ 
The expense would be something, but would be repaid 
by increase of health Mis Carlyle said, ‘It is like 
buying a laying hen, and giving it to some deserving 
person Accept it, dear ^ ’ 

A still nearer friend had also been taking thought 
for his comfort He was going to Scotland, and this 
year his wife was going with him The faithful, 
thoughtful John had sent 30Z privately to his brother 
Alick at Ecclefechan, to provide a horses* and gig, that 
Carlyle and she might drive about together as with 
the old clatch at Craigenputtock — a beautiful action on 
the part of John They went north m the middle of 
July, going first to Nithsdale to stay with Mrs Welsh 
at Templand Mrs Welsh, too, had been considering 
what she could do to gratify her son-in-law, and had 
invited his mother over from Scotsbng to meet him 
Mrs Carlyle was not well at Templand, and could "not 
much enjoy herself, but Carlyle was like a boy out of 
school He and his old mother drove -about in John’s 
gig together, or wandered through the shrubberies, 
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smoking their pipes together, like a pair of lovers— as 
indeed they weie Later on, when he grew impatient 
again, he called the life which he was leading ' sluggish 
Ignoble solitude,’ but it was as near an approach as lie 
ever knew to what is meant by happiness This sum- 
mer nothing went wrong with him When the Temp- 
land visit was over, he removed to Scotsbng and there 
stayed, turning over his intended article Of letters he 
wrote few of any interest — chiefly to his brother John, 
who was thinking of leaving Lady Clare, and of setthng 
in London to be near Cheyne Eow Carlyle’s advice to 
him shows curious self-knowledge 

To John Carlyle 

Scotsbng Angust 13, 1839 

If your lot bi ought you neai me, it would, of course, be 
a blessing to me — ^to us both, I daie say , for, though we 
chaffei and argue a good deal — good deal too much— yet 
suiely theie is good biotheily agreement between us A 
biothei is a gieat possession in this woild — one of the greatest , 
yet it would be'unwise to make gieat saciifices of essentials 
for the advantage of being close together Ah me ’ I am no 
man whom it is desuable to be too close to — an unhappy 
moital — ^at least, with neives that pieappomt me to continual ‘ 
pam and lonehness, let me have what crowds of society I 
hke To woik is the sole use of hving But we will specu- 
late no longer , above all, we will not complam 

Tht* hohday lasted two months only ^Wilhelm 
Meister’ was now to be republished, and he was 
wanted at home The railway had just been opened 
from Preston to London; and on this return journey 
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he made his first experience of the new mode of 
locomotion. 


To John Carlyle 

Chelsea September 13 1839 

The whnl through the confused darkness, on those steam 
wings, was one of the stiangest things I have experienced — 
hissing and dashing on, one knew not whithei We saw the 
gleam of towns in the distance — ^^anknown towns We went 
over the tops of houses — one town oi village I saw clearly, 
with its chimney heads vainly stretching up towards us — 
under the stais , not under the clouds, but among them 
Out of one vehicle into another, snoitmg, roaimg we flew 
the hkest thing to a Faust’s flight on the Devil’s mantle , or 
as if some huge steam mght-bird had flung you on its back, 
and was sweepmg through unknown space with you, most 
piobably towards London At Birmingham, an excellent 
breakfast, with dehberation to eat it, set us up surprisingly , 
and so, with the usual series of phenomena, we were safe 
landed at Euston Square, soon aftei one o’clock We slept 
long and deep It was a great surprise the first moment to 
find one did not waken at Scotsbiig Wietehed feehngs of 
all sorts weie holding carnival withm me The best I could 
do was to keep the dooi carefully shut on them I sate dead 
silent all yesterday, working at ‘Meister , ’ and now they aie 
gone back to then caves again 
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CHAPTEE VII 
AD 1839-40 uET 44-45 

Reviow of Cailvle by Sterling-Article on Chaitism offered to Loci 
hart — Expanded into a book — Dinner in Dover Street— Eirst sight 
of Dickens — Lectures on Heroes — Conception of Cromwell — Visit 
from Thirlwall — London Library — Impxessions of Tennyson— 
Eeviews — Puseyism — Book to be wiitten on Cromwell 


A PLEASANT surprise waited for Carlyle on liis return to 
London — an article upon him by Sterling in the ^ West- 
minster Eeview’ Sterling’s admiration was steadily 
growing — admiration alike for his friend’s intellect 
and character It was the first public acknowledgment 
of Carlyle’s ^magnitude’ which had been made He 
perhaps remembeied that he had expressed some spleen 
at Sterling in the summer, and a little penitence may 
have been mixed with his gratitude 

To John Sterhng 

Chelsea September 29, 1839 

MiH says it is the best thing you ever wiote , and, 
tiuly, so should I, if you had not shut my mouth It is a 
thing all glaring and boihng like a furnace of molten metal ^ 
a brave thing, nay a vast and headlong, full of geneiosity, 
passionate msight, hghtning, extiavagance, and Steihngism— 
such an article as we have not lead for some time past It 
wdl be talked of , it wiU be adnmed, condemned, and create 

‘ Sterling’s article is reprinted by Hare, vol i p 262 
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astonisliment and give offence far and near My friend, what 
a notion you have got of me ^ I discern certain natnial fea- 
tures, the general outline of shape , but it is as one would 
m the All Griant of the Hartz, huge as Opheneus, painted theie 
as one finds by sunrise and eaily vapour — ^ e by Sterling’s 
heait impinging on you between himself and the ‘ Westnun- 
stei Review ’ I do not thank you, foi I know not whether 
such things are good , nay, vhethei they aie not bad and 
poison to one , but I wiU still say, there has no man in these 
islands been so reviewed in my time It is the most magnani- 
mous eulogy I evei knew one man utter of anothei man, 
whom he knew face to face, and saw go giumblmg about in 
coat and breeches, a pool conciete leahty very offensive now 
and then God help you, my man, with such a huge Brocken 
Spectie Olnmaeia, and a lot of cub chimaeras sucking at her 
I would not be m your shoes for something ^ 

Stei ling’s appreciation, when read now, rather seems 
to fall shoit of the truth than to exceed it But now 
is now, and then was then — and a man’s heart beats 
when he leains, for the first time, that a brother man 
admires and loves him If Carlyle was proud, he had 
no vanity, and he allowed no vanity to grow in him 
He set himself to his aiticle for Lockhart He sent for 
Citoyenne, which had lemamed till now with Mr 
Mai shall 

I go out to ride daily (he lepoited on Octobei 8), some- 
times m the Park, sometimes ovei the iivei, oi somewheie else 
into the countiy — sometimes I fall in with some other friend, 
also riding, and then it is quite cheerful to go trotting 
together through gieen lanes, fioni one open common, with 
its wlim-bushes and high tiees, to another My hoise is m 
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the best older, and does seem to do me good I will tiy it 
out, and see what good comes of it, dear though it be 

Journal 

October 23, 1839 — ^My riding keeps me sohtary It is 
all executed at calling houis , the hours I used to spend in 
visiting or wandeimg about the crowded thoroughfares, look- 
ing at the noisy and, to me matronal, inarticulate spectacle 
of the streets Gieen lanes, swift iiding, and solitude— how 
much moie dehghtful ^ Poi two hours every day I have 
almost an immunity fiom pam My poverty, contrasted 
with the expensiveness of iiding, makes me enjoy the thing 
more , joy on a basis of apprehension , thankfulness kept 
constantly ahve by the insecurity of the thing one is thankful 
for My health is not greatly, yet it is perceptibly, improved 
I have distinctly less pam in all houis Had I work to keep 
my heart at rest, I should be as well off as I have almost 
evei been Much sohtude is good for me here Society 
enough comes to me of its own accord Too much society 
is likely to sweep me along with it, evei and anon, that I, 
too, become a yarn lepeatei of its hearsays, and have no 
thought 01 knowledge of my own How did Goethe work ^ 
Oneshould get into a way of profitably occupymg every day, 
even in the vague, uncommanded, unhmited condition I 
now stand in Articles, reviews, have lost then chaim for 
me It seems a mere thieshing of dusty straw This last 
year, it is very strange, I have for the first time these twelve 
years — I may say m some measure the first time m my life— 
been^free, almost as free as other men perhaps are, from the 
bewildeimg terror of coming to actual want of money Very 
strange t a very considerable alleviation It now seems as if 
I actually might oalculate on contriving some way or other 
to make bread foi myself without begging it. 
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Under these conditions, and nding every day, Carlyle 
contrived to finish without fiet or fume the hypothetical 
article for the * Quarterly’ — for the ^Quarterly’ as had 
been proposed, yet, as it grew under his hand, he felt 
but too surely that in those pages it could find no 
place Could the Tory party five-and-forty years ago 
have accepted Carlyle for their prophet, they would 
not be where they are now Heat and motion, the men 
of science tell us, are modes of the same foice, which 
may take one form or the other, but not both at once 
So it IS with social greatness The Noble Lord may 
live in idleness and luxury, or he may have political 
power, but he must choose between them If he 
prefer the first, he will not keep the second Carlyle 
saw too plainly that for him in that quarter there would 
be no willing audience 

I have finished (he wrote, Novembei 8) a long review 
article, thick pamphlet, or little volume, entitled ^ Chartism ’ 
Lockhart has it, for it was partly promised to him , at least 
the refusal of it was, and that, I conjecture, will be all he 
will enjoy of it Such an article, equally astonishing to 
G-irondms, Eadicals, do-nothing Aristocrats, Conservatives, 
and unhehevmg dilettante Whigs, can hope foi no haiboui in 
any Review Lockhart refusing it, I mean to punt it at my 
own expense The thing has been in my head and heart these 
ten, some of it these twenty, yeais One is right glad to be 
dehvered of such a thing on any terms No sect m our day 
has made a wietcheder figuie than the Bentham Radical 
sect Nature abhors a vacuum — ^worthy old girl ^ SEe will 
not make a wretched, unsympathetic, scraggy Atheism and 
Egoism fiuitful in hei world, but answers to it — ‘Enough, 
thou scraggy Atheism ’ Go thy way, wilt thou ^ ’ 
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It proved as he expecced with the "Quarterly* 
Lockhart probably agieed with every word that Carlyle 
had wiitten, but to admit a lighted rocket of that kind 
into the Conseivative arsenal might have shattered the 
whole concern Lockhart " sent it back after a week, 
seemingly not without reluctance, saying he dared not * 
It was then shown to Mill, who was unexpectedly 
delighted with it The "Westminster Review’ was 

coming to an end Mxll was now willing to pubhsh 
Ghaitism ’ in his last number as " a kind of final shout, 
that he might sink like the Vengew with a broadside 
at the water’s edge’ Carlyle might have consented, 
but his wife, and his brother John, who was in Eng- 
land, insisted that the thing was too good for a fate 
so Ignoble The "Westminster Review’ was nothing 
to him, that he should sink along with it This was 
his own opinion too, which for Mill’s sake he had been 
ready to waive 

I (he said) offeied them this very thing two yeais ago, 
the blockheads, and they daied not let me write it then If 
they had taken iHoie of my counsel, they need not peihaps 
have been m a sinkmg state at present But they went 
then own way, and now then Review is to cease , and their 
whole beggarly unbeheving Radicalism may cease too, if it 
likes, and let us see whether theie be not a believmg Radical- 
ism possible In short, I thmk of publishing this piece, which 
I have called ‘ Ohaibism,’ about the pool, their rights and 
their wrongs, as a httle sepaiate book Fiaser will print it, 
halvmg the profits It may be out piobably the end of this 
month (December 1) 

The book was not long, the printers were expeditious, 
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and before the year was out ‘ Chartism ^ was added to 
the hst of Carlyle’s published works The sale was 
rapid, an edition of a thousand copies being sold im- 
mediately — and the large lump of leaven was thrown 
into the general trough to ferment there and work as 
it could ^ Meister,’ the most unhke it of all imaginable 
creations, was lepublished at the same time The 
collected ‘ Miscellanies ’ were also passing through the 
press 

It is stiange woik with me (he said) studymg these essays 
ovei agam Ten yeais of my life he stiangely written theie 
It IS I, and it IS not I, that wiote all that They are as I 
could make them among the peat bogs and other confusions 
It lather seems the people like them, m spite of all their 
ciabbedness 

‘ Chartism ’ was loudly noticed , * considerable review- 
ing, but very daft le vie wing’ Men wondered, how 
could they choose but wonder, when a writer of evident 
power stripped bare the social disease, told them that 
their remedies were quack remedies, and their progress 
was progress to dissolution ^ The Liberal journals, 
finding their ^ formulas ’ disbelieved in, clamoured that 
Carlyle was unorthodox, no Eadical, but a wolf in 
y* heep’s clothing Yet what he said was true, and could 
hot be denied to be true * They approve generally,’ he 
said, ^ but regret very much that I am a Tory Stranger 
Tory, in my opinion, has not been fallen in with* in 
these later generations ’ Again a few weeks later 
(Febiuary 11) ^The people are beginnijig to discover 
that I am not a Tory Ah, no ^ but one of the deepest, 
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though, perhaps the quietest, of all the Eadicals now 
extant in the world — a thing productive of small com- 
fort to several persons They have said, and they will 
say, and let them say ’ 

He, too, had had his say The burden on his soul 
which lay between him and other work had been thrown 
off Now was time to take up the Commonwealth in 
earnest , but other subjects were again rising between 
Carlyle and the Commonwealth One more, and this 
the final, course of lectures was to be delivered this 
spring , and it was to contain something of more conse- 
quence than its predecessors, something which he could 
wish to preserve By the side of Imssez-fmre and 
^ democracy ’ in politics there was growing up a popular 
philosophy analogous to it The civilisation of mankind, 
it was maintained (though Mr Buckle had not yet 
risen to throw the theory into shape), expanded natur- 
ally with the growth of knowledge Knowledge spread 
over the woild like light, and though great men, as 
they were called, might be a few inches taller than 
their fellows, '"and so catch the rays a few days or years 
before the rest, yet the rays did not come from them, 
but from the common source of increasing illumination 
Great men were not essentially superior to common 
men They were the creatures of their age, not the 
'‘reators of it, scarcely even its guides , and the course 
of things would have been very much the same if this 
or that person who had happened to become famous had 
never existed Such a view was flattering to the miHions 
who were to be invited to self-government It was the 
natural corollary of the theory that all men were equal 
and possessed an equal right to have their opinions re- 
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presented It was the exact opposite of the opinion of 
Carlyle, who held that the welfare of mankind depended 
more on viitue than on scientific discoveries , and that 
scientific discoveries themselves which were worth the 
name were achievable only by exceptional truthfulness 
and manhness The immense mass of men he believed 
to be poor creatures, poor m heart and poor in intellect, 
incapable of making any progress at all if left to their 
own devices, though with a natural loyalty, if not dis- 
tiacted into self-conceit, to those who were wiser and 
better than themselves Every advance which humanity 
had made was due to special individuals supremely 
gifted in mind and character, whom Providence sent 
among them at favoured epochs It was not true, then 
or ever, that men were equal They were infinitely 
unequal — ^unequal in intelligence, and still more un- 
equal m moial purpose So far from being able to 
guide or govern themselves, their one chance of im- 
pro\ement lay in their submitting to their natural 
superiors, either by their free will or else by compulsion 
This was the principle which he proposed^)© illustrate in 
a set of discourses upon ‘ Heroes and Hero-Worship ’ In 
the autumn he had been reading about the Arabs, 
which perhaps suggested the idea to him 

Journal 

October 1839 — ^Aaabian Tales by Lane , veiy pious 
No people so religious, except the English and Scotch 
Puiitans for a season Good man Mahomet, on the vhple , 
smcere , a fightei, not indeed with peifect tiiumph, yet with 
honest battle No mere sittei in the chimney-nook with 
theories of battle, such as youi oidinaiy ‘ perfect ' chaiacters 
aie The ‘ \em of anger ’ between his brows, beaming black 
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eyes, brown complexion, stout middle figure , fond of cheerful 
social talk — wish I knew Arabic Cromwell » How on eaifch 
could he be tieated ^ Begin to see hin at tunes m some 
measuie, even to like him and pity him Voyons / Is the 
diama altogether dead ? I fear so , foi mo at any late 

To John Cm lyle 

Chelsea Febiuary 27, 1840 

I am begmning seiiously to meditate my couise of lectures, 
and have e\en, oi seem to have, the p'lmordium of a subject 
m me, though not ‘ nameable ’ as yet , and the dmneis, louts, 
calleis, confusions inevitable to a certam length Ay de mil 
I wish I was far from it No health lies foi me in that for 
body 01 for soul WeKare, at least the absence of ill faie 
and semi-dehiium, is possible for me in sohtude only Soh 
tude indeed is sad as Q-olgotha, but it is not mad hke Bedlam 
Oh, the devil burn it I theie is no pleasing of you, strike 
wheie one will 

‘ The devil burn it, there is no pleasing of you ^ ' was 
the saying of an lush corporal who was flogging some ill- 
deserver Whether he hit him high or hit him low, 
the victim was equally dissatisfied Carlyle complained 
when alone, and complained when driven into the 
woild , dinner parties cost him his sleep, damaged his 
digestion, damaged his temper Yet when he went 
into society no one enjoyed it more or created more 
enjoyment The record of adventures of this kind 
alternates with groans over the consequent sufierings 
He was the keenest of observers, the game was not 
worth the candle to him, but he gathered out of it 
what he could ^Here is an account of a dinner at the 
Stanleys’ m Dover Street. 
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To John Oarlyle 

Chelsea March 17, 1840 

There, at the dear cost of a shatteied set of nerves and 
head set whirling foi the next eight-and-foity hours, I did 
see loids and lions — Loid Holland and Lady, Lord Horman- 
by, &c — ^and then, foi soiiee upstairs, Morpeth, Lansdowne, 
French G-uizot, the Queen of Beauty, &c Hay, Pickwick, too, 
was of the same dinnei party, though they do not seem to 
heed him ovei-much He is a fine little fellow — Boz, I 
thmk Clear blue, intelligent eyes, eyebiows that he aiches 
amazingly, laige piotrusive rather loose mouth, a face of 
most extreme mobility^ which he shuttles about — eyebiows, 
eyes, mouth and all — ^in a very smgular mannei while speak- 
ing Surmount this with a loose coil of common-coloured 
hair, and set it on a small compact figure, veiy small, and 
diessed a la D’Oisay lather than well — ^this is PickwicL 
For the rest a quiet, shrewd-lookmg, httle fellow, who seems 
to guess pietty well what he is and what others are Lady 
Holland is a biown-skmned, silent, sad, concentrated, proud 
old dame Her face, when you see it in piofile, has something 
of the falcon chaiactei, if a falcon’s bill were stiaight , and 
you see much of the white of hei eye Notable woid she 
spake none — sate like one wont to be obeyed and entei tamed 
Old Holland, whose legs are said to be almost turned to 
stone^ pleased me much A veiy laige, bald head, small, 
grey, mvmcible, composed-lookmg eyes, the immense tuft of 
an eyebrow which all the Foxes have, stiff upper lip, roomy 
mouth and chm, shoit, angiy, yet modest nose I saw theie 
a fine old Jarl — an honest, obstinate, candid, wholesomely 
limited, very effectual and estimable old man Of the lest I 
will not say a syllable, not even of the Queen of Beauty, who 
looked lather withered and unwelL 

Such scenes might amuse while they lasted, but 



tgo CARLYLBS LIFE IN LONDON 

shattered nerves for forty-eight hours were a heavy 
price to pay for them, and they brought no real 
pleasure To Mr Erskine he writes in the middle of 
it — 


Tune does not leconcile me to this immeasurable, soul- 
confusmg upioai of a hfe m London I meditate passionately 
many times to fly fiom it foi Me and sanity The sound of 
clear brooks, of woody solitudes, of sea-waves under summer 
suns , all this in one’s fancy here is too beautiful, like sad, 
foibidden fruit Cor vrreqm&tum est We will wait and see 

More really interesting were letters which came to 
him from strangers low and high, who were finding in 
his writings guidance through their own intellectual 
perplexities Dr Arnold, of Eugby, wrote that ^ since 
he had read the ‘‘ French Eevolution ” he had longed 
to become acquainted with its author He had found 
in that book an understanding of the true nature of 
history, such as it delighted his heart to meet witk 
The wisdom and eloquence of it was such a treasure to 
him as he had rarely met with, and was not often 
likely to meet with again’ A poor Paisley weaver 
thanked him, m a yet more welcome if ill-spelt missive 
for having taught him that ^ man does not hve by 
demonstration, but by faith The world had been to 
him for a long tune a deserted temple Carlyle’s 
writings had restored the significance of things to him, 
and his voice had been as the voice of a beneficent 
spmtual father ’ This was worthier homage than the 
flattering worship of London fnvolity which injured 
health and tenfper* 



UNREST 


P91 

March 30, 1840 — I pass my 'days under the abominable 
pressure of physical misery — ^a man foiled I mean to iide 
dihgently for thiee complete months, tiy faithfully whether 
m that way my msuppoi table burden and imprisonment 
cannot be alleviated into at least the old degree of en- 
durabihty And faihng that, I shall piay Grod to aid me 
in the requisite decisive measures, for positively my hfe is 
black and hateful to me Spent as I am foiced to spend it 
heie, I once for all must not and will not continue so I 
have serious thoughts of writing my lectuies down, then 
flaming about ovei both heinispheies with them (too hke a 
Cagliostroccio), to earn so much as will buy the smallest 
pecuhum of annuity, whereon to retiie into some hut by the 
seashoie, and there he qmet till my hour come 


‘ Physical misery ’ was not the worst, for it was an 
old faihng of Carlyle’s that when he was uncomfortable 
he could not keep it to himself, and made more of 
it than the reality justified Long before, when with 
the Bullers at IQnnaird, he had terrified his family 
with accounts of his tortures from dyspepsia, and had 
told them afterwards they should have known that 
when he cned ‘ murder ’ he was not always being killed 
His wife suffered perhaps more than he from colds and 
pains and sleeplessness, when her husband was dilating 
upon his own sorrows, he often forgot hers, or made 
them worse by woiry Chaimmg, witty, bnlhant, 
affectionately playful as she naturally was, she had ^a 
hot temper,’ as Carlyle had said, and a tongue, when 
she was angry, like a cat’s, which would take the skin 
off at a touch Here is a brief entry in Carlyle’s 
Journal significant of much* 
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Aprtl 28, 1840— Work rained for this day Impru 
dently expiessed complaints in the moinmg filled all the sky 
with clouds — ^portending grave issues ^ oi only mane ones ? 

I am sick and very miseiable I have kept riding foi the 
last two months My health seems haidly to impiove I have 
been throwing my lectnies upon papei — ^lectuies on Heioes 
I know not what will come of them In twelve days we 
shall see ‘ Miscellanies ’ out, and ^ Chartism ’ second thousand 
If I were a little healthier — ah me ^ all weie well 

Among such elements as these grew the magnificent 
addresses on great men and their import in this world 
Fine flowers will grow where the thorns are sharpest, 
and the cactus does not lose its prickles, though planted 
in the kindliest soil London did not suit Carlyle, but 
would any other place have suited him better ? 

Of the deliveiy of this course of lectures we have a 
more particular account than of the rest, for he wrote 
regularly, while they were proceeding, to his mother 
The first was on the Hero as God, Odin being the 
representative figure, 0dm, and not Another, for 
obvious reasons , but in this, as in everything, Carlyle 
was Norse to the heart 

To Mmgaret Carlyle, Scotsbng 


Cbelsea May 6, 1840 

Fust lecture off my hands I thought I should get some- 
thing hke the tenth part of my meaning unfolded to the 
good people, and I could not feel that I had got much more 
However they seemed content , sate silent, listening as if it 
had been gospel ^ I strive not to heed my own notions of the 
thmg, to keq> down the cmc&it and ambition of me, for that 
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IS ifc I was not m good tnm* I had awoke at My 
loom was consideiably fuller than ever befoie — the bonniest 
and brawest of people What more could the human mind 
lequire of such a business ^ I fancy, being once fairly into 
the subject, I shall do a thought better, peihaps, on Piiday, 
though Mahomet is not a veiy mtimate friend to any of us 
I vill make a book of it peihaps, and be hanged to 
them ^ What the ne^vspapeis say foi or against, or whether 
they say anything, appears to be of no consequence at all 
Ma^ 9 — I gave my second lectuie yesterday ^ to a larger 
audience than ever, and with all the success, or moie, that 
was necessary for me It was on Mahomet I had bishops 
and all kinds of people among my heaiers I gave them to 
knov that the poor Arab had points about him which it weie 
good foi all of them to mutate , that piobably they weie 
more of quacks than he , that, in short, it was altogether a new 
kind of thing they were hearing to-day The jjeople seemed 
greatly astonished and greatly pleased I vomited it forth 
on them like wild Annandale giapeshot They laughed, ap- 
plauded, &c In short. It was all right, and I suppose it was 
by much the best lectuie I shall have the luck to give this 
tune , for really it all depends on what we call luck I cannot 

say m the least whether my lectuie will be good or bad when 
I begin to dehvei it So fai it is well enough And now, 
alas f as the puce of a good lecture my nerves are thrown 
into such a flurry that I got httle sleep last night, and am 
all out of sorts to-day Two weeks moie and the soie 
business is done, and perhaps I shall nevei try it another 
time My audience is between two and three hundred 
and grew a great deal larger after the first lecture I ex- 
pect to deal 2m out of it That is the result, and next 
}cai I hope I may be able to dispense with that aid, since 
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it must be purchased with' such a tirnvee^ which I hke 
so ill 

The third and fourth lectures were on the Hero as 
Poet, Dante and Shakespeare being the representatives , 
and the Heio as Priest, with Luther and Knox 

May 20 — Fifth lectuie^ deliveied yesteiday Jane says, 
and indeed I lathei think it is true, that these last two 
lectuies aie among the best I evei gave (she says the very 
best, hut I do not think that) , and ceitainly they have not 
done me nearly so much mischief as the others weie wont 
I feel gieat pam and anxiety till I get them done on the day 
when they aie to be done , but no excessive shatteimg of 
myself to pieces in consequence of that The thing seems 
a thing I could learn to stand by-and-by Besides I am 
teUing the people matters that belong much more to myself 
this yeai, which is fai moie inteiesting to me I fancy my 
self to be peihaps offending this man to-day, and that man 
another day, but I say, ‘ No help for it, fiiendf you must 
just wait , see how it will turn, and adjust yom’selves , if ife 
do not turn we^J foi you, the story must be told,’ and so it 
goes along tolerably well 

May 23 —I got through the last lecture yesterday m 
veiy tolerable style,^ seemingly much to the satisfaction of 
all parties , and the people all expressed in a great variety 
of ways much vexy genuine-looking fiiendhness for me I 
contrived to tell them something about pool OiomweU, and 
I think to convince them that he was a great and true man, 
the valiant soldiei in England of what John Knox had 
pleached in Scotland In a woid, the people seemed agreed 


^ The Hero as Man of Letters 
* The Hero as King 
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that it was my best course of lectures, this And now you 
see I am handsomely through it, and ought to be very thank- 
ful I will not be m haste to thiow myself into such a 
tumble again It stus me all up into feiment, fiet, and con- 
fusion, such as I hate altogethei , and now that I have got 
some fi action of cash one way and another I can wait 
I will keep my hoise a wMe longei, deal as it is, and try a 
little fuifchei whethei theie is not some good use m it — ^woith 
25 shilimgs a week — ^yea or no 

To John Gao lyle 

Chelsea May 26, 1840 

The lecturing business went off with sufficient eclat The 
coiiise was geneially judged, and I lathei join theieini^y- 
sclf, to be the bad lest I have yet given On the last day — 
Friday last — I went to speak of Cromwell with a head full of 
avi , you know that wretched physical feehng , I had been 
concerned with dings, had awakened at five, &c It is absolute 
maiL>u Jom My tongue would hardly wag at all when I got 
done Yet the good people sate breathless, oi broke out mto 
all kinds of testimonies of good-will , seemjgd to like very 
much indeed the huge ragged image I gave them of a be- 
heving Calvinistic soldier and lefoimei ‘ Sun-cleai, nucleus 
of intellect and force and faith, in its wild circumambient 
element of darkness, hypochondriac misery and quasi-mad- 
ness, in direct communication once more with the innermost 
deep of things ’ In a word, we got right handsomely through 
My health is certainly, one would think, better than it 
was last year , at least, I have far more clearness, vigour of 
mind , but all secondary symptoms seem as bad as ever — ^want 
of sleep, &c I rush out into the sohtaiy woods and green 
places The air is odorous with blossoms , ^he sight reposes 
itself on a woild of bm’sting greenness Three times out in 

13—2 
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the Wimbledon region I have heaid the cuckoo almost with 
tears Thank G-od I feel as if there did he a little more in 
me, as if my continued hfe and misery was not for no 
purpose 

This was Carlyle’s last appearance on the platform 
He never spoke in public again till twenty-six years 
after, when he addressed the students in Edinburgh 
His better nature disapproved of these exhibitions 
Writing to Erskine, whb had wished to be present at 
this final course, he said — 

Let all that love me keep far away on occasions of that 
land I am in no case so soiiy for myself as when standing 
up there bewildered, distracted, nine-tenths of my pool 
faculty lost in tenor and wietchedness, a spectacle to men 
It IS my most ardent hope that this exhibition may be my 
last of such , that Necessity, with her bayonet at my back, 
may nevei again diive me up thithei, a creatuie moie fit foi 
utteimg himself in a flood of maiticulate teais than any 
othei way 

He had tl^ought, as has been seen, of repeating 
the experiment in America He knew well enough 
that if he resolutely tried he could succeed But to 
succeed he knew also that he would have to part with 
his natural modesty, the noblest part of him, as of 
every man He must part, too, with his love of truth 
The orator, in the rush and flow of words, cannot 
always speak truth, cannot even try to speak truth, 
for he speaks to an audience which reacts upon him, 
and he learns as he goes on to utter, not the facts as 
he knows them^to be, but the facts shaped and twisted 
to please his hearers He shut his ears therefore to 
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the treacherous siren, and turned back to his propei 
function The lectuies on Heroes were to be written 
out and made into a book This was the occupation 
which he had laid out for himself for the summer , 
and there was to be no change to the North till ^ this 
bit of work was accomplished ’ 

There was the usual relapse after the excitement, 
less extreme than in other years, but sufficient to call 
up his melancholy and morbid humour On June 3 he 
writes — 

I lode with Fonblanque of the ^ Exammei ’ one evening , 
rathei poor company I feel on the whole bettei alone No 
man noi body of men can do much for me, not if they would 
take all the tiouble m the woild Could the whole of them 
unwiap the baleful Nessus shut of peipetual pain and isola- 
tion in which I am lamed, embated, and swathed as in en- 
chantment till I quit this earth ? Not they Let them go 
their road Go thou also m God’s name ^ 

Occasionally there came a friend to him of a better 
type Under the same date he tells Ifts mother that 
Thirlwall had been in Cheyne Eow to have a talk and 
smoke with him — ‘the massive Cantabiigian Scholar 
and Sceptic,’ whom he had twice already fallen in with 
Thirlwall, after his difference with the authoiities at 
Cambiidge, was now on the eve of promotion to a 
bishopiic Carlyle was well acquainted with the con- 
dition of the ‘ massive scholar’s ’ thoughts on theological 
mysteries He told me that Thirlwall lay three nights 
awake when the see of St David’s was offered to him, 
considering whether he was fit for suck a place, or the 
place for him He did not himself approve of men 
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acting parts whicli were not natural to them How 
Thirlwall acted his part he had an opportunity of judging 
when he paid the bishop a visit at his palace The 
English Church will probably never again have a prelate 
of Thirlwall’s power or character, and I may mention 
here another small incident connected with his elevation 
to the bench Charles BuUer, who had known Thirlwall 
at Cambridge, told me that he among others had 
recommended him to Lord Melbourne * Yes,’ Mel- 
bourne said, ‘ but hang it ’ (the real word was stronger), 
* he is not orthodox in that preface to Schleiermacher ’ 
BuUer answered that he thought his friend sufficiently 
orthodox for the purpose They adjourned to Mel- 
bourne’s hbrary, and spent a morning over ‘ the Fathers,’ 
searching for precedents for Thirlwall’s opinions 

Other intruders in Cheyne Eow were treated with less 
respect , for instance — 

A wretched Dud called , member, I think, for , 

called one day with his wife, a dufcy httle Atheistic Eadical, 
hving seeminglj^ in a meie element of pretentious twaddle 

with and and the hteraiy vapidities of his day 

Jane says I treated him inhumanly, as a bulldog might 
some lU-favouied mesBin^ for my nerves were shatteied 
asunder by a gallop m the wind The table lay coveied for 

dinnei, and took to aiguing about the Copyright Bill 

One day theie stepped in a very cuiious httle fellow, Dr 
Thomas Munay,^ whom you lecollect without the Doctor, as 
of Edmbuigh and Literary Galloway There is haidly any 
change m the httle man Worldly, egoistic, small, vam, a 

' Carlyle’s early friend and coi respondent See Forty Years of Car^ 
lyle's Lz/e, &c , vol i p 37 



UNREST 


199 


poor grub m whom perhaps was still some remnant of better 
mstmcts, whom one could not look at without impressive 
remmiscences He did not comeback to me, nor did I want 
it, though I asked him 

Shortly after Carlyle went to a party at the Hud’s 
whom he had handled so roughly, perhaps to make up 
for his rudeness 

O’Connell, Bowring, Hickson, Southwood Smith— pinch- 
beck people all, what I called a literaiy pohtical swell-mob 
O’Connell is beginning to look veiy old There was a cele- 
biated Florentine, Signora Yespucci, there, veiy dashmg m 
tuiban and stage-tragicahties, but she spoke only French, 
and I declined domg more than look The eaith has bubbles 

He was sadly wearied with London and its ways, and 
with himself most of all 

June 15, 1840 — ^My soul longs extremely to live altogether 
m the countiy again, and yet there, too, I should not be weU 
I shall never be other than lU, weaned, sickhearted, heavy- 
laden, till once we get to the final rest, I think God is good 
I am a pool poltroon to complain Hmneis I avoid as the 
very devil ‘What’s ta use on ’em?^’ What aie loids 
coming to call on one and fill one’s head with whims ^ They 
ask you to go among champagne, bright glitter, semi- 
poisonous excitements which you do not like even for the 
moment, and you are sick foi a week aftei As old Tom 
White said of whisky, ‘ Keep it — ^Deevil a ever I’se better 
than when there’s no a drop on’t 1 ’ my weam ’ So say I of 
dinner popularity, loids and homsm— K^ep it , give it to 
those that like it 
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The slightly happier side appears in a letter of the 
same date to his sister — 

I stay here because I am here, and see not on the whole 
where I could get foiwaid with my woik much bettei The 
heat has nevei yet afflicted me much The hoise is of con- 
sideiable use, caiiies me out into the cleai afternoon air 
The blight greenness of the woild shows me how like Ely- 
sium it IS Alas ’ I know well if I weie there daily and 
always, I should care httle for it Except on compulsion, I 
go little into the town, call on nobody theie They can come 
heie if they want me , if not I shall like it still better Our 

old wooden Batteisea bndge takes me over the nvei , in ten 
minutes’ swift tiottmg I am faiily away fiom the monstei 
and its bucks All hes behind me hke an enormous woild- 
pfluister^ infinite potter’s furnace, sea of smoke, with 
steeples, domes, gilt ciosses, high black aichitectuie swimming 
in it, really beautiful to look at from some knoll-top vhile 
the sun shmes on it I ply away, away, some half-dozen 
miles out The monstei is then qmte buried, its smoke 
rising like a great dusky-colouied mountain melting into the 
mfimte cleai sky^ All is gieen, musical, bright One feels 
that it is God’s woild this , and not an infinite Cockneydom 
of stoor and din aftei all 


In the midst of his work he was still pushing forward 
the London Library On June 24, a meeting was held 
at the freemasons’ Tavern Lord Eliot was in the 
chan , Lords Montague, Howick, and Lyttelton — Mil- 
man, Milnes, Comewall Lewis, John Forster, Helps, 
Bulwer, Gladstone, James Spedding, George Venables 
— all men who were then in the first rank, or afterwards 
rose into it, were gathered together by Carlyle’s efforts 
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Thirlwall waimly mtei ested himself Cailyle represented 
that, of the innumerable evils of England, ^ there was no 
remediable worse one than its condition as to books/ ' a 
condition woithiei of Dahomey than of England ’ He 
could bear his mournful testimony that he never, in his 
whole life, had for one month complete access to books 
— such access as he would have had in Germany, in 
France, or anywhere else m the civihsed earth Books 
were written, not for rich men, but for all men Every 
human being had by the nature of the case a T%g]}i to 
hear what othei wise human beings had spoken to him 
It was one of the rights of man, and a cruel injustice if 
denied 

The defect grew out of the condition of the English 
mind England hitherto had supposed that the Bible 
had contained everything which it was indispensable 
for man to know , and Bibles were within the reach of 
the humblest But England was growing, growing it 
knew not into what, but visibly needing further help 
The meeting agreed unanimously that a libiary should 
be established Subscription lists were^ opened and 
swiftly filled Competent persons were chosen to collect 
books, a house was pui chased The thing was done, 
and done most admirably, yet Cailyle himself remained 
miserable as ever * Alas ^ ’ he wrote on July 3, ' I get 
so dyspeptical, melancholic, half mad in the London 
summer all courage to do anything but hold my peace 
fades away, I dwindle into the pusillanimity of the 
ninth part of a tailor, feel as if I had nothing I could 
do but die m my hole like a poisoned rat ” ’ It was 
true, indeed, that he had a special reason for lamenta- 
tion at that particular moment He had been summoned 
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to serve as a special juryman at Westminster He ap- 
pealed to Buller to deliver him BuHer told him there 
w(m a way of escape if he liked to use it — * he could 
be registered as a Dissenting preacher ’ He had to go, 
and the worst of it was he had to go for nothing, and 
the futility was a text for fresh indignation 

To John Carlyle 

Chelsea July 1, 1840 

These three days I have been kept in quite special annoy- 
ance by two summonses to go up to Westminster and serve 
as a special juryman, in two different courts — both at once, 
too Is not that a pecuhar beauty ^ The whole aspect of the 
thmg, the maddest-lookmg stew of hes, and dust, and foul 
breath, fills me with despair I attended two days, neither 
of my cases commg on I inquiied of all persons what I 
had to do oi look for — vain Theie was no gleam of day- 
hght m it for me, not so much as a seat to sit down upon 
At length I followed the best of nature, and came quietly 
away, out of the place which I could undeistand nothing of, 
except that I y^as very sick and miserable m it, detenmned 
to let nature and accident work out an issue in it which I 
could undeistand They have a power, it seems, of finmg 
me to the extent of 100^ , but are not hke to do it The 
world I hve in is too mad, and I am not patient enough of 
its madness My soul is sick of it, impatient of it, con- 
temptuous of it, desumg oi expecting nothmg more m 
geneial than to be well out of it, with my work well done 
This latter is an important point , thank God ^ it glows to 
seem to me even more impoitant 

If destiny ip the shape of officials afflicted with one 
hand, it sometimes brought anodynes in the other One 
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evening when he came home from his walk, he found 
Tennyson sitting with Mrs Carlyle in the garden, 
smoking comfortably He admired and almost loved 
Tennyson He says — 

A fine, large-featuied, dim-eyed, bionze-coloured, shaggy- 
headed man is Alfred , dusty, smoky, fiee and easy, who 
swims outwaidly and inwaidly with gieat composure in an 
marticulate element of tianqml chaos and tobacco smoke 
Great now and then when he does emeige — a most lestfnl, 
brotherly, solid-hearted man 

Such a visit was the best of medicine 

July 15 — My health (he writes) contmues veiy uncertain, 
my spirits fiuctuating between lestless fiutter of a make- 
beheve satisfaction, and the stillness of avowed misei7, which 
latter I have giown by long practice to think almost the 
moie suppoitable state The meaning, I suppose, is that 
my nervous system is altogether weak, excitable — ^the nervous 
system and whatsoevei depends on that 

Innocent affectionate letters came from Scotsbrig 
To Thomas Carlyle 

Scotsbrig July 19, 1840 

My dear Son, — I received youi letter and was very glad 
to see it, and lieai that you weie in yom usual way — ^we are 
gomg on in our old way We got httle good of the sea, 
the weathei was so cold I saw Maiy, however, and Jean 
was at Mary’s also when I was there — ^aU weU, James and the 
children 

Oh, have we not great reason of thankfulness to the 
Giver of aU good ^ It was oui sacrament last Sabbath, and 
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many good thmgs we heard, could we put them m piactice , 
but of omselyes we can do nothing May the Good Shepheid 
watch over us, and enable us to peiform oui vows made to 
Him I He will keep them in peifect peace whose mind is 
stayed on Him For ever blessed is His name, and let all 
the people say Amen and Amen I 

I heal you aie veiy busy with your lectures I wish you 
speedily and well through with them, and healthy in soul 
and body I still hope to see you, if we aie spared, this 
summer 

The veathei heie is at present very stormy and wet, 
but it IS no wonder if we have unfruitful seasons, for we are 
a people laden with imquity, hke Israel of old When God’s 
judgments are abroad, we, the inhabitants of eaith, should 
learn iighteousness May God enable us so to do, and to 
His name be all the piaise I 

Now, Tom, I am much giatified with youi attention in 
wilting so to me Beheve me I would also, if I could write 
Give my kindest love to youi deaiest 

Your own mother, 

MAO 

He could not be wholly sufiFocated with the London 
miasma, when so fragrant a breath of pure air could 
blow in upon him The summer number of the * Edin- 
burgh Eeview ’ was announced He had heard that he 
was to be ^ annihilated,’ and that Macaulay was to be 
the executioner — the real writer was Heiman Men vale 
— ^and it was under this false impression that he re- 
marked on the article when he read it. 

To John Carlyle^ 

Chelsea July 24, 1840 

Macaulay’s article is not so bad , on the whole, rathei 
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interesting to me, and flatteiing rathei than otheiwise 
^ See,’ I said to Jane, ^ we have pioduced an effect even on 
Whiggeiy, awakened an appetite under the iibs of death ’ 
^ Awakened an indigestion,’ she answeied That leally it is 
One thing stiuck me much in this Macaulay, his theory of 
Libeial government He consideis Eefoim to mean a judi- 
cious combining of those that have any money to keep down 
those that have none ‘ Hungei ’ among the great mass is 
trremediabU^ he says That the pigs he taught to die without 
squealing] theie is the sole improvement possible accoidmg 
to him Did Whiggeiy ever expiess itself in a more damnable 
mannei ^ He and I get our contioveisy rendered altogether 
precise in this way 

His theory of Dumouriez’s campaign is also altogethei 
amazing fiom a man of any judgment — ^Whiggish to the 
backbone And, lastly, Eobespieiie’s Etre Supreme being a 
religion of the same sort as that of Cromwell — oh Babmgton, 
what a cant ’ Didst thou evei see a cant in this woild ? 
Ho — a man m a jaundice never sees the colour yellow At 
bottom, this Macaulay is bub a poor cieatuie with his dic- 
tionary hteiatuie and erudition, his saloon arrogance He 
has no vision m him He will neithei see noi do any great 
thing, but be a pool Holland House unbehevei , with spectacles 
mstead of eyes, to the end of him 

He was undeceived about the authorship of this 
article 'I was heartily glad to hear this,’ he said, 
^ of Macaulay I have still considerable hopes ’ The 
^Quarterly’ had also an article, the writer being 
William Sewell, a High Church leader on his own 
account, and then a rising star in the Oxford world 
Men vale had been ponderous and politico-economic, 
Sewell was astonishing, as indeed the whole Oxford 
movement was, to Carlyle 
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Did you (he wrote to Scerhng), m the course of your 
histoiical inquiiies, evei fall in with any phenomenon 
adequately compaiable to Puseyism ^ The Chuich of England 
stood long upon hei tithes and her decencies , but now she 
takes to shouting in the maiket-place, ‘ My tithes are nothing, 
my decencies aie nothmg , I am eithei miiaculous celestial 
or else nothing’ It is to me the fatallest symptom of 
speedy change she ever exhibited What an alternative ^ 
Men will soon see whether you aie miiaculous celestial or 
not Were a pair of breeches ever hnown to beget a son ^ 

Eeputation m America brought visitors to Cheyne 
Eow fiom that country — a young, unnamed Boston 
lady, among others, whom he called a ‘diseased 
rosebud ’ Happily America yielded something else 
than ‘sweet sensibility’ It yielded handsome sums 
of money, and, before the summer was over, he had 
received from that quartei as much as 400Z There 
was an honourable sense across the Atlantic that, 
although novelists &c might be fair prey, Carlyle 
ought to be treated honestly About money there was 
no more anxiety 

Avgmt 1, 1840 — I am not likely (he could say) to be in 
want of cash, foi any time visible yet Much cash, I feel 
often, would do me no good I begin to glow more and 
more quiescent The rule of heeding no hearsay of otheis, 
but minding more and more exclusively what I do like or 
dislike, what is leally important foi me or not for me, shows 
many things in a new light I find m the British Empiie 
astonishingly little that it would do me essential benefit to 
have I sit m a sort of mournful mexpugnable acquiescence, 
and look at the^ green and paved world, leally not very 
covetous of anythmg connected with the one or the other. 
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It was now August The ’Lectures on Heroes were 
by this time nearly written out He had taken no 
holiday , but, as the end was now in sight, he allowed 
himself a week’s riding tour m Sussex on ‘ Oitoyenne ’ 
Hmstmonceaux and Julius Hare’s parsonage was the 
furthest point which he reached, returning without 
misadventure by Tunbridge and Sevenoaks He rode 
better than his loose seat seemed to promise Mrs 
Carlyle described to us, some years after, in her 
husband’s presence, his setting out on this expedition , 
she drew him in her finest style of mockery — his cloak, 
his knapsack, his broad-hnmmed hat, his preparation 
of pipes, &c — comparing him to Dr Syntax He 
laughed as loud as any of us it was impossible not to 
laugh , but it struck me, even then, that the wit, how- 
ever brilliant, was rather untendei On August 23 , 
late in the afternoon, he had substantially finished his 
work, and he went out, as he always did on these 
occasions, to compose himself by a walk 

To John Carlyle 

Chelsea August 23, 1840 

The tea was up before I could stir fiom the spot It was 
towaids sunset when I first got into the aii, with the feeling of 
a finished man — ^finished in moie than one sense Avoidmg 
ciowds and highw^ays, I went along Batteisea Budge, and 
thence by a wondious path across cow fields, mud ditches, 
nvei embankments, over a waste expanse of what attempted 
to pass for country, wondious enough m the daikening 
dusk, especially as I had never been theie befoie, and the 
very road was unceitain I had left my watch and my puise 
I had a good stick m my hand Boat peop?e sate dimkmg 
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about the Eed House, steamers snorting about the nver, 
each with a lantern at its nose Old women sate m strange 
old cottages trimming their evening fire Bewildexed- 
looking mysterious coke furnaces (with a veiy bad smell) 
glowed at one place, I know not why Windmills stood 
silent Blackguards, impropei females, and miscellanii 
saunteied, harmless all Chelsea lights burnt many-hued, 
blight over the water m the distance — ^under the gieat sky 
of silvei, undei the gieat still twilight So I wandered full 
of thoughts, or of things I could not think 

Euskin himself, when working most deliberately, 
never drew a more exquisite picture in words than this 
unstudied reflection of a passing experience In such 
mood the lectures were completed, and, as usual, 
Carlyle was entirely dissatisfied with them 

Nothing (he said) which I have evei written pleases me so 
lU They have nothmg mw^ nothing that to me is not old 
The style of them lequiies to be low-pitched, as hke talk 
as possible The whole business seems to me wearisome 
triviahty, yet Jboilsome to pioduce, which I would like to 
thiow into the" fire , some ten days more will get me to the 
end of it Ah me * I sometimes feel as if I had lost the art 
of wilting altogethei , as if I were a dumb man, whose 
thought could not so much as uttei itself on paper now, not 
to speak of utteiance by action I do lead a most self- 
secluded, entuely lonesome existence ‘ How is Each so lonely 
m the wide gia\e of the All ^ ’ says Richter Jane comes 
here to take me out to walk Adieu 

The hope had clung to him of being still able to go to 
Scotland in the early autumn John Carlyle was there 
at this time— an additional attraction His plan had 
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been ^to take shipping, to^'find again there was an 
everlasting fresh sea water, rivers, mountains, simple 
peacefg .1 men , that God’s universe was not an accursed, 
dusty, deafening distraction of a cockneydom ’ But 
the weather broke up early this season, and he found 
that he must stay where he was 

To John Carlyle 

Chelsea September 11, 1840 

On Monday last I was on the point of setting out, detained 
only by some washings of apparel and the like for a day or 
two At that time my favourite speculation was thiongh 
Liverpool towaids Ardiossan, fiom which pomt I might ac- 
complish a vaiiety of tiavel — see my good mothei beyond 
and before all But the weather giew lainy, cold , I myself 
was bilious, heaitless, and foilom I summed up all the 
smashing and exaspeiation a pool sleepless cieatme might 
count on m short days, long fiosty nights After sad silent 
meditation and computation, I have come to the result that 
actually h&re is the place wheiein prudence bids me contmue 
The heat is quite out of the weathei I have books heie 
sohtude here My one sole palhative 01 i^edy is sittmg 
still , which, why should I not do here fiist of all It gives 
me a right soie heart, but so I decide I can’t get out I 
have taken to the leadmg of things needful, to solitaiy walks, ^ 
avoiding the pestiferous wen where my life is gaoled for 
these years I take mostly to the lanes and fields, such as 
they are, ‘ gneving by the shore of the mothei of dead dogs ’ 
So stands it with me I lament, above all, about my dear 
mother , but that also I must beai When I go to her, she 
IS old and weak , I am sick, sleepless, driven half mad It 

^ Citoyenne bad been given up after the Sussex as too great an 
expense 

von» I 
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IS better that I stay here and have beautiful sonow lather 
than ugly I had a letter fiom hei own good hand this 
morning I could have w^t over it , but there was no good 
in that 

In return foi all these disappointments, I calculate all 
the more intensely that, if God spaie me alive, I will spend 
the whole of next summer m the country, I — ^though I 
should even go to hve at Puttock again foi that purpose I 
will stay in the peaceable country till I really want to come 
back to this, at piesent, abhorred tumult I calculate that 
T shall be wiitmg another book then, that it will be much 
easiei to wiite anywhere than here I am bound to save all 
the money I can, to effect this object You would laugh, 
not peihaps with much rrnrth^ if you knew aU the schemes 
I turn over in my head foi attammg this unattainable bless- 
ing All countiy in this neighbourhood is mgh unbearable 
to me, defaced with green paint, cockneyism, dust and dm, 
an abominable apmg of country I want to be f ai off, sohtary, 
by the shore of the sea I must have a cheap country, too 
I should wish to be withm a day’s journey of my mothei I 
have thought of the Northumberland coast , I have thought 
of the Isle of Man We shall think yet moie about it , but 
if m silence, all the better 

Meanwhile, thank God! I have again some notions 
towards wiitmg a book — ^let us see what comes of that It 
IS the one use of living, foi me Enough to-day, deal 
Jack , write to me what you are about, and continue loving 
me 

Yours ever, 

T Oablyle 

The book that was to be written was * Cromwell ’ 

I have got lately, not till very lately (he tells Mr Erskine), 
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fco fancy that I see in Oiomwell one of the gieatest tiagic 
souls we have evei had in this kindied of ours The mattei 
IS Past , but it is among the gieat things of the Past, which, 
seen or unseen, never fade away out of the Piesent 

Such an image he desired to draw, and to do it 
properly he had begun to wish passionately to have 
done with London, and live somewhere by the sea 

My heart (he said) sometimes struggles with a kind of 
convulsive eagerness towards that gieat piesence All arti- 
culate speech seems but a mockery of what one means The 
everlasting Ocean voice, piophesymg of Eteimty, coming 
hithei fiom Eternity, one thinks even bettei foi one 

He would have gone, and London would have known 
him no more, except for Mrs Carlyle, who knew that 
he would be restless anywhere He himself partly felt 
that she might be right ^ Sick children,’ he admitted, 
* who long now for this, now foi that, are not well off 
anywhere The thing they so want, I suppose, is to 
get to sleep well on their mother’s bosoia ’ 

Money, at any rate, was to be saved for the next 
summer’s migration, yet the anxiety to save it did 
not prevent Carlyle from calculating how much the 
abandoned visit to Scotland would have cost, and send- 
ing part of it to his mother to buy winter clothing 

It would aU have been spent (he said) before I could have 
got up to you by the cheapest way , and now I fancy you all 
wintei, well wrajpt ujp on the produce of that I know you 
do not need it — ^thank Heaven you do not ^ — ^but from me it 
will have a paiticular gusto, nevertheless "felet youiself over 

14—2 



2 i 5 CARLYLES LIFE IN LONDON 

and above, dear mothei, something you wished to get— a httle 
keg of beer , a httle this, a httle tliat Stu yomself about 
moie at ease than you would have done It will be my 
gieatest luxuiy 

Thus, when the winter set in, Carlyle was still at 
home, deep in Commonwealth tracts and history It 
was stiff work, he did not find he could make great 
progress in this new enterprise ‘His interest in it 
even threatened sometimes to declme and die He 
found it ‘ not a tenth part such a subject as the “ French 
Revolution,” nor could the art of man ever make such 
a book out of it ’ 

We must hold on (he said) One dieadful onoumstance is 
that the books, without exception, the documents, &c , one 
has to lead, are of a dulness to threaten looked jaw I never 
read such jumbhng, drowsy, endless stupidities Seventhly 
and lastly ! Yet I say to myself, a great man does he buried 
under this waste continent of cmdeis, and a great action 
Canst thou not nnbuiy them, present them visible, and so 
help, as it were^m the cieation of them ? 

Again — 

November 16, 1840 —My leadmg goes on my stupidity 
seems to mciease with it more and more I get to see that 
no history m the stiict sense can be made of that unspeak- 
able puddle of a tune, aU covered up with things entirely 
obsolete to us— a Golgotha of dead dogs But some kmd of 
a book can be made That we aie still looking to 

And agam — 

November 26 —My reading progresses with or without 
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fixed hope I struggled througlT the ‘ Eikon Basilike ’ yester- 
day, one of the paltiiest pieces of vapid, shovel-hatted, 
clear-starched, immaculate falsity and cant I have evei read 
It is to me an amazement how any moital could ever have 
taken that foi a genuine book of Eing Chailes’s Nothing 
but a surpliced Pharisee, sitting at his ease afai off, could 
have got up such a set of meditations It got Paison 
G-auden a bishopric It lemains as an offence to all 
genuine men — a small minoiity still — foi some time yet 
The miting of that book, if I ever wiite it, will be consider- 
ably the haidest feat I have attempted hithei to Last night, 
gieatly against wont, I went out to dine with Eogeis, Mil- 
man, Babbage, Pickwick, Lyell the geologist, &o, with 
sundiy mdiffcient-favoured women A dull evening, not 
woith awakening for at foui in the morning, with the dance 
of all the devils lound you Babbage continues eminently 
unpleasant to me, with his frog mouth and viper eyes, with 
his hide-bound, wooden iiony, and the acndest egotism look- 
ing thiough it Eogeis is still biisk, couiteous, kmdly- 
affectioned — a good old man, pathetic to look upon On 
Sunday I walked thiee houis out Hanow-waid thiough the 
fields A gieat deal of sohtude I find indi^ensable foi my 
health of mind The geneiahty of men have no sinceiityin 
then speech, no sense 01 piofit in it You are better listen- 
ing to the inarticulate winds, legulatmg if possible the dog- 
kennel of your own heart 

Finally, Carlyle thus winds up the year 1840 — 
Journal 

December 26 — EWorld all lymg bound in frost, sheeted in 
snow and iime Yenomous cold Jane bettei than usual this 
wmtei Yesteiday a long walk with MiU, otherwise entirely 
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lonely The stillest Christmas a man could spend Evening 
passed m leading Whitelocke I did not go to Scotland or 
anywhithei in autumn My lectuies, written out since the 
end of August, he heie still unpublished Saundeis & Ottley 
offer me 50Z for an edition of 750 Munificent ^ Fiasei, 
consulted by my wife, did not definitely offer any cash at all, 
I think Foi a famous man, my booksellei’s economics seem 
smgular enough Yet what of economics ? I happily do 
not need cash at present If cash were my object in wilting, 
I had made the lamentablest business of it Foi these lec- 
tuies I wanted any inward monition to publish Outwaid 
theie was none but a 50Z — ^rathei weakish And yet some 
inward monition, difficult to distinguish cleaily fiom a meie 
piurient love of feehng myself busy, of hearing myself talk 
(cavendum), does begin to manifest itself at times Perhaps 
we shall prmt after all bef oie long Not of much impoi tance 
either way Reviews by Whig, Tory, by ‘ Deux Mondes ’ 
— ^plenty of reviewing What is fai better, I begin to get 
ahve again I So much vitality lecoveied that I feel once 
more how miseiable it is to be idle Aftei all I have seen 
and undergone heie, flatteiies, prospects, &c , I feel that the 
one fehcity of ijiy existence is that of worloing at my trade^ 
working with oi without lewaid All life otheiwise weie a 
failure to me, a horiid incoherence m which theie was no 
meaning or lesult To woik then ^ I often long to be m 
the country agam , at Puttock again, that I might work and 
nothing else but woik Had not my wife opposed, I should 
probably have returned thither before now Unlucky or 
lucky ? One never knows In sick seasons this piactical 
question, hitherto insoluble for doubt, returns always on me 
m a most agitating, uncomfoitable manner Know thy own 
mmdl I am suie to be sick everywhere I am a little 
sicker here, and jio thoroughly dislike the mud, smoke, dmt, 
and tumult of this place Whexem, however, is decidedly a 
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kind of possible, an actual association with my fellow-crea- 
tures, nev&r granted elsewhere Solitude would increase, 
perhaps twofold or more, my power of working Shall I go, 
carrying and dragging all along with me into sohtude^ 
Alas ^ it is a dreary, desolate matter, go or stay My one 
hope and thought for most pait is that very shortly it will 
all be over, my veiy sore existence ended in the bosom of 
the Giver of it— at lest somehow Thmgs might be written 
heie which it is considerably better not to write As I hve, 
and have long lived, death and Hades differ httle to me 
from the earth and life The human figure I meet is wild, 
wondrous, ghastly to me, almost as if it were a spectre and I 
a spectre — Taisons 

Oliver Cromwell will not prosper with me at all I 
began reading about that subject some foui months ago I 
learn almost nothing by reading, yet cannot as yet heartily 
begm to write Nothmg on paper yet I know not wheie 
to begm I have not yet got through the veil, got mto 
genume sympathy with the thmg It is ungainly m the 
highest degree , yet I am loth to quit it In our whole 
Enghsh history theie is surely nothmg as great If one 
can dehneate anything of England, then this thing Heaven 
guide me I Veiily one has need of Heaveifs guidance 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

AD 1840-1 MX 45-46 

Preparation for ‘ Ciomwell ’ — Nervous irritability— A 3 iiry trial— Visit 
to Frvston— Siiminer on the Solway — ^Return to London and woik — 
Difficulties in the way — Offer of a professorship — Declined 


Mrs Carlyle, writing at the end of 1840, says of the 
state of things in Cheyne Row ^Carlyle is reading 
voraciously preparatory to writing a new book For 
the rest he growls away much m the old style But 
one gets to feel a certain indifference to his growling , 
if one did not, it would be the woise for one ’ 

He well knew his infirmities, and wished and meant 
to mend them ‘ Think not hardly of me, dear Jeannie,’ 
he himself wiote to her a few months later 

In the mutucfi misery we often are in, we do not know 
how dear we are to one another By the help of Heaven, 
I shall get a little bettei, and somewhat of it shall abate 
Last night, at dinner, Richaid Milnes made them all laugh 
with a saying of youis ^ When the wife has influenza, it is 
a slight cold — ^when the man has it, it is, &c &c * 

No one can be surprised that she objected to being 
taken back to the * desert ’ She, though she enjoyed 
London, would have cheerfully gone with him, would 
herself have urged his going, back to the moors, if he 
could have found real peace there But she knew, and 
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he knew too, that he could not fly from his shadow , 
that the cause of his restlessness was not in London, 
but in himself 

How often (he wiote to Steiling) do I, poor wretch, 
from amid this inane whiilpool which seems to be grinding 
my life to pieces, cry aloud for a hut m the wilderness, with 
fields lound me and sky over me, that on any teims, consis- 
tent with life at all, I might be allowed to hve theie * Nay, 
pel haps, I shall vmly fly to Ora%gen;puttoch again hefore 
lojig Yet I know what solitude is, and impiisonment 
among black cattle and peat bogs The tiuth is, we are 
nevei light as we aie ‘ Oh, the devil bum it ^ ’ said the Irish 
diummci flogging his countiyman, ‘theie’s no pleasing of 
you, strike wheie one will ’ 

He was fond of this story of the Irish corporal 
or drummer, feeling perhaps how well it fitted him 
One asks with wonder why he found existence (such 
as it had become to him) so mtoleiable, why he 
seemed to suffer so much moie under the small ills of 
life than when he had to face real troubles in his first 
years in London He was now successful far beyond 
his hopes The fashionable world admired and flat- 
tered him The cleveiest men had recognised his 
genius, and accepted him as their equal or superior 
He was listened to with respect by all , and, far more 
valuable to him, he was believed m by a fast-increas- 
ing circle as a deal and honoured teacher His 
money anxieties were over If his liver occasionally 
troubled him, livers trouble most of us as we advance 
in life, and his actual constitution was a great deal 
stronger than that of ordinary men As to outward 
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annoyances, the world is~ so made that there will be 
such things, but they do not destroy the peace of our 
lives Foolish people intrude upon us Official people 
force us to do many things which we do not want to 
do, from sitting on juries to payment of rates and 
taxes We express our opinion on such nuisances 
perhaps with imprecatory emphasis, but we bear them 
and forget them Why could not Carlyle, with fame 
and honour and troops of friends, and the gates of 
a great career flung open before him, and a great 
intellect and a conscience unharassed by a single act 
which he need regret, bear and forget too ? Why, in- 
deed^ The only answer is that Carlyle was Carlyle, 
and a man to whom the figures he met in the streets 
looked suddenly like spectres, who felt like a spectre 
himself, and in the green flowery earth, with the sky 
bending over it, could see ‘ Tartarus and the gloomy 
realms of Dis,’ was not to be expected to think and act 
like any other human being 

It was true that, if occasion required, he could think 
and act like p- very shrewd and practical human being 
He has already alluded wrathfully to the being 
summoned to serve on juries He was called upon 
again at the beginning of this year, and as the ex- 
perience was a curious one, and as he often spoke of it, 
I give the letter in which he tells the story 

To Margaret Carlyle^ 8cotBbr%g. 

Chelsea February 18, 1841 

I had been summoned again under unheard-of penalties 
to attend a jury trial about Patent India-iubber Cotton- 
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cards Two people from Maifchestei had a contioversy 
whose was the invention of the said cards It had cost them 
peihaps 10,000? , this controversy 01 law suit There were 
150 witnesses summoned from all parts of England and 
Scotland It had been left unfinished last term That was the 
reason of the unlicard-of penalties for us jurymen, that they 
might not be obliged to begin at the begmnmg again The 
same twelve men did all assemble We sat foi two endless 
days till daik night each day About eight o’clock at night 
on the second day we imagined it was done, and we had only 
to speak our verdict But, lo and behold ^ one of the juiy 
stood out We weie eleven for the plaintiff, and one the 
other way who would not yield The judge told us we must 
withdraw, thiough passages and stans up and down into a 
little stone cell with twelve old chaus in it, one candle, and 
no meat, dunk, or fire Conceive oui humour Not a par- 
ticle of dinnei, neives worn out, &c The lefiactoiy man — 
a thickset, flat-headed sack — erected himself in his chair and 
said, ^ I am one of the firmest-minded men m England I 
know this room pretty well I have starved out three juiies 
here alieady ’ Eeasonmg, demonstiation, was of no use at 
all They began to suspect he had been bribed He looked 
really at one time as if he would keep us till half-past nine 
m the morning, and then get us dismissed, the whole tiial 
to begin again One leally could not help laughing, though 
one had a notion to kill the hash *• Do not aigue with 
him,’ I said ‘ Flatter him Don’t you see he has the obsti- 
nacy of a boar and little more sense m that head of his than 
in a Swedish turmp ? ’ It was a head all cheeks, jaw, and no 
brow, of shape somewhat hke a gieat ball of putty dropped 
from a height I set to woik upon him , ^ we all set to 

* As Carlyle told the story to me, the man had settled himself down 
in a dark corner of the room, there meaning to stayj^ut the night 
Carlyle sat down beside him, congiatulated him on being a man of 



CARLVLE^S LIFE IN LONDON 


work, and in about an hour §.ftei our ‘ withdiawal ’ the SasA, 
I pulling him by the aim, was got stirred from his chan — 
one of the gladdest moments I had seen foi a month — and 
in a few instants moie we were all rejoicing on oui load 
home In my life I have seen nothmg moie absuid I 
reflected, however, that really perhaps I had contiibuted to 
get justice done , that, had I not been there, it was very 
possible they would have quaiielled with their ‘fiimest- 
minded man m England,’ and cost somebody another 

io,oooz 

Evidently a great diplomatist was lost in Carlyle 
But it would have been happy for the peace of Cheyne 
Eow if British justice could have done without him , 
as indeed for the future it contrived to do He was 
disturbed no more for such purposes 

Fraser came to terms about the same time for the 
lectures on ^ Heio Worship ’ They were set m type, 
and he liked them a great deal better when he read 
them m proof ^It is,’ he said, ^a goustrow^ deter- 
mined speaking out of the truth about several things 
The people vTlll be no worse for it at present The 
astonishment of many of them is likely to be con- 
siderable ’ 

The ‘Miscellanies,’ ‘Sartor,’ and the other books 
were selling well, and fresh editions were wanted 

decision, able to have an opinion of his own in these weak days, and 
stand by it, a quality both rare and precious but, &c In fact, did 
he not see that by standing out he would hurt his own friends ? 

The juiy were eleven to one What chance was there that any 

future 3ury would agree to the verdict which he wished ? There would 
only be more expense with no result, &c 

* Goustrous — strong, boisterous 
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Young people m earnest abci'Qt their souls had begun 
to write to him, thanking him for delivering them 
from Egypt, begging to be allowed to come to Cheyne 
Eow and see the face and hear the voice of one who 
had done such great things for them Amongst the 
rest came Miss Greraldme Jewsbury, a Manchester lady, 
afterwards famous as a novelist, and the closest friend 
of Cailyle’s wife , then fresh to life, eager to use it 
nobly, and looking passionately for some one to guide 
her Carlyle’s first impressions were unusually favour- 
able 

Miss Jewsbury, oui fair pilgnmess (he wntes on Maich 
3, 1841), is coming again to-moirow, and then departs for the 
Noith She is one of the most inteiesting young women I 
have seen foi yeais , clear dehcate sense and corn age lookmg 
out of hei small, sylph-hke figure 

The next impression was less satisfactory, though the 
young lady was still found interesting 

Que deviendra-t-elle ^ (he asks) A nobablo young woman, 
victim of much that she did not make , seeking passionately 
foi some Paradise to be gamed by battle , fanoymg G-eorge 
Sand and the ‘literatuie of desperation’ can help her 
thitheiward In the world theie aie few sadder, sicklier 
phenomena for me than Geoige Sand and the response she 
meets with 

For Madame Sand and all her works, for all sen- 
timental, indecent literature whatsoever, Carlyle’s dis- 
hke amounted to loathing He calls it somewhere ^ a 
new Phallus worship, with Sue, Balza'i, and Co for 
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prophets, and Madame Sknd for a virgin ’ Emerson, 
who admired this great French celebrity, complained 
to me once of Carlyle’s want of chanty about her 
Emerson had been insisting to him on her high 
qualities, and could get for answer nothing except that 
she was a great — ^improper female Greraldine Jews- 
bury’s mchnation that way had not recommended her, 
noi did her own early novels, ^ Zoe,’ the ^ Half Sisters,’ 
&c, tend to restore her to favour But she woiked 
through all this In a long and trying intimacy she 
won and kept the affectionate confidence of the Cheyne 
Eow household, and on his wife’s death Geraldine 
was the first of her friends to whom he turned for 
support 

Meanwhile Whitelocke and Eushworth did not grow 
moie digestible The proofs of ^ Hero Worship ’ weie 
finished The want of rest in the past summer had 
upset Carlyle’s internal system Work he could not , 
and at Easter he was glad to accept an invitation from 
Milnes to accompany him to his father’s house, at 
Fryston, in Yorkshire His letters give a graphic and 
attractive picture of the Fryston circle. A few slight 
extracts wiU be sufficient here 

Milnes, whom then and always he heartily liked, 
took him down by railway on April 5 The present Sir 
Robert Peel was in the carriage with them, and left 
them at Tamworth 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle 

Eoyal Hotel , Derby April 5 , 1841 
The last looFthy face wore to-day has haunted me all the 
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way hither I will wiite half aiwoid before going to bed, 
though in a tiaveUeis’ loom with two bagmen dming and 
conveising on one side of the apaitment, and Milnes dili- 
gently leading a tiagedy of Landor’s at the othei side of my 
table Two blazing jets of gas flaming away light oveihead 
We got along without the shghtest accident comfort- 
ably enough Our weather was of the biightest I sate 
looLng out at the gieen spring fields, the beautiful, honest- 
looking villages and hamlets It is many a yeai since I had 
seen a spring day This was a kmu of sample of spiing, iich 

in all kinds of sad and tender recollections toi me Milnes 
and I got on beautifully He read ‘ Oxfoid Tiacts,’ &c , all 
the way, argued and talked in the smartest mannei 
I managed to smoke thiee cigars, two of them in the lailway 
in spite of regulations We set off at mne in the morn- 
mg , shall arrive about one oi two, I fancy I will wiite 
fiom Fryston, wiite thou Theie is a railway, and letters 
fly in less than a day Oh Jeannie, would thou wert happier ’ 
Would I could make thee happy ^ God be with you, my 
dealest ^ Hope — let us still hope, and not feai Good sleep 
to you, and this along with breakfast to-morrow 

Yoms ever from the heart, 

T Oabltlb 

Pryston April 7 

My fate at Derby was none of the brightest Bed at half- 
past one o’clock, to make sure of quiet, then awoke agam by 
the stroke of five ^ Howevei, one must put up with the 
accidents of the road I was not so miserable as might have 
been expected, at least not till late last mght when I had got 
worn out This country is altogether like a beautified kind 
of Scotland , streams of water, fields alternating of green and 
red, with hawthorn hedges, honest-looking unclipt trees all 
m bud The silent sight of it yesterday did^e real benefit 
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To fimsh the bulletin pait of the business, I awote this 
moining again at six (woe’s me, foi it was aftei one befoie I 
lay down) , hut gradually, in spite of noisy seivants, in spite 
of all things, I fell first into sluggish toipoi, then into 
tieacle-sleep, and so lay sound as a stone till half-past ten 
My hope and expectation is that I shall impiove in health 
here If I could get iiding out among these silent fields and 
rough country lanes, I should amend fast 
Eichard^ made me dismount some two miles of our 
appomted goal, and walk homewards by a smaitei way 
through woods, over knolls, &c Wallang was not my foite , 
however I persevered and did well enough Ovei lough- 
lookmg places, some of them, we got at last to the Fiysbon 
mansion, a laige inegular pile of various ages, using up 
among ragged old woods in a rough laige park, also all 
sprmMed with tiees, giazed by sheep and horses, a paik 
chiefly beautiful because it did not set up for beauty 
Ancient-looking female figuies were visible through the 
windows as we diew mgh Mis Milnes, a tall ancient 
woman, apparently of weak health, of motherly kind heait, 
of old-fashioned, stately politeness — ^a prepossessing woman — 
welcomed us at the door of the diawing-ioom ‘ in the silence 
of the stately hall ’ 

• • * • 

I am lodged m a bed-room with four enoimous windows, 
which look out over woody garden spaces and other silent 
luralities , the apartment furmshed as for Prmce Albert and 
Queen Yictory, the most absurd place I evei hved in (when 
I look at myself and my equipment) m this world I am 
charged to smoke m it too I have a fire m it all day 
I now write in it to thee The bed seems to be about 8 feet 
wide A ladder conducts you to it if you like Of my paces 


‘ Milncss, 
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the room measures 15 fiom endito end, 45 feet long, height 
and width piopoitioned, with ancient dead-looking portraits 
of Queens, Kings, Stiaffords, and Piincipalities, <fec , really 
the uncomfoitablest acme of luxurious comfort that any 
Diogenes was set into m these late years 


Fiyston Monday, April 12 

Your second letter came as hefoie at bieakfast I gave 
Richaid the paiagiaph relating to him to lead for his own 
behoof Youi Dispatch objurgation and Ghromcle eulogy ^ 
were icad, paits of the formei aloud, with suitable commen- 
tary of laughtei, to the company at large Lady , who 

seems to have some sense of laughtei as of othei things, 

undei stood the Goody’s procedure But to the dear ’s 

I could perceive it was mattei lather of amazement ^ Does 
Mis Oailyle send you this ‘ Ah, yes, the wicked gipsy , 
she IS glad to have anything hke it to send ’ Youi Chromrh 
puff is leally woith something Can you find out who did 
it ^ If it be not Fuz (John Foistei), which I lathei disin- 
cline to believe, then I have anothei admiiei who paitly 
undeistands what I would be at Your mothci’s appiobation 
IS also veiy agieeable to me, and my own mother’s greeting 
(crying) ovei Kno\ and Luthei And no^ at last I do 
think we are very sufficiently applauded and a]3pioved, and 
ought, if possible, to go and do something deserving a little 
applause 

A ride to Wakefield with Milnes was an incident 
of this visit, with Milnes’s conveisation in the couise 
of it 


He did not plague me with the pictuiesque, the good 
Richard On my declaiing that simple knolls and fields with 
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biooks and hedges among tlem weie the best of all for me, 
and the picturesque a meie boie, he admitted that paitlj, at 
bottom, it was so to him also, and probably to all men I 
like Richard bettei andbettei — a most good-humoured, kind, 
cheery-heaited fellow, with plenty of savoir-faire in him too 
He answered me the othei day, when I asked him if he hked 
Spenser’s ^ Fairy Queen,’ ‘ Is it as a public question that you 
ask me or as a piivate confidential one p ’ Nobody could 
answer better At Wakefield we saw a smoky spinning town, 

and an ancient Socinian lady named We galloped and 

tiotted, I smoking cigais, and looking out on the quiet of 
Mother Earth, improved by agiiculture , Eichard talking 
about Puseyism, aristocratic blackguards, aristocratic oiigi- 
nals, Crypto-Oatholicism, and much else We came across 
the park at full gallop about six o’clock, to dme with the 
Diagon of Wantley as we found 

^The Dragon of Wantley’ was Lord Wharncliffe, 
who was attending quaiter sessions at Pomfret , a Tory 
peer whom Carlyle found ^ an innocent, wooden, limited, 
very good old Dragon’ The James Marshalls dined 
also the same-evening at Fryston, Mrs James Marshall 
being the Miss Spring Rice who was mentioned above 
as an attendant at the lectures They lived at Head- 
ingly, near Leeds, and pressed Cailyle to pay them a 
visit when he left Fryston He said he was * a waiter 
on Providence,’ and could not say what he could do, 
but decided eventually to go The Fiyston visit lasted a 
fortnight ' Alas ^ ’ he says, on closing his account of it, 
^ we were at church on Sunday Roebuck (much tamer 
than before) was here with lawyers This way leads 
not to peace, yet I actually slept last night for the first 
time without'^nsing to smoke ’ 
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Life in great English ccluntry houses may be as 
well spent as life elsewhere by the owners of them 
who have occupations to attend to For visitors, when 
large numbers are brought together, some practice is 
required if they are to enjoy the elaborate idleness 
The habits of such places as Fryston and Headingly, 
to which he went aftei wards, were as yet a new experi- 
ence to Carlyle From the latter place he reported on 
April 17th 


To Jane Welsh Garlyle 

Headingly April 17, 1841 

Eichard and I rolled off from the doors of Fryston Hall 
m a handsome enough mannei yesteiday about eleven 
o’clock We left a vacant house to a quietude which I 
should thmk must have been welcome to it I never hved 
before m such an element of ‘much ado about almost 
Nothing , ’ hfe occupied altogether in getting itself hved , 
tioops of flunkeys busthng and beckmg at all times, the 
meat-jack cieakmg and playing all day, and I think all night, 
for I used to hear it very early undei my r®om , and such 
champagnmg, claietting, and witty convex satiomng Ach 
Gott f I would soonei be a ditchei than spend all my days 
so However, we got rather tolerably through it for these 
ten days, and I really think I can report a favourable change 
m my innei man in spite of every diawback I have not 
yet made out one good sleep This mornmg I had a fair 
chance, had fallen asleep again, and was afar m sweet obh- 
vion, apparently for hours, when the visage of a flunkey at 
the foot of my bed loused me ‘ What o’clock ? ’ ‘ Af pas 
spven^ Sir ’ ‘ When is bieakfast ^ ’ ‘ Afpas eight ’ Flunkey 
of the Devil I rose as slowly as I possibly could, read 
newspapers, &o , you may judge with what felicity, till ten, 

15— <2 
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when breakfast did anive ITo wealth should in any case 
induce me to be concerned with letmues of flunkeys And 
yet, poor fellows I even this flunkey of the Devil is a veiy 
assiduous, helpful cieature I will tell him not to call me 
to-morrow at all, and so foigive him 
Here at Headingly the house is quietei , the people have 
almost all sense — ^two altogether impoitant elements Be- 
sides we dme at six Nay, we have a smoking loom The 
youngest brothei Aithur has cigars and pipes I could be 
better nowheie than heie I have shnked the chuich I 
pleaded ‘ conscience ’ I do really begin to have scruples , 
that IS a truth ‘ Nothing can exceed the kindness of these 
people,’ ^ and they aie really good people 
I was much entertained with the new mill yesterday, with 
the thousands of men, lasses and boys and giils, all busy 
there It is not nothmg, but something, we here hve amidst 
At SIX o’clock heie a geneial mustei of the Spiing Rices and 
Marshalls, Mrs Heniy Taylor among them, awaited us to 
dinner, and we had a leasonable enough evening, one of the 
best I have yet had Beautiful loom wheie I now sit 
wiitmg, with Leeds lying safe m the hollow of the green 
knolls , its steeple-chimneys all dead to-day (Sunday), its 
very house-smoke cleared away by the brisk wind winch is 
latthng in all wmdows, growhng mystically through all the 
trees Nothmg that art, aided by wealth, good sense, and 
honest kmdness, can do loi me is wanting 

Two pleasant days were spent with the Marshalls, 
and then Carlyle pursued his way He had nothing 
definite to do He was taking holiday with set pur- 
pose, and being so far north he went on by Liverpool, 
and by steamer thence to Dumfriesshire His mother 
had been slightly ailing, and he was glad to be with 

* Phrase of Edward living 
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her till she recovered Bu'l he was among his own 
people, no longer under restraint as among strangers, 
and he grew restless and ^ atrabilious ’ ‘ The stillness 

of this region,’ he wrote when at Scotsbng, ^ would be 
a kind of heaven for me, could I get it enjoyed, but I 
have no home here I am growing weaiy of the per- 
fect idleness Like the Everlasting Jew, I must weiter^ 
welter^ weiter ’ Accordingly in May he was in Cheyne 
Eow again, but in no very improved condition * I am 
sick,’ he said, ^with a sickness more than of body, a 
sickness of mind and my own shame I ought to know 
what I am going to work at — all hes there Despicable 
mortal ^ know thy own mind Gro then and do it in 
silence ’ He could not do it , he could not work, he 
could not rest There was no help for it , he had to do 
what in the past year he knew he must do, allow him- 
self a season of complete lest and sea air The weather 
grew hot, and London intolerable He went back to 
Scotsbng, and took a cottage at Newby close to Annan, 
on the Solway, for the summer Mrs Carlyle came 
down with a maid who was to act as oDok for them 
They were to take possession at the end of July Mrs 
Carlyle stayed a day or two on the way with her newly 
acqmred friends, the Paulets, at Seaforth near Liver- 
pool, wheie a letter reached her from her husband 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle^ Liverpool 

Scotsbng July 1841 

Much good may Liverpool do you, or rathei have done 
you, for it will be the last day when you get this Had I 
known the Paulet was so supenor a character, I ought cer- 
tainly to have gone and looked at her should on the 
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whole like best of all to see^poor Q-eialdme, an ardent spark 
of life struggling and striving one knows not whitherwaid, 
too well May the bounteous heavens be good to her, poor 
Geraldme ! I wish she could once get it fairly into her head 
that neither woman noi man, noi any kind of creatuie m this 
universe, was bom for the exclusive, or even for the chief, 
purpose of faUing m love, or bemg fallen in love with Good 
heavens I It is one of the puip)oses most living creatures are 
produced for , but except the zoophytes and coral insects of 
the Pacific Ocean, I am acquainted with no creatuie with 
whom it IS the one or grand object That object altogethei 
missed, thwaited, and seized by the Devd, there remains foi 
man, for woman, and all cieatures (except the zoophytes), a 
veiy gieat number of other objects ovei which we will still 
show fight against the Devil Ah me I These aie sony 
times, these of ouis, for a young woman of genius My fiiend 

Hen (word illegible), whom I am reading heie, gieatly 

prefers the old deep Norse Paganism, with its stalwait energy 
and self-help, with its stoicism, lugged nobleness, and depth 
as of very death, to any Ohnstianism now going Eecommend 
me to Geraldme, at any rate, as one who loves her, and will 
lament sore if she gam not the victory, if she find not by- 
and-by some doctime better than Geoige-Sandism, mclusive 
of George-Sandism and suppressive of that Enough now 
Not a word in the shape of news can stand heie I hve m a 
silence unequalled for many years I grow daily better, and 
am leally very considerably recovered now My popularity 
IS suffering somewhat by the absolute refusal to see anybody 
whatever I let it suffer 

Adieu, dear httle creatuie ^ sail piospeiously Be not too 
sick Come jumpmg up when I step upon the deck at 
Annan Pool Kiss Geraldme I command no more 

Tours ever and aye, 

T OabltIiE 
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Something was not altogether right with Carlyle 
when he wiote this letter The tone of it is uncom- 
fortable He was a wayward creature He met his 
wife as he promised, drove her over to her mother’s at 
Templand, and intended to stay there with her On 
the &st night of his arrival he rose at three o’clock m 
the dawning of the July morning, went to the stable, 
put his horse into the gig himself, and rushed off to 
Dumfries to finish his night’s rest there In the fore- 
noon he sent back this account of himself — 

Dumfries July 22, 1841 

I got along hithei much bettei than you peihaps antici- 
pated I have managed to get some houis of sleep, and am 
takmg the road (to Annan) not at all m despeiate ciicum- 
stances Would to Heaven I could heai that my pool Jeanme 
had got to sleep ^ I have done httle but think tiagically 
enough about my pool lassie all day about her, and all the 
history we have had togethei Alas ^ but let us not take the 
tragic side of it All tragedy has a moial and a blessmg m 
it withal It was the beautif uUest sunrise when I left Temp- 
land Heions weie fishmg m the Nith , feiy other cieatures 
yet abroad I could not make the cock hold his tongue on 
the roost I am afiaid he still kept thee awake Alas ’ the 
pool Dame has too probably lam aU day with a headache 
Wiite to me — wiite to me Explam all my suddenness to 
your mothei, to oui kmd fnends Express all my legret to 
them, all my, &c Adieu, my hapless, beloved Jeanme ^ 
Sleep and be well, and let us meet not tragically 

Adieu, 

T Oarltle 

He had made so little seciet of his dislike of London, 
and his wish to lea\e it, that when h^ was so much 
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absent this season a repckt went abroad that he had 
finally gone, and Sterling had written to him to inquiie 
He told his friend, m answer, that for the present he 
had merely taken a cottage for the summer , for the 
rest ®he had no fixed intentions, only rebellious im- 
pulses, blind longings and velleities ’ * I do not think,’ 

he said, * that I shall leave London for a while , yet I 
might leadily go farther and fare worse Indeed, in no 
other comer of the earth have I ever been able to get 
any kind of reasonable solid existence at all Eveiy- 
where else, I have been a kind of exceptional, anomalous, 
anonymous product of nature, provoked and piovoking 
in a very foolish, unprofitable way ’ 

The Newby lodgings were arranged, and he and his 
wife weie settled in them Rest was the object, the 
most desirable and the least attainable. His corre- 
spondence desciibes his life there 

To John Oarlyle 

^ Kewby July 28, 1841 

Tins same furnished cottage is a consideiable cuiiosity of 
a place, of the tiniest dimensions, as if space here on the 
beach had been not less precious than in the heart of London , 
but it IS papeied, diy, &c , &c , by hei contiivances Jane is 
making it all veiy habitable Alieady this morning at nine 
I had a bathe The tide is not ten yaids off Oui fiiends 
aie affecting by then kmdness, by their true wish to help us 
It IS the loneliest place surely I could have found anywhere 
m the woild, this, at present Sky and sea, with httle change 
either of sound oi coloui, such is oui whole environment 
Yeiy stiange, very sad, yet very soothmg is this multitudmous 
everlastmg moan of the Frith of the Selgovae, vexed by its 
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winds, swinging in heie and aga^ out like a huge pendulum 
hung upon the moon — evei — evei — ^as in the days of Phny, 
and fai eailier Eternity is long, is great , and Me with all 
its giievances and othei ‘ trash-tiash ’ is veiy short and small 

To John Sterhng 


Newby August 4 

Here now for a matter of ten days Oui house is a small 
dandified fantasticahty of a cottage, almost close upon the 
giavel of the beach A footpath, on coaise dunes, with gorse, 
bloom, hauy imitation of grass, passes east and west before 
our windows Behmd us is an oatfield, now m ear, and 
fishers’ huts and cabins Eight m fiont fiom this gariet- 
wmdow hes all Cumbeiland , lies Skiddaw, Helvellyn, and a 
thousand wondious peaks known to me from infancy, at the 
present moment all blue and shining in the August sun, 
oftenest sunk in giey tempest, always worth a look from me 

The place is very strange, most lonely For three days 
after oui arrival we had no phenomenon at all but the ever- 
lasting loai of the loud winds, and the going and coming of 
the great Atlantic biine, which makes up ^nd down once 
every twelve hours since the creation of the world, never for- 
getting lis work , a most huge unfoitunate-lookmg thing, 
doomed to a course of tianscendent monotony, the very image 
as of a grey objectless eternity 

I bathe daily, ride often, drive my wife or my mother, who 
IS with us in these days, to and fro in fiail vehicles of the 
gig species It IS a savage existence for most part, not un- 
like that of gipsies Foi example, om gioom is a great 
thick-sided, laughing-faced, 1 ed-haiied — woman She comes 
to me fiom time to time with news of inextiicable imbroghos 
in the harness, the head-stalls, and hay-iack If I could not 
myself perform, the whole eqmne estabkshmSnt would come 
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to a standstill But none l,nows me, none ventures to know 
me I loam far and wide in the chaiactei of ghost (a true 
revmant) Such gipsydom I often hken to the mud bath 
your sick rhmoceros seeks out for himseK, therein to he 
soakmg foi a season, with infinite piofit to the beast’s health, 
they say 

• 

I love Emeison’s book, ^ not for its detached opinions, not 
even for the scheme of the geneial world he has framed foi 
himself, or any emmence of talent he has expressed that with, 
but simply because it is his own book , because there is a 
tone of veracity, an unmistakable au of its being his (wheie- 
soevei he may have found, discovered, borrowed, or begged 
it), and a real utterance of a human soul, not a mere echo of 
such I consider it, m that sense, highly remarkable, rare, 
very rare, m these days of ours Ach &ott ! It is frightful 
to live among echoes The few that read the book, I imagme, 
will get benefit of it To America, I sometimes say that 
Emerson, such as he is, seems to me hke a kind of New Era 
Really, m any country, all sunk crown deep in cant, twaddle, 
and hollow traditionahty, is not the first man that will begin 
to speak the truth — ^any truth — a, new and newest eia ? 

There is no nkeness of the face of Emerson that I know 
of Poor fellow I It lies among his habilities to be engraved 
yet, to become a Sect founder, and go partially to the devil 
m several ways , all which may the land heavens forbid ^ 
What you ask about my hkeness is unanswerable I likened 
it, four months ago, when I struck work in sitting, to a com- 
pound of the head of a demon and of a flayed horse In- 
fandum, mfandum / 

Carlyle had sat to several persons I cannot say to 

J The first series of Emerson’s Essays just published in England, 
with a preface by Carlyle 
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which of several performancesjthis singular description 
refers For some reason, no artist ever succeeded with 
a portrait of him 


To John Carlyle 

Newby August 15, 1841 

It is all hke a kind of vision of Hades, this country to me, 
especially when it smks all grey like a foimless blot, future 
and past ahke nothing 01 an unintelhgible something The 
tiuth IS, I myself in these weeks make no debate whatever 
against the great exterior Not I There is nothing but pas- 
sivity, idleness, and Balzac hteiatuie in me Perhaps it is 
good so I shall get to woiking, to asserting myself by-and- 
by Nevei have I been idlei since I can lemembei If 
my health do not improve a little, it is very hard I see 
nobody, wdl let nobody see me ‘ It is not to be a Lion,’ 
Jane says, ‘ but to be a Tiger ’ 

To the Same 


August 20 

Our time, which is about done here, has gone along as 
well as was needful m a kmd of vagabond st^e, the fruits of 
which I expect afteiwaids I have hved, as it weie, entirely 
alone, in company with the Titamc elements, spuits of the 
watei, eaith, wmd, and mud — ^by no means the worst company 
Last night after dusk I walked as fai as Gallowbank Pool, 
in a giey wild wind, in peifect sohtude except for sleepmg 
cows, except three fishers too, whose rude Annan voices I 
heard busy in their trows m the Gallowbank Pool when I 
arrived No walk m the world could be more unpiessive to 
me I looked into the Lady Well m passing home again 
Annan street had gioups of ’prentice lads on it, and maid- 
servants m white aprons Tom Willison’s '*shop-hght was 
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shining far up the stieet, but Tom himself, I suppose, is laid 
long since in the everlasting mght, or the eveilasting day 
Neai ten o’clock I was here again 

Eeaders of ‘ Eedganntlet ’ will know the scenery of 
that evening walk Whether as a rhinoceros in his 
mud bath, or as an unquiet revenant^ in either case 
he was determined to have nothing to say to his 
fellow-creatmes There he was, in the very centre 
of his oldest acquaintances Not a place or a name 
or a person but was familiar to him from his boyhood 
At Annan he had been at school At the same school 
he had been an usher Annan was Irving’s home, 
and Irving’s relations were all round him Yet he 
visited no one, he recognised no one, he allowed no 
one to speak to him, and he wandeied in the dusk 
hke a restless spirit amidst the scenes of his early 
dreams and his early sufferings The month at Newby 
over, he stayed another week at Scotsbrig with his 
mother, went for a few days to the Speddmgs in 
Cumberland, thence with his wife, before going back 
to London, to see Miss Martineau at Tynemouth At 
last, m the end of September, he was at home again, 
the long holiday over, to which he had looked forward 
so eagerly, and he threw down into his note-book the 
impression which it had left 

Journal 

Octoler 8, 1841 — ^Returned neaily three weeks ago after 
a long sojourn m Annandale, &o , a hfe of tianscendent Do- 
Nothmgism, not i^ise^Nothingism, an entiiely echpsed, almost 
as if enchanted^ life, Jane was with me Helen, the servant, 
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too, had been with us at Newby ^ The adventuie was full of 
confused pam, paitly degrading, aisgraceful , cost me m all, 
seemingly, some 70Z We shall not all go back to Annandale 
foi rustication in a huiry My poor old mother ^ What un- 
ufcteiable thoughts aie theie for me ^ How the light of hei 
little uppei loom used to shine foi me m dark nights when 
I was coming home ^ The thought of hei ^ Ah me ! Theie 
is yet no thought of all I feel in legaid to that Harriet 
Martmeau lies this long while confined to a sofa, wilting, 
writing, full of spiiits, vivacity, didactmsm, could still give 
illustration and diiection to the whole woild, tell every moital 
that would listen to her what would make his kfe all light 
— piaisewoithy, notable character Nevertheless, I was 
pained by much that I saw The piopei XJnitaiian species 
of this our England at piesent is very cuiious 

I lazily, and alas ^ also sullenly, at times refused to see 
simply any person in Annandale except my neai kindled 
I do fear I gave offence to light and left, but leally could 
not well help it Much Fiench lubbish of novels lead, a 
Geiman book on Norse and Celtic Paganism, little othei 
than trash either Nothing lead, Nothmg thought, Nothing 
done Shame ^ 

Ought I to write now of Ohver Ciomwell^ Qott wmss , 
I cannot yet see cleaily I have been sciawling somewhat 
dming the past week, but entirely without effect Go on, 
go on Do I not see so much clearly ^ Why complain of 
wanting light It is coinage, eneigy, peiseveiance, that I 
want How many things of mine have alieady passed mto 
public action ? I can see them with small exultation , leally 
almost with a kind of soriow So little light ^ How enor- 
mous IS the darkness that lendeis it noticeable ^ Last week 
a manufactuier at Leeds compaied our Corn-law nobles to 
the Pienoh in 1789 , curious to me It is a stiange inco- 
herency this position of mme, of the hke of me — ^among the 
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meanest of men and yet wifjial among the high and highest 
Bnt what is hfe, except the knitting up of incoherences into 
coheience ^ Oouiage ^ What a need of some speaker to the 
practical world at present ^ They would hear me if, alas ^ I 
had anything to say Again and again of late I ask myself m 
whispers, Is it still the duty of a citizen to be silent, to paint 
mere Heroisms, OromweUs, &c ^ There is a mass as of chaotic 
rubbish continents lying on me, crushing me into silence 
Forward ’ Struggle ^ ‘ Live to make others happy ^ ’ Yes, 
surely at all times, so far as you can But at bottom that is 
not the aim of any life At bottom it is mere hypocrisy to 
call it such, as is continually done now-a-days Every hfe 
strives towards a goal, and ever should and must so strive 
W'hat you have to do with others is not to tiead on their toes 
as you run—this ever and always — ^and to help such of them 
out of the gutter — ^this of course, too — as youi means will 
suffice you But avoid Cant Do not think that your life 
means a mere searching m gutters foi fallen figures to wipe 
and set up Ten thousand and odd to one it does not mean 
and should not mean that In oui hfe there is really no 
meanmg at all that one can lay hold of, no results at all to 
sum up, except the worh we have done Is there any other ? 
I see it not at present 

Ye voices of the past ^ Oh, ye cut my heart asunder with 
your mournful music out of discord , youi prophetic prose 
grown poetry Ay de mi ^ But what can I do with you ^ 
This day I actually ought to try if I could get to work Let 
us try 

Octoler 4 — ^Alas ^ I did try, and without results Da TiaV 
wh Imam Tag My thoughts he around me all inarticulate, 
sour, fermenting, bottomless, like a hideous, enormous bog 
of Allan — ^a thing ugly, painful, of use to no one We must 
force and teai and dig some kind of main ditch through it 
All would be well then growth, fertility, greenness, and 
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running water — b , business that ^oU not do itself, that must 
be done Oh, what a lazy lump I am » 

This extiact explains the difficulty Carlyle had m 
beginning ^ Cromwell ’ He felt that he had some- 
thing to say, something which he ought to say about 
the present time to the present age, something of 
infinite importance to it England as he saw it was 
saturated with cant, dosed to surfeit with doctrines 
half true only or not true at all, doctrines religious, 
doctrines moral, doctrines political, till the once noble 
and at heart still noble English character was losing 
its tiuth, its simplicity, its energy, its integrity Be- 
tween England as it was and England as it might yet 
rouse itself to be, and as it once had been, there was 
to Carlyle visible an infinite difference Jeffrey had 
told him that, though things were not as they should 
be, they were better than they had ever been before 
This, in Carlyle’s opinion, was one of those commonly 
received falsehoods which were working like poison 
in the blood England could never h^ve grown to 
be what it was if there had been no more sinceiity in 
Englishmen, no more hold on fact and truth, than he 
perceived in his own contemporaries The * progress’ 
so loudly talked of was progress downwards, and 
rapid and easy because it was downwards There 
was not a statesman who could do honestly what he 
thought to be right and keep his office , not a member 
of Parliament who could vote by his conscience and 
keep his sea^, not a cleigyman who could hope foi 
promotion if he spoke what he really believed, hardly 
anyone of any kind in any occupation who could 
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earn a living if he onl;|^ tried to do his work as well 
as it could he done , and the result of it all was that 
the very souls of men were being poisoned with 
univeisal mendacity * Chartism’ had been a partial 
rehef, but the very attention which it had met with 
was an invitation to say more, and he had an inward 
impulse which was forcing him on to say it How^ 
was the question *The Westminster Eeview’ had 
collapsed He thought for a time that he might 
have some Eeview of his own where he could teach 
what he called ‘beheving Eadicalism/ in opposition 
to Political Economy and Parliamentary Eadicalism 
Of this he could make nothing He could not find 
men enough with sufiicient stuff m them to work 
with him Thus all this autumn he was hanging 
restless, unable to settle his mind on ^Cromwell,’ 
unable to decide m what other direction to turn , and 
there is nothing of his left written during these 
months of much interest save one letter about Goethe 
Sterling, who had been a persistent heretic on that 
subject, refusing to recognise Goethe’s sovereign ex- 
cellence, had been studying ^Meister’ at Carlyle’s 
instance, was still dissatisfied, and had frankly said 
so Carlyle answers 

To John Sterhng 

Chelsea October 31, 1841 

I agree m nearly every woid you say about ‘ Meister,’ and 
call youi delineation just and vivid, both of that book and its 
author, as they impress one theie Truly, as you say, moie- 
over, one might ask the question whethei anybody ever did 
love this man ss& friend does fiiend , especially whether this 
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man did e\er fiankly love anybody I think in one sense 
it IS veiy likely the answers were Ho to both questions, and 
yet in anothei sense how emphatically Yes Few had a 
light to love this man, except in the very way you mention , 
Schillei, perhaps, to somethmg like that extent One does 
not lo\e the heavens’ lightning m the way of caresses alto- 
gethei This man’s love, I take it, lay deep hidden m him 
as fire in the earth’s centre At the surface, since he could 
not be a ISTapoleon, and did not hke to be a broken, self- 
consumed Bums, what could it do foi him ^ The earliest 
instincts of seK-culture, I suppose, and all the widei insights 
he got in the couise of that, would ahke piesciibe foi him, 
‘Hide all this , renounce all this , all tins leads to madness, 
mdignity, Eousseauism, and will for evei lemain bemocked, 
ignomimously crucified one way oi anothei in this lowei 
eaith Let thy love far hidden spimg up as a soul of beauty 
and be itself victoiiously beautiful ’ Let summer heat make 
a whole world veidant, and if Steihng ask next oentuiy, ‘ But 
wheie is youi thunderbolt then ’ Steihng will take another 
view of it 

An interesting incident, though it led to nothing, 
lightened the close of this year In the old days at 
Comely Bank and Craigenputtock, Carlyle had desired 
nothing so much as a professorship at one or other 
of the Scotch universities The door had been shut 
in his face, sometimes contemptuously He was now 
famous, and the young Edinburgh students, having 
looked into his lectures on Heroes, began to think that, 
whatever might be the opinions of the authorities and 
patrons, they for then part would consider lectures such 
as those a good exchange for what was provided for 
them A ‘ History chair ’ was about to b5 established 
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A party of them, represented by a Mr Duniface, pre- 
sented a requisition to the Faculty of Advocates to ap- 
point Cailyle The ^ Scotsman ’ backed them up, and 
Mr Duniface wrote to him to ask if he would consent 
to be nominated Seven years before, such an offer 
would have had a warm welcome fiom him Now he 
was gratified to find himself so respected by the students 
But then was then, and now was now 

The chair (he said of it) has no endowment at all To 
go among Scotch Presbyterians, Scotch pedantries, Elein- 
Stadtenes, without any advantage but a lecture-room, and 
then countenance and copartnery, would never f oi a moment 
do Cannot I make for myself a umversity at any tune m 
any quartei of the Saxon woild by simply hiring a lecture- 
loom and begmnmg to speak ^ Tet the movement of these 
young lads is beautiful, is pathetic to me a young geneia- 
tion calling me affectionately home, and I already across the 
irremeahhs unda ‘ The wished foi comes too late ’ Taut 
mieulx, now and then 

This 01 something like this will I send — I must take 
caie the dogs do not punt it m their newspapers — 

To Mr Duniface and his fellow-reqmsitiomsts 

My dear Sii, — ^Accept my kind thanks, you and aU your 
associates, foi your zeal to serve me This invitation of 
yours, commg on me unexpectedly from scenes once so fa- 
mihar, now so remote and stiange, hke the voice of a new 
generation now risen up there, is almost an affecting thmg 
I can in some true sense take it as a voice from the young 
mgenuous minds of Scotland at large, calling to me in these 
confused deep stiugghng times, ‘ Come thou, and teach us 
what IS good** If I did not hope still in other ways to do 
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what IS in me towards teaching jon and others, I should be 
doubly sorry that my answer mdst be negative Ten years 
ago such an invitation might perhaps have been decisive of 
much for me, but it is too late now , too late for many 
reasons, which I need not trouble you with at piesent 

I will sohcit a contmuance of youi regards , I will bid 
you all be scholais and fellow-labourers of mme in things 
true and manly , that so we may still work in real concert 
at a distance and scatteied asunder, smce together it is not 
possible for us With smcerest wishes, yours, 

T Carlyle 

Such a letter, brief, pregnant, and graceful, must 
have increased the 1 egret among the students that they 
could not have the writer of it among them GovZd 
not — for that was the word At the universities of 
England and Scotland, as they were then constituted, a 
man of genius bent on speaking truth and nothing else 
could have no place Is it otherwise now ^ The emolu- 
ments of the chair would have been ample, for the 
students would have crowded into the class, and the 
professors’ incomes depend almost wholly em the lecture 
fees Happily finance was no longer an anxiety to 
Carlyle 

Money (he notes) does not weigh excessively much with 
me now that I have wheiewithal to go on unbated by the 
hellhound idea of beggary I begm to see now that it is 
not on the money side that we shall be wrecked, but on some 
othei Dbo gratias ' for it was an ugly discipline that 
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CHAPTEE IX 
AD 1842 MT 47 

Sterling at Falmouth — My own acquaintance with hina—‘ Strafford*—- 
Carlyle’s opinion — Death of Mis Welsh — Carlyle for two months 
at Templand — Plans foi the future — Thoughts of returning to 
Craigenputtock — Sale of Mrs Welsh’s property — Letters from Lock- 
hart — Life in Annandale — ^Visit to Dr Arnold at Rugby — Naseby 
field 

Sterling was spending the winter of 1841-2 at Fal- 
moTitli His chest was weak He had tried the 
West Indies, he had tried Madeira, he had tried the 
south of France, with no permanent benefit He was 
now trying whether the mild an of the south of 
Cornwall might not answer at least as well, and spare 
him another banishment abioad It was here and at 
this time that I became myself acquainted with Ster- 
ling I did not see him often, but m the occasional 
interviews which I had with him he said some things 
which I could never forget, and which affected all 
my subsequent life Among the rest, he taught me 
to know what Carlyle was I had read the * French 
Eevolution,’ had wondered at it like my contempo- 
raries, but had not known what to make of it Stei- 
ling made me understand that it was written by the 
greatest of living thinkers, if by the side of Carlyle 
any other person deserved to be called a thinker at all 
He showed me, I remember, some of Carlyle’s letters to 
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him, whicli have curiously c^me back into my hands 
after more than forty years Looking over these letters 
now, I find at the beginning of this yeai some intei- 
esting remarks about Emerson, with whom also Ster- 
ling had fallen into some kind of correspondence 
Besides his own Essays, Emerson had sent over copies 
of the ^Dial,’ the organ then of intellectual Liberal 
New England Carlyle had not liked the ^Dial,’ 
which he thought high-flown, often even absurd Yet 
it had something about it, too, which struck him as 
uncommon 

It is to me (he said) the most weaiisome of readable 
reading , shnll, incorpoieal, spuitlike , I do not say ghastly, 
foi that IS the chaiactei of youi Puseyism, Shelleyism, &o , 
leal ghosts of extinct Laudisms, Eobespieiieisms, to me ex- 
tiemely hideous at aU times This New England business 
I rathei liken to an urCoom soul that has yet got no body 
Not a pleasant neighbour eithei 

But the chief substance of these letters is about Ster- 
hng’s own work He had just written ^ Strafford,’ and 
had sent the manuscript to be read at Cheyne Eow 
Carlyle, when asked for his opinion, gave it faithfully 
He never flattered He said honestly and completely 
what he really thought His verdict on Sterling’s 
tragedy was not and could not be favourable He could 
find no true image of Straffoid there, or of Strafford’s 
surroundings He had been himself studying for two 
years the antecedents of the Civil War He had first 
thought Montrose to have been the greatest man on 
Charles’s side He had found that it was not Montrose, 
it was Wentworth, but Wentworth, as* he conceived 
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tim, was not in Sterling’s play Even the form did 
not please him, though on this he confessed himself 
an inadequate judge His remarks on art are charac- 
teristic — 

Of Dramatic Art, though I have eagerly hstened to a 
G-oethe speaking of it, and to several hundreds of others 
mumhlmg and tiymg to speak of it, I find that I, practically 
speakmg, know yet almost as good as nothing Indeed, of 
Art geneially {Kunst^ so called) I can almost know nothing 
My first and last seciet of Kunst is to get a thorough intelh- 
gmcB of the fact to be pamted, repiesented, or, m whatever 
way, set foith — ^the fact deep as Hades, high as heaven, and 
written so^ as to the visual face of it on om pool earth This 
once blazmg within me, if it will evei get to blaze, and 
bursting to be out, one has to take the whole dexteiity of 
adaptation one is mastei of, and with tiemendous struggling, 
really fiightful stragghng, contrive to exhibit it, one way oi 
the other 

This is not Arty I know well It is Eobmson Crusoe, and 
not the Master of Woolwich, buildmg a ship Yet at bottom 
is there any Wpolwichbuildei foi such kinds of craft ? What 
Kmst had Homer What Kumt had Shakespeare ^ Pa- 
tient, docile, vahant mteUigence, conscious and unconscious, 
gathered from aU wmds, of these two things — ^their own 
faculty of utterance, and the audience they had to utter to, 
rude theatie, Ithacan Farm Hall, or whatever it was — add 
only to which as the soul of the whole, the above-said blazing, 
ladiant insight mto the fact, blazmg, buimng mterest about 
it, and we have the whole Art of Shakespeaie and Homer 

To speak of Goethe, how the hke of him is related to 
these two, would lead me a long way But of Goethe, too, 
and of all speakmg men, I will say the soul of all worth m 
them, without Vhich none else is possible, and with which 
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much IS ceitam, is still that same radiant, all-madiatmg in- 
sight, that same buinmg interest, and the gloiious, melo- 
dious, perennial veiacity that results fiom these two 

This extract is interesting less for its bearing upon 
Sterling’s play, which brilliant separate passages could 
not save from failure, than for the full light which it 
throws on Carlyle’s own method of working But fiom 
his own work and from Sterling’s and all concerns of 
his own he was called away at this moment by a blow 
which fell upon his wife, a blow so severe that it had 
but one alleviation It showed her the intensity of the 
affection with which she was regarded by her husband 
Her mother, Mrs Welsh, had now resided alone for 
several years at her old home at Templand m Hiths- 
dale, where the Carlyles had been married Her 
fathei, Walter Welsh, and the two aunts had gone one 
after the other Except for the occasional visits to 
Cheyne Eow, Mrs Welsh had lived on there by herself in 
easy circumstances, for she had the rent of Craigenput- 
tock as well as her own jointure, and, to ^11 natural ex- 
pectation, with many yeais of hfe still before her The 
mother and daughter weie passionately attached, yet 
on the daughtei’s part perhaps the passion lay in an 
intense sense of duty , for their habits did not suit, 
and their characters were strongly contrasted Mrs 
Welsh was enthusiastic, sentimental, Byronic Mrs 
Carlyle was fiery and generous, but with a keen sar- 
castic understanding, Mrs Welsh was accustomed to 
rule , Mrs Carlyle declined to be ruled when her judg- 
ment was unconvinced, and thus, as will have been 
seen, in spite of then mutual affection, they were 
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seldom much together without a collision Carlyle’s 
caution — ^Hadere mcht m%t de%neT Mutter^ L%eb8te 
Trage^ tmge f ’ — ^tells its own story Mrs Carlyle, as 
well as her husband, was not an easy person to live 
with She had a terrible habit of speaking out the 
exact truth, cut as clear as with a graving tool, on 
occasions, too, when without harm it might have been 
left unspoken 

Mis Welsh had been as well as usual There had 
been nothing in her condition to suggest alarm since 
the summer when the Carlyles had been in Annandale 
On February 23 Mrs Carlyle had written her a letter, 
little dreaming that it was to be the last which she 
was ever to wiite to her, describing in her usual keen 
style the state of things in Cheyne Eow 

To M'is Welsh^ Templand 

5 Cheyne Eow Feb 23, 1842 

I am contmumg to mend If I could only get a good 
sleep, I should be qmte lecoveied , but, alas ^ we aie gone to 
the devil again in the sleeping department That dieadful 
woman next ddoi, mstead of puttmg away the cock which 
we so pathetically appealed against, has produced another 
The servant has ceased to take charge of them They are 
stuffed with evei so many hens into a small hencoop every 
mght, and left out of doors the night long Of couise they 
are not oomfoi table, and of course they crow and scieech not 
only fiom dayhght, but from midnight, and so near that it 
goes through one’s head eveiy time like a swoid The night 
befoie last they woke me every quarter of an hour, but I 
slept some in the mteivals , for they had not succeeded in 
rousing htm above But last night they had him up at thiee 
He went to bed? again, and got some sleep aftei, the ‘ honors ’ 
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not recommencing their effoits till five , but I, listening every 
minute foi a new scieech that would send him down a second 
time and prepaie such wietchedness foi the day, could sleep 
no moie 

What is to he done God knows ^ If this goes on, he will 
soon he in Bedlam , and I too, for anything I see to the con- 
tiaiy and how to hindei it fiom going on ? The last note 
we sent the ciuel woman would not open I send for the 
maid, and she will not come I would give them guineas 
toi qmet, hut they prefei tormenting us In the law there 
IS no lesomce in such cases They may keep wild beasts in 
their hack yaid if they choose to do so Oailyle sweais he 
will shoot them, and oideis me to bonow Mazzim’s gun 
Shoot them with all my heaib if the consequences weie meiely 
having to go to a police of6[ce and pay the damage Bub the 
woman would only be mitated thereby mto gettmg fifty 
mstead of two If theie is to he any shooting, however, I 
will do it myself It will sound better my shooting them on 
piinciple than his doing it in a passion 

This despicable nuisance is not at aH unlikely to diive us 
out of the house aftei all, just when he had leconciled him- 
self to stay in it How one is vexed with little things in 
this hfe ’ The gieat evils one tiiumphs over Diavely, but the 
httle eat away one’s heart 

An ^ evil ’ greater than she had yet known since her 
father was taken away hung over Mrs Carlyle while 
she was writing this letter Five days later there 
came news from Templand, like a bolt out of the blue 
sky, that Mrs Welsh had been struck by apoplexy 
and was dangerously ill Mrs Carlyle, utterly unfit 
for travelling, ' almost out of herself,’ flew to Euston 
Square and caught the first train to Liverpool At 
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Liverpool, at her uncle’s house, she learnt that all was 
over, and that she would' never see her mother more 
She was carried to bed unconscious When she re- 
covered her senses she would have risen and gone on , 
but her uncle would not let her risk her own life, and 
to have proceeded in her existing condition would as 
likely as not have been fatal to her Extreme, intense 
in eveiything, she could only think of her own short- 
comings, of how her mother was gone now, and could 
nevei forgive her The stiongest natures suffer worst 
from remorse Only a strong nature, perhaps, can 
know what remorse means Mrs Carlyle had sur- 
rendered her fortune to her mother, but the recollection 
of this could be no comfort , she would have hated her- 
self if such a thought had occurred to her Carlyle 
knew what she would be suffering The fatal news 
had been sent on to him in London He who could 
be driven into frenzy if a cock crew near him at mid- 
night, had no sorrow to spare for himself in the 
presence of real calamity 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle^ Maryland Street^ Liverpool 

Chelsea March 1, 1842 

My dailmg ^ my poor httle woman ^ Alas ^ what can I 
say to thee ^ It was a stem welcome from thy journey this 
news that met thee at Maiyland Street Oh, my pool httle 
broken-hearted wife ^ Oui good mother, then, is away foi 
ever She has gone to the unknown Great God, the Maker 
of hei and of us We shall never see her moie with these 
eyes Weep, my daihng, for it is altogether sad and stem, 
the consummation of sorrows, the greatest, as I hope, that 
awaits thee m this woild I join my teais with thine , I cry 
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from the bottom of my dnmb heart that God would be good 
to thee, and soften oui teais indo blessed tears The ques- 
tion now, however, is what is to be done I almost persuade 
myself your cousms would get you advised to take a little 
lepose with them — Eepose ^ — and that you are still at Liver- 
pool and will expect this letter theie Tell me would you 
wish me to come ? to attend you forward ? to brmg you back 
home to do or to attempt anything that even pi onuses to 
aid you Speak, my poor darling ^ I am m a whiil of un- 
utteiable thoughts I can advise nothmg, but in everything 
I will be ordeied by your wishes Speak them out 

I wiote to Dr Eussell ^ last night Alas ^ his tidings were 
all too sudden The swiftest mail tram could not have earned 
us thither Even at Oraigenputtock it might have befallen 
so Perhaps this mght there will be some lettei come fiom 
you No, no I I lemember now there is none possible till to- 
monow morning Oh, that you had but stayed with me ^ It 
would have been somethmg to weep on my shouldei God 
help thee to bear this sore stroke, my poor httle Jeannie ^ 
Adieu, I will write no more at present I have, of course, 
many letters to wiite God be with thee, and solace thy 
poor heart, my own deaiest ^ ^ 

T* Oaelylb 

3 o'clock 

I have kept this open till the last mmute in hopes some 
clearness of purpose might rise on me fiom amid that black 
chaos of thoughts It seems cruel to ask thee for advice, 
and yet thy wishes, deaiest, shall be the chief element of 
gmdance foi me As yet, in the mood I am in, all whnls 
and tumbles , but this question does arise Ought I not, by 
ail laws of custom and natural piopiiety, to be there, with 01 

^ The physician who had attended Mrs Welsh, and husband of the 
Mrs Russell who was afterwards Mrs Carlyle's correspondent 
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without thee, on the last sad, solemn occasion, to testify my 
reverence foi one who will be for evei sad, deal, and veiiei- 
able to me ^ Think thou and answer I will have all in 
leadiness at any late, so that I may be able to start tc-moi- 
row night, oi say on Thursday mornmg, if needful Shall 
I ? Adieu, my own dailing ^ 

Mrs Carlyle lay ill in Liverpool, unable to stir, and 
unpermitted to wiite - He himself felt that he must 
go, and he went without waiting to hear more As it 
was, he was too late for the funeral, which had for some 
reason been hurried , but his brother James, with the 
instinct of good feeling, had gone of his own accord 
from Ecclefechan to represent him Carlyle was sole 
executor, and there were business affairs requiring 
attention which might detain him several weeks He 
was a few hours with his wife at Liverpool on his way, 
and then went on, taking his wife’s cousin Helen with 
him to assist in the many ariangements which would 
require a woman’s hand Everything was, of course, 
left to Mis Cf*ilyle, and her own propeity was returned 
to her It was not large, from 200? to 300? a year , 
but, with such habits as hers and her husband’s, it was 
independence, and even wealth 

But this was the last recollection which occurred to 
Carlyle He travelled down on the box of the mail in 
a half-dreamy state, seeing familiar faces at Annan and 
Dumfries, and along the road, but taking no heed of 
them Templand, when he reached it, was a haunted 
place There he had been married , there he had often 
spent his holidays when he could come down from 
Craigenputtock , there he had conceived ‘ Sartor , ’ there 
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two years before his own mother and he had smoked 
their pipes together in the shrubbery It was from 
Templand that he had rushed away desperate m the 
twilight of a summer morning and seen the herons 
fishing in the river pools A thousand memories hung 
about the place, which was now standing desolate 
During the six weeks while he remained there he wrote 
daily to his wife, and eveiy one of these letters contained 
something tenderly beautiful A few extracts, however, 
are all that I can allow myself 

To Jane, Welsh Gariy le 

Templand March 7 1842 

All this house is hke a ghost to me, but still cleai and puie 
like a kind of blessed spirit The old featheis and glass ears 
stick m the bottle on the mantelpiece There ai e two pennies 
with bits of wax on them Helen thinks they are memorials 
of John Grey or Mi Bradfute 


March 9 

Our cousm’s accounts of thee are better and always better , 
but we hear of sleepless nights, doctors, and* sleep piocured 
by medicine I entieat thee, my poor httle woman ^ compose 
thy sad heart Alas, alas ^ I bid thee cease to be miseiable, 
and thou canst not cease The stroke that has fallen is 
indeed ineparable, and tears, hot, sorrowful tears, aie due to 
the departed who will meet us here no more We shall go 
to her , she shall not return to us So it was in the Psalmist 
David’s time , so it is in ours, and will be to the end of the 
woild — a world long ago defined as a vale of tears, in which, 
if we did not know of very truth that God presided ovei it, 
and did incessantly guide it towards good and not towards 
evil, we were mcontrollably wretched 
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March 11 

I am dreadfully sad in mornings before I get up, and 
some kind of woik or endeavour after work fallen to One 
has to look at the black enemy steadily and contemplate him 
m sohtude foi oneself All sorrow is an enemy, but it carries 
^friend's message withm it too Oh, my poor Jeannie I all 
hfe is as death, and the true Igdiasil which reaches up to 
heaven goes down to the kingdom of Hela , and God, the 
Everlasting Good and Just, is in it all We have no words 
for these things , we aie to be silent about them , yet they 
aie true, for evei true My deal partner, endeavour to still 
all feelmgs that can end m no action Compose thy poor 
little heart and say, though with tears, ‘ God’s will be done ’ 

Among other questions requiring answer was, first 
and foremost, what was to be done with Templand 
itself? The house and farm were held under the 
Duke of Buccleuch The lease had yet several years 
to run 


Templand Maich 19 

I understand it takes some three weeks to give proper 
notification In three weeks I might have it settled and be 
makmg f 01 London agam I do not dislike a kind of fellow- 
ship with the dead for that length of tune It is very 
mournful, almost awful, but it is wholesome and useful foi 
me It IS towards Eteimty that we are all bound It is m 
Eternity that we already all live , and awful death itself is 
but anothei phasis of hfe which also is awful, feaiful, and 
wondeiful, reaching to heaven and hell Ah me ^ one feels 
m these moments, first of all, how beggarly, almost msultmg 
to one, are all words whatsoever, when such a thing hes 
there arrived and visible 

The first intention had been to part with the place 
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and sell the faraitnre , but it was endeared to Carlyle 
by many recollections, and the thought occurred to 
him whether it might not be better to keep it as it 
stood, and with all that it contained, as a summer 
retreat, or perhaps as a final home for himself His 
mother, who had come across to stay with him, perhaps 
encouraged the feeling He did not propose it, he 
was careful to propose nothing which his wife might 
dislike and have the pain of rejecting He hinted at 
it merely as a passing thought, and it was as well 
that he did no more , for he saw at once that the very 
idea of such a thing was intolerably distressing to her, 
and of this project he said no more 

His mother went home after a week ^She sent 
you her sympathy and blessing,’ Carlyle wrote ^ “ Thon 
must tell her too,” she added, whatever ye may think 
of it, that I hope she will get this great trouble sancti- 
fied to her yet,” which I said I doubted not my poor 
Jane in her own way was ever strugghng to obtain ’ 

It IS the first day of my entire solitude here (he contmued 
[for Helen was also gone] on March 22), a blight, pale March 
day, defaced with occasional angry gusts of stoim I feel the 
whole, howevpi, myself, and her that is away, to be full of 
mystery, of sorrow and gieatness , God-hke, the woik wholly 
of a God Lament not, my poor Jane I As sme as we li\e 
we shall yet go to her , we shall befoie long join hei, ana be 
united, we and all oui loved ones, even in such a way as God 
Most High has seen good , which way, of all conceivable ways, 
IS it not veiily the best ^ Speak as we will, theie is nothing 
more to be spoken but even this God is gieat , God is good , 
God’s will be done Flesh and blood do lebel, but the spuit 
within us all answers Yes, even so My poer woman I 
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In the quiet at Templand, and ampng such solemn 
surroundings, London and its noisy vamities, its dinners 
and its hencoops, did not seem more beautiful to 
Carlyle More than ever he prayed to be away from 
it At that house it was evident that Mis Carlyle 
could not bear the thought of living But there was 
Craigenputtock not far off, towards which he had often 
been wistfully looking Of this, too, hitherto she had 
refused to hear so much as a mention , but it was now 
her own, and her objection might be less They could 
afford to spend something to improve its comforts 
An auction sale of the Templand furniture, every part 
of which had a remembrance attaching to it, was in 
itself a kind of sacrilege Again he would merely hint 

Once or twice to-day (he said at the close of the same 
letter) it strikes me, if you did not so dislike Craigenputtock, 
might we not carry all over thither, build them togethei 
again, and avoid a sale ^ But this, I am afiaid, is lathei wild 
I myself have no love foi Oiaigenputtock , but the place 
might still be saved, made even neater than ever, and while 
it continues oto there is a kind of necessity for oui going 
thither sometimes 

Mrs Carlyle was leaving Liverpool and returning to 
London Her answer to this suggestion did not im- 
mediately arrive Perhaps he knew that she would 
not like it, and may have himself thought no further 
about the matter His daily missives still continued 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Templand March 23 

The day has^ been pale, bright, serene, a sort of Sabbath 
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to me The Olosebum trees were all loud with rooks The 
cattle seemed happy ^ the unfathomable azme lestmg beauti- 
fully above us all One asks, Is man alone born to soiiow 
that has neithei heakng noi blessedness in it ? All nature 
from all coiners of it answers No — for all the wise No Only 
Yea foi the unwise, who have man’s susceptibihties, appetites, 
capabihties, and not the insights and rugged virtues of men 
The sun is down — ^twilight itself coming thiough this pool 
north window which you know so well begms to fail me 

March 25 

My dear good Wife, — ^Your kind and sad httie note aiiived 
this mormng Never mmd me and my health The country, 
with its sacied stillness and freshness, is sure to amend me of 
everything Its very tempests and blistering spiing showeis 
do me good to witness God’s earth ^ It is good for me, 
also, to be left quite alone here, alone with my giiefs and 
my sms, even as m the presence of one sainted and gone mto 
the eternal clearness God Most High is over us both 

This moimng I hear from Adamson ^ about some legacy 
tax and the inventoiy of effects I have taken oidei about 
it and answered him To you this only will be interestmg, 
that she had, if I lecoUect, 189Z lying in the Sank, so needed 
not to fear money stiaits at least Heaven be praised foi it ^ 
Oh J eannie, what a blessing foi us now that we fronted povei ty 
instead of hei doing it ^ Could the Queen’s Tieasury com- 
pensate us had we basely left her to such a stiuggle 

He had to regret that he had so much as alluded 
to Craigenputtock The very name of it had, m Mrs* 
Carlyle’s weak, agitated state, awakened a kind of 
horror. 


VOL I 


* I suppose a Dumfries o^cial 
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To Jane Welsh Carlyle, Ghey'iw Row 


Templand March 26 

Dear Jeanme, — ^You aie evidently veiy ill I entieat yon 
take care of yourseK Do not tear yourself in pieces As 
to Craigenputtock, that was a passing thought, and has come 
no moie back If I make you miseiable, it shall be for a 
gieater blessedness to myself than a lesidence there among 
the savages 

March 27 

Do not fret yourself at all about that note I saw 
veiy well what you now tell me , how it had been The 
worst effect of all on me was that it indicates such a sick, 
excitable condition I pray you study to avoid whatever can 
lead thitherward, and know well always that I cannot 
dehberately mean anything that is haimful to you, unjust, 
or painful to you Indehbeiately I do enough of such 
things without meamng them I walked three hours in 
the grey Maich mildness down to the Fold oi Ferry of 
Barjarg, and back again by the nvei-side and shaws It 
was a road I moie than once went a good part ot o*. horse- 
back that autumn we last tried to stay heie Alas ^ how all 
the faults and*" little infirmities of the departed seem now 
what they really were, meie virtues imprisoned^ obstiucted in 
the stiange, sensitive, tiemulous element they weie sent to 
hve m ^ Of that once moie I could not but thmk to-day 
There is somethmg in these lemembrances that would diive 
one to weepmg Templand in the distance looked to me 
hke a kmd of pure Hades and shrine of the dead, poor little 
Auntie’s figme lying in death in it, ^ and then m succession 

* Aunt Jeanme I liave found a letter lying out of its place among 
Carlyle’s papers, written from Craigenputtock to Mrs Carlyle on the 
occasion of Aunt Jeannie’s death I had not seen it when I wrote the 
account of that part of his life, and so give it in a note here, as it is 
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the second, and now the third The rooks are cawing all 
lound, the liver mshing ever jon, a sacied silence of all 
hnman sounds resting far and wide It is very mournful to 
me, but pieferable to anything that could be offered me of 
the sort they call 3oy 

Poor Steilmg » setting off to-monow again on his old 
hapless enand , ^ and yet who knows whethei at bottom it is 
not a kind of good to him ? Were it not for this sickness 
that always opens an issue, I see not but he must either 
wiite a tragedy, oi, failmg that, break his heart, and so act 
one Probably he hunself is not without some unconscious 
feelmg of that sort, which m the background may he as 

too beautif al to be passed over There is no date, but it belongs to the 
year 1832 Mrs Carlyle was then at Templand, and had sent up word 
to her husband that her aunt had gone 

Oraigenputtock 1832 

Your sad messenger is just arrived I had again been cherishing 
hopes when the day of hope was clean gone Compose yourself, my 
beloved wife, and try to feel that the G-reat Father is yood, and can do 
nothing wrong, inscrutable and stern as His ways often seem to us 
Surely, surely, there is a life beyond death, and that gloomy portal 
leads to a purer and an abiding mansion ^ Suffering angel » But she is 
now flee from suffering, and they whom she can no longer watch over 
are alone to be deplored It seems uncertain to ihe whether I can 

be aught but an encumbrance at Templand Yet I feel called to hasten 
towards you at this so trying moment I mean to set out for Dumfries 
and order mournings, and be with you some time to-night I am al- 
most lamed for riding, so that it may be rather late before I can 
arrive 

My mother is here, and bids me with tears in her eyes send you her 
truest love and prayers that God may sanctify to you this heavy stroke 
‘The world,’ she says, * is a lie, but God is a truth, and His goodness 
abideth for ever ’ 

May He keep and watch over my beloved one ’ 

I am always her affectionate 

T Carlyle 

^ Sent abroad, Falmouth not answering 

17—2 
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a kind of consolation to him Poor fellow ^ Enough now, 
and goodmght to cousin Jernme and you, fiom the loneliest 
man in all the world — oi at least as lonely as any Good 
night, and a blessing be with you ! 


April 3 

Yesterday I set out m the lough wind, while the weathei 
was diy, foi a long walk I went by Penpont, up Scaur 
Water, lound the foot of Tymon Doon I had all along been 
lemembeiing a poor little joiner’s cottage which I saw once 
when pool Auntie and you and I went up on pomes This 
ride, this cottage, which was the centre of it in my memory, 
I would agam recall, by lookmg at the places — ^the places 
which abide while all else vanishes so soon It was a day 
of tempestuous wind , but the sun occasionally shone , the 
country was giim-biight , the halls of an almost spiritual 
clearness, and broad swift storms of hail came dashing down 
from them on this hand and that It was a kind of preter- 
natural walk, full of sadness, full of puiity 

The Scaur Water, the clearest I ever saw except one, came 
brawhng down, the voice of it like a lamentation among the 
wmds, answermg me as the voice of a brother wanderer and 
lamentei, wancleieis hke me through a ceitam portion 
of eternity and infimte space Poor brook ^ yet it was 
nothmg but diops of watei My thought alone gave it an 
individuality It was I that was the wanderer, far older and 
stronger and greater than the Scaui, or any river or mountain, 
or earth, planet, or thmg The poor jomei’s cottage I could 
not recognise , no joiner, at least, was now there 

My stay here has now a fixed term set to it After 
Thursday, come a week, there wiU be no habitation for me 
here I went to the Factor, as I proposed, on Friday — a 
haimless, mtelligent enough, rather w&rsh-lookmg man 
‘ He had no power,’ he told me ^ The Duke’s answer ’ could 
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not be heiG till the end of next week There was hfctle doubt 
but it would be as I wished I^decided straightway on pio- 
ceedmg with the sale and the othei assortments, waiting no 
longer for ^ Dukes ’ and dependents of Dukes Their part 
of the business will gradually be settling itseK m the inteiim 
The babbhng inconclusive palaver of the lustic population 
here, if you have anything to do with them, is altogether 
beyond a ]est to me I positively feel it iminoial and 
disgusting 


April 5 

Margaiet, ^ set a talking by some questions of mine, has 
had me at the edge of crying, 01 altogether crying On the 
last fatal Friday morning the poor sick one said to hei, 

‘ Margaret, I have had a bonny dream I dieamt that my 
son was writing a book with ins heart’s blood,’ meaning, I 
suppose, that it was to be a right excellent book ftood 
God ^ I shall never f oiget that It wiU stick m my memory 
for ever moie But why do we mourn As far as I can 
gather, she died without pam Maigaret says she had never 
slept so well, and bragged of hei health and was m a cheer- 
ful jokmg humour not many minutes before The great 
God IS meiciful , the stroke could not havc'been dehvered 
more softly But that ‘ bonny dream ’ ^ Oh Jeanme ^ that 
IS a thing inexpressibly sorrowful and sweet to me I have 
set you crying again^ I doubt I did not mean that 

Among these letters to Mrs Carlyle I intercalate one 
written on this same 5 th of April to Mr Erskine, who 
had offered warm and wise sympathy in his friends’ 
sorrow 


^ Margaret Hiddlestone, -who had been Mrs "Welsh's servant, and 
was afterwards Mrs Carlyle’s pensioner till her deafch 
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To Thomas Ershine^ L^nlathen 

Templand April 5 

Dear Mr Brskme, — I know nofc whether my pool wife has 
yet answeied the letter yon sent to her, but I know that, if 
not, yet she means with hei earhest strength to do so , for 
she described it as havmg been a true solace to her, as havmg 
‘ told her the very things she was thinking ’ — ^a most naive 
and complete defimtion of a letter that deserved to be written 
Thanks to you m her name and my own The poor heart 
seems gathering composure gradually, though still very weak , 
and in weak bodily health too, imprisoned by the rough sprmg 
weather A young cousin is with her at Chelsea a cheery, 
sensible, affectionate girl, whom she desciibes as a great sup- 
port to her Mis Rich and aU her fiiends, summoned by a 
gieat calamity, had shown themselves full of sympathy and 
help It IS what moitals owe to one another m such a 
season The little buds shrink lovmgly togethei when a 
gieat gyr-falcon has smitten one of them Death I account 
always as a great dehveiance, a dark door into Peace, into 
everlastmg Hope But it is also well named fiom of old the 
King of Terrors — ^a huge demon-falcon rismg miraculously 
we blow not whence, to snatch us away fiom one another’s 
sight we know not whither I Had not a God made this 
world, and made Death too, it weie an insupportable place 
‘ Though He slay me, yet will I tiust in Him ’ Even so In 
whom else, or m what else ^ 

My days pass along heie, where a multiphcity of small 
thmgs still detains but does not occupy me, in a most silent, 
almost sabbath-hke mannei I avoid all company whatever 
—except the few poor gieedy-minded very stupid lustics who 
have some affairs with me, which I struggle always to des- 
patch and cut short I see nobody , I do not even lead 
much The oW hills and nveis, the old earth with her star 
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firmaments and bmnal-vanlts, carry on a mysterious mif athom- 
able dialogue with me It is ejght yeais since I have seen a 
spring, and m such a mood I never saw one It seems all 
new and oiiginal to me — ^beautiful, almost solemn Whose 
great laboratory is that ? The hills stand snow-powdeied, 
pale, bright The black hailstorm awakens m them, lushes 
down like a black swift ocean tide, valley answering valley ; 
and agam the sun blinks out, and the poor sower is casting 
his gram into the furrow, hopeful he that the Zodiacs and fax 
Heavenly Horologes have not falteied , that there will be yet 
another snmmei added for us and another harvest Our 
whole heart asks with Napoleon ‘ Messieurs, who made aU 
that ? Be silent^ foolish Messieurs » ’ 

Mrs Carlyle’s letters from Cheyne Eow showed no 
recovery of spirits Wise comfort, wise reflection upon 
hfe and duty, was the best cordial Carlyle could 
administer 


To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Templand April 9 

No wondei, my dear wife, you feel dishe^itened and sick 
about all woik and weary of the world generally Benevo- 
lence, I agiee with you, is no trade , altogethei, 01 nearly 
altogether, a futflity when followed as a trade Yet work 
does still remam to be done, and the highest law does older 
us all to work My prayer is, and always has been, that you 
would rouse up the fine faculties that are yours into some 
course of real work which you felt to be worthy of them and 
you Your life would not then be happy, but it would cease 
to be miserable It would become noble and clear with a 
kmd of saoredness shimng through it I know well, none 
better, how difficult it all is, how pecuharand original your 



264 CARLYLES S LIFE IN LONDON 

r> 

lot looks to you, and in many ways Nobody can find 
woik easily it much work <Jo he in him , all of us are in 
honible difficulties that look mvincible, but that are not so 
The deepest difliculty which also pi esses on us all is the sick 
sentimentalism we suck in with our whole nourishment, and 
get ingrained mto the veiy blood of us in these miserable 
ages ’ I actually do think it the deepest It is this that 
makes me so impatient of G-eorge Sand, Mazzmi, and all that 
set of prophets , impatient so far as often to be unjust to 
what of tiuth and genuine piopiiety of aim is in them 
Alas ^ how often have I provokingly argued with you about 
all that ’ I actually will endeavour not to do so any moie 
It IS not by arguing that I can ever hope to do you any 
seivice on that side , but I will never give up the hope to 
see you adequately lusy with youi whole mind discoveimg, 
as all human bemgs may do, that m the grimmest rocl^ 
wildernesses of existence, theie are blessed well-springs, there 
IS an everlasting guidmg star 
Oouiage, my pool httle Jeanme ^ Ah me ^ Had I been 
other, foi you too it might have been all easiei But I was 
not other I was even this In such solemn seasons, let us 
both cry foi help to be better foi each other, and for all 
duties in tune doming Articulate piayer is foi me not 
possible, but the equivalent of it lemains for evei in the 
heart and Me of man I say let m pray God look 
down upon us , gmde us, not happily but well, thiough hfe 
Umte us well with our bmied ones accordmg to His will 
Amen My mother, with a kmd, speechless heart, does 
speak so far as to ask if I will send you hei blessing She 
was tellmg me yesterday all about the last paiting with hei 
mother, how she came out to the middle of the road to take 
leave of them, &c Old scenes, images sunk forty years m 
the past which can stiU bring tears into old eyes Ah me ^ 
Ah me ^ Well, I will not add another word to-day, for I 
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have still much to do, and have written moie than enough 
Adieu, dealest ^ God he with you » — He that can wipe away 
all tears from oui eyes All tears ^ 

Ever youi affectionate, 

T Oablyle 

Heirlooms, and some few other relics at Templand, 
were packed and sent to London The remainder of 
the stock was sold by auction on April 12, and Carlyle, 
unable to witness so hateful a scene, spent the morn- 
ing at Ciawford Churchyard, where Mrs Welsh was 
buried The first part of the next letter was written 
there, the conclusion when he returned in the evening 
to the desolate house 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Crawford April 14 

I have spent two hours at the place All is composed 
theie into decent regularity, and hes overlooked by the old 
wddeiness as m everlastmg lest I have copied the inscrip- 
tion hneatim I thought you would like to ^e it that way 
too I also copied youi giandfather’s memorial, evidently 
composed by her The man has cut the letters deep, coirect, 
and veiy well , excellently well as far as lettering goes — one 
or two mistakes of pomts (one especially affecting the sense 
to a grammarian) which I could not beai to leave I went 
to the nearest farmhouse (close by), borrowed a chisel and 
hammer, and succeeded m making it all correct The stone 
stands level, film, laised by six pillarets upon another, which 
is flat, horizontal, and level with the giound Grandfather 
and grandmother, and then a great-grandmother, I think, of 
date 1787, he farthei to the south One ewe and her little 
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black-faced lamb were the only thmgs visible about the spot 
The Clyde i oiled by its eveilasting course The north wind 
was moanmg thiongh some score of trees that stand on the 
opposite side of the Oottes- Acker What a name ^ — a right 
name The old hills lested mournful, desolate, pure and 
strong all round I could see Castlemaine from the spot 

Templand Evening 

It was on the whole very well you did not come hither 
AH things would have fallen with such a deadly weight of 
gnef upon you Vacant ’ Vacant » The transitory still 
here , so much that was transitory proved more lastmg than 
what we wished to continue for ever The mark of her neat, 
orderly hand, full of humble, thiifty elegance, very touchmg 
m itself anywhere and everywhere, is in all corners of this 
house , and she — has gone a long journey Patience, my 
daihng I She has gone whither we are swiftly following her 
Perhaps essentially she is still near us Neai and far do not 
belong to that eternal world which is not of space and tune 
G-od rules that too , we know nothing more The sight of 
these pool floweis which I have gathered for you has led me 
into thought^ which perhaps I had better have spared The 
poor httle floweis have all ventured out this blight day, and 
theie IS nobody to bid them light welcome now 

The next mommg Carlyle took his last leave of Temp- 
land, and went to pass a few quiet days with his mother 
As a close of this episode I add a few lines sent to biTY^ 
by a friend whom he rarely saw, who is seldom men- 
tioned in connection with his history, yet who then and 
always was exceptionally dear to him The lines them- 
selves were often repeated by him to the end of his own 
life, and will not be easily forgotten by anyone who 
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reads tliem He says m his notes to the * Letters and 
Memorials of Mfs Carlyle/ tSiat while at Templand he 
received three or four friendly serious notes from Lock- 
hart In one of these, dated April 1, was written — 

It is an old behef 
That on some solemn shore 
Beyond the sphere of giief, 

Dear friends shall meet once more 

Beyond the spheie of tune, 

And sin, and fate’s contiol, 

Seiene m changeless piune 
Of body and of soul 

That cieed I fain would keep, 

Tins hope I’ll not foiego , 

Eternal be the sleep, 

If not to waken so 

At Scotsbrig ordinaiy subjects resumed their interest, 
and Carlyle began to think again, though not very 
heartily, of his own work Tedious business still detained 
him in Dumfriesshire He could not leave till he had 
disposed of the lease of Templand The agents of the 
noble Duke could not consistently with their master’s 
dignity, be rapid in their resolutions Carlyle became 
impatient, and reheved his feelings in characteristic 
fashion 


To Jane, Welsh GaHyle 

Scotsbng April 19, 1842 

Cromwell sometimes rises upon me here, bat as a thing lost 
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m abysses, sunk beyond the hoiizon, and only throwing up a 
sad twilight of lemembranc^ I sometimes think I will pack 
up all Fuz’s books together at my return and send them away 
I never yet was in the right tiack to do that book Tet 
Ciomwell IS with me the fit subject of a book, could I only 
say of what book I must yet hang by him But, indeed, 
it I hve, a new epoch will have to untold itself with me 
Theie aie new thmgs, and as yet no new dialect for them 
The time of my youth is past , that of my age is not yet 
fully come 

No Duke’s answer can arrive, I suppose, tiU the end of 
this week It is a wondeiful lelief to me, that I have heie 
got fairly out of the chokmg, sycophant Duke element, which 
tempted me at every turn to exclaim, ^ May the devil and 
his giandmothei fly away with your shabble of a Duke » ’ 
What in God’s name have I to do with hun ^ All the Dukes 
m creation melted mto one Duke weie not worth sixpence 
to me I declare I could not hve there at all m such an 
accursed, soul-oppiessmg puddle of a Dukery 


April 25* 

I beheve the thing is m a fair way of being what is to be 
accounted here as ‘ finished ’ I have seen the Factoi and, 
as it were, come m ‘ the Lord their God his Giace’s will ’ 

April 31 

Let us be thankful that the sorrowful business, toikt&r 
quahter^ is ovei, and no moie agitations on that scoie aie to 
be apprehended f oi you As for the house at Chelsea, if you 
like it, do not legard much my dishke of it I cannot be 
healthy anywheie under the sun I am a peiceptible degree 
unhealthier in London than elsewhere , but London, I do 
feel withal, is the only spot m the earth where I can enjoy 
something like the blessedness of freedom and this I ought 
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to be willing to purchase at the expense of dirt, smoke, 
tumult, and annoyance of vaiioiiis kinds I must run into 
the countiy when the town gets insuppoi table to me But I 
ought not to quit hold of town To hve m cloth worship of 
his G-race the Duke of Buccleuch foi example — I confess I 
should hesitate between Monmouth Sfcieet and that Not 
that, I should say , anything lathei than that 

To-day I have lam on a sofa and read the whole histoiy 
of the family of Carlyle Positively not so bad leading I 
discover theie what illustrious genealogies we have , a whole 
regiment of Thomas Carlyles, wide possessions, all ovei 
Annandale, Cumberland, Durham, gone all now into the 
uttermost wreck, absorbed mto Douglasdom, Drumlaniigdom, 
and the devil knows what Two of us have written plays, 
one could caive organs, sculpture hoises , Mis Jameson’s 
old Cailyle was cousm of Brideknk I suppose I, too, must 
have been meant for a Duke, but the means were dropped in 
the passage 

He had small respect for dukes and such-like, and 
perhaps Templand would not have answered with him 
if he had kept it, but he had a curious^ pride also m 
his own family There was reason to believe that his 
own father was the actual lepresentative of the Lords 
Carlyle of Torthorwald , and, though he laughed when 
he spoke of it, he was clearly not displeased to know 
that he had noble blood in him Rustic as he was 
in habits, dress, and complexion, he had a knightly, 
chivalrous temperament, and fine natuial courtesy, 
another sure sign of good breeding was his hand, which 
was small, perfectly shaped, with long fine fingers and 
aristocratic finger-nails He knew well enough, how- 
ever, that with him, as he was, pedigrees and such-hke 
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had nothing to do The descent which he prized was 
the descent from pious srnd worthy parents, and the 
fortunes and misfortunes of the neighbouring peasant 
families were of more real interest to him than aris- 
tocratic genealogies 

To Jam Welsh Carlyle 

Scotsbrig May 3, 1842 

My deal Wife, — This is to he the last note I write to you 
from Scotsbiig on the present occasion Mothmg new is to 
be communicated The day has passed ovei to this horn, 
four o’clock, without lecordable incident I have been twice 
upon the mooi smce six, when I awoke I have seen poor 
cattle straymg over these banen bogs , poor ploughmen toil- 
mg m the red furrow, then ploughshares gleammg m the 
sun — a most mnocuous flash , they and their huts, and then 
whole existence looking sad, almost pathetic to me They 
aie veiy poor in puise, poor in purpose, piinciple, for the 
most part in all that makes the wealth of a man 

Poor devils ^ The farmer of Stennybeck, the next place 
to this, has a mother stone-blind, whom I remember out of 
infancy as a busk, buxom lass that sate in the kirk with me 
Utter poverty — ^financiering equal to a Chancellor’s of the 
Exchequer— -has attended them these many years, ever m 
the near background a gaol , and now yesterday the poor 
bhnd woman, searohmg down some heavy churn from the 
garret — ^for she works and bustles all over the house — 
tumbled through a trapdoor and nearly killed herself Un- 
fortunate souls I The man asked Jamie one day, ‘ Wliat d’ye 
bhink will come of me ? ’ Peel’s tariff has taken some twenty 
pounds from him, and — ^his Laud is riotmg through the world 
like a broken blackguard I am wae to look on poor old 
Annandale, poor old England — ^the devil is busy with us aU 
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What a pity a man cannot sleep, and so live something 
like other men ' Foi the rest, ^t is no seciet to me that he 
ought still to keep a bridle on himself, and not let insom- 
nolence noi any othei perveisity diive him beyond hmits 
Yesterday I got my hair cropped, partly by my own en- 
deavours m the fiont, chiefly by sister Jenny’s in the rear I 
feai you will think it rathei an oiiginal cut 


It was on Carlyle’s return fiom Scotland, a day or 
two after the date of this last letter, that he paid the 
visit to Eugby of which Dean Stanley speaks in his life 
of Dr Arnold Arnold, it will be remembered, had 
written to Carlyle after reading the * French Eevolution ’ 
He had sympathised warmly also with his tract on 
* Chartism,’ and his views as to the mights or lights of 
English working men Cromwell, who was to be the 
next subject, was equally interesting to Arnold , and 
hearing that Carlyle would be passing Eugby, he begged 
him to pause on the way, when they could examine 
Naseby field together 

Carlyle, on his side, had much persona^ respect for 
the great Arnold — for Arnold himself as a man, though 
very httle for his opinions He saw men of ability all 
round him professing orthodoxy and holding office in 
the Chmch, while they regarded it merely as an insti- 
tution of general expediency, with which then private 
convictions had iiotnmg to do Such men aimed only 
at success in the woild, and if they chose to sell then 
souls foi it, the article which they parted with was of no 
particular \alue But Arnold was of a highei stamp 
While a Libeial in politics and philosophy, and an his- 
torical student, he imagined himself a real believer in 
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the Christian religion, and Carlyle was well assured that 
to men of Arnold’s principles it had no ground to stand 
on, and that the clear-sighted among them would, be- 
fore long, have to choose between an honest abandon- 
ment of an untenable position, and a trifling with their 
own understandings which must soon degenerate into 
conscious insincerity Arnold, Carlyle once said to me, 
was happy in being taken away before the alternative 
was forced upon him He died, in fact, six weeks after 
the visit of which the following letter contains the 
account 


To A^tken^ Dumfries 

Chelsea May 10, 1842 

I had from Scotsbng appointed to pause about seventy 
miles fiom London, and pay a visit to a certain Oxford 
dignitary of distmction, one Dr Arnold, Mastei of Bugby 
School I would wilhngly have paid five pounds all the day 
to be honourably off , but it oleaily revealed itself to me 
^thou should’st veiitably go,’ so at Birmingham I booked 
myself and went Right well that I did so, foi the contiaiy 
would have looked hke the woik of a fool , and the people all 
at BiUgby were of especial kindness to me, and I was really 
glad to have made then acquamtance Hext day they diove 
me over some fifteen miles off to see the field of Naseby 
fight — Olivei Cromwell’s chief battle, or one of his chief 
It was a grand scene for me — ^Nfaseby A venerable hamlet, 
largei than Middlebie, all built of mud, but tnm with high 
peaked roofs, and two feet thick of smooth thatch on them, 
and plenty of tiees scatteied round and among It is bmlt 
as on the brow of the Hagheads at Ecclefechan , Cromwell 
lay with his back to that, and King Charles was drawn up as 
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at Wull Welsh’s — only the Sinclair burn must be mostly 
dned, and the hollow much wid^r and deeper They flew at 
one another, and Cromwell ultimately ^ biashed him all to 
roons ’ I plucked two gowans and a cowshp from the buiial 
heaps of the slam, which still stand as heaps, but sunk away 
in the middle At seven o’clock they had me home agam, 
dinneied, and off m the last railway tiam 
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CHAPTEE X 
AD 1842 JET 47 

Return to London — Sees the House of Commons — Yachting trip to 
Ostend — Bathing adventure — Church at Bruges — Hotel at Ghent— 
Reflections on modern music — alk through the town — A lace girl— 
An old soldier — Artisans at dinner — The * Vigilant ’ and her crew— 
Visit from Owen— Ride in the Eastern counties — Ely Cathedral— 
St Ives— Past and Present 

The season was not over when Carlyle was again at 
home after his long absence, but the sad occupations 
of the spring, and the sad thoughts which they had 
brought with them, disinclined him for society The 
summer opened with heat He had a room arranged 
for him at the top of his house at the Dack, looking 
over gardens and red roofs and trees, with the river and 
its barges on his right hand, and the Abbey in the 
distance There he sate and smoked, and read books 
on Cromwell,'^the sight of Naseby having brought the 
subject back out of ' the abysses ^ Forster’s volumes 
weie not sent back to him Visitors were not admitted, 
or were left to be entertained in the drawing-room 

June 17 

I Sit here (he wrote to his mother), and think of yon 
many a time and of all imaginable things I say to myself, 
‘Why should’st thon not be thankful ^ God is good , all 
this life IS a heavenly imracle, gieat, though stein and 
sad ’ Pool Jane and hei cousin sit in the low loom which 
extends through the whole bieadth of the house, and has 
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V7iiidows on both sides Theie they sew, lead, see company, 
and keep it out of my way Pool Jane is still very sad, 
takes fits of crying, and is peihaps still more soriowful 
when she does not cry I try to get her advised out as 
much as possible John Steiling is come to London foi 
these two weeks, home from Italy He will be a new le- 
source to hei , she seems to get no good of anythmg but the 
sympathy of her fiiends 

Of these friends the most actively anxious to be kind 
were Mr and Mrs Charles Buller, with whom Carlyle 
had been at Kinnaird Their eldest son, Charles, who 
had been his pupil, was now m the front rank in the 
House of Commons Eeginald, the youngest, had a 
living at Troston, in Sufifolk, with a roomy paisonage 
His father and mother had arranged to spend July and 
August there, and they pressed Mrs Carlyle to go with 
them for change of scene Mrs Carlyle gratefully 
consented She liked Mrs BuUer, and the Bullers’ 
ways suited her It was settled that they weie to go 
first, and she was to follow Carlyle’s own movements 
were left doubtful He, after so long ai> interruption 
of his work, did not wish to move again immediately ; 
but he was very grateful to Mrs BuUer for her kindness 
to his wife, and when she asked him m return to go to 
the House of Commons to hear her son speak, he could 
not refuse He had never been there before , I believe 
he never went again , but it was a thing to see once, 
and though the sight did not inspire him with rever- 
ence, he was amused, and wiote an account of it to his 
mother 

Mrs BuUer made me go the othei night the House of 

18-2 
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Oommom to heai Charles speak on the Scotch Chuich question 
The Scotch Chuich question was found to be in a wrong con- 
dition as to/flriw, and could not come on till the 5th of July It 
stiuck me as the stiangest place I had evei sat in, that same 
house Theie was a humming and bustling, so that you could 
hear nothing for the most pait , the members all sitting with 
then hats on talking to one another, commg and gomg You 
only saw the Speaker, a man in an immense powdered wig, 
in an old-fashioned elevated chan , and half heard him 
mumbhng ‘ Say Aye, Say No The Ayes have it , ’ passmg 
Bills which nobody except one 01 two specially concerned 
cared a fig about, 01 was at pains to hsten to When a good 
speaker rose, or an important man, they grew a little more 
silent, and you could hear Peel was there and on his feet 
Pool Peel 1 he is leaUy a clevei-looking man — ^large sub- 
stantial head, Eoman nose, massive cheeks with a wrinkle 
half smile, half sorrow on them, considerable trunk and 
stomach, sufficient stubboin-lookmg short legs , altogether 
an honest figure of a man He had a dark-coloured suitout 
on, and cotton trousers of blue striped jean A curious man 
to behold under the summer twilight 

This single glance into the legislative sanctuary 
satisfied Carlyle’s curiosity Once, in after years, on 
some invitation from a northern borough, he did for a 
moment contemplate the possibihty of himself belong- 
ing to it, but it was for a moment only, and then with 
no more than a purpose of telling Parliament his 
opimon of its merits For it was his fixed conviction 
that m that place lay not the strength of England, but 
the weakness of England, and that m time it would 
become a question which of the two would strangle 
the life out ofcthe other Of the debatmg department 
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in the management of the affairs of this country he 
never spoke without contempts In the administration 
of them theie was still vigour inherited thiough the 
tiaditions of a great past, and kept alive in the spirit 
of the public service The navy especially continued a 
leality Having seen the House of Commons and the 
Anarchies, he was next to have a sight of a Queen’s 
ship on a small scale, and of naval discipline 

The thing came about in thi^ way He could not 
work in the hot weather, and doubtless lamented as 
loud as usual about it Stephen Spring Eice, Commis- 
sioner of Customs, was going in an Admiralty yacht to 
Ostend on public business The days of steam in the 
navy were not yet The yacht, a cutter of the largest 
size, was lying in Margate loads Spiing Eice and his 
youngei biother were to join hei by a Thames steamer 
on August 5, and the night before they invited Carlyle 
to go with them Had there been time to consider, 
he would have answered ^impossible’ But the pro- 
posal came suddenly Mrs Carlyle, who was herself 
going to Troston, strongly uiged its acceptance The 
expedition was not to occupy more than four or five 
days Carlyle was always well at sea In short, he 
agreed, and the result was summed up in a narrative, 
written m his very best style, which he termed ® The 
Shortest Tour on Eecoid’ He was well, he was m 
good humour, he was flung suddenly among scenes 
and people entirely new Of all men whom I have 
ever known, he had the greatest power of taking in 
and remembering the minute paiticulars of what he 
saw and heard, and of then reproducing them m lan- 
guage The tour, if one of the shortest, is also there- 
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fore one of tlie most vivid It opens with an account 
of the run down the nver, the steamer, the passengers, 
Herne Bay, Margate, &c The yacht was waiting at 
anchor with her long pennon flying As the steamer 
stopped the yacht’s galley came alongside The Spring 
Eices and Carlyle stepped into it and were rowed on 
board, and he made his first experience of an English 
cruiser, of a type which is now extinct. 

The cutter ‘ Vigilant,’ which rocked hereupon the waters, 
IS a smart httle turn ship of some 250 tons, rigged, fitted, 
kept and navigated in the highest style of Enghsh seacraft , 
made every way for saihng fast, that she may catch smugglers 
Outside and inside, in furmture, equipment, action, and look, 
she seemed a model — clean all as a lady’s workbox 

The party dined on board They were not to sail 
till the morning tide The lights of Margate looked 
inviting in the height of its season, and they went on 
shore to stroll about and look at the sights Nor look 
at them only, for they were tempted into the ball- 
room, when the Master of the Ceremonies came instantly 
with offers of fair partners Carlyle looked on grimly, 
but Stephen Spring Eice whirled away into waltzes, 
quadrilles, country-dances — not to be moved from the 
place till the rooms were to be closed ^ Auld Eobm 
Gray’ was sung as a finale by ^a very ill-looking 
woman ’ It was by this time midnight They went 
back to the yacht and turned in The anchor was up 
shortly after, and before dawn they were far on their 
way *My sleep,’ Carlyle says, ^was a sleep as of 
hospitals, of men in a state of asphyxia, a confused 
tumult, a shifting from headache to headache ’ After 
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three hours he gave it up and went on deck, when he 
found the cutter flying throi^gh the water By break- 
fast they had run down the land — by ten o’clock m 
the evening they were off Ostend Even now such 
vessels as the ‘ Vigilant,’ with a stiff breeze, can hold 
their own with a swift screw steamer, while they have 
the advantage infinitely in comfort and cleanliness 

Ostend itself, with its harbour, its Douane, streets^ 
ramparts, hotels, shop-boys and shop-girls, is described 
at length and very humorouky I select a single 
incident only They landed m the morning, and 
wandered about the town They were to go on by 
train to Bruges after a midday dinner The weather 
was hot The Spring Rices were busy sight-seemg 
Carlyle thought he would prefer a bathe, and forgot, 
or did not know, the regulations He must himself 
tell what befell him 

I passed over an unpaved part of the height, and soon 
sloped down to the sand beach where the machines stood , 
where some scoie of ragged women sat sorting and freshening 
the salt towels, some cheeiing themselves i\lth a loud song 
the while , when diiectly a freckled figure, with tow ban, 
baiefoot and in blue blouse, volunteeied in some kmd of 
patois to do the bathing, and straightway showed me mto his 
machine and shut the door 

I was stripped and ready by the time the blue-blouses 
quadruped, one of the wietchedest ganons now ahve, came 
to drag me m I was dragged m nevertheless I opened 
my dooi and plunged foiwaid to one of the most delicious 
tepid sea baths, though as yet somewhat shallow Alas ^ I 
made only some three plunges and a stroke or two of swim- 
ming, when the blue blouse, in a state not fai from dis- 
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traction, came ridmg mto the waves after me, vocifeiating 
with uphfted hand I knew not what Wow ^ Gow ^ Wow ^ 
Nay at length something like Pohce ^ Wow ^ Gow ’ and evi- 
dently expiessmg the intensest desiie that I should come out 
of the water agam Clearly I had no alternative, with a man 
in blue blouse mounted in that manner On entering I could 
not but burst mto laughing I found that, men and women, 
we were all bathing heie in a heap, and that among my 
apparatus were not only two huckaback towels but a jacket 
and bieeches of blue gingham, which I decidedly ought to 
have put on fiist My three plunges, howevei, weie enough, 
highly beneficial — and no Police Gow-wow, as it chanced, 
had meddled with me 

Dinner followed, and then the railway in the August 
afternoon to Bruges, Carlyle sketching the landscape 
on his memory as he went 

Sand doTOS and stagnating marshes, producing nothing 
but heath, but sedges, docks, maish-mallows, and miasmata — 
so it lay by natuie , but the industiy of man, the assiduous, 
unweaiied motion of how many spades, pickaxes, hammers, 
wheel-baiiows, masons’ tiowels, and the thousandfold indus- 
trial tools have made it — ^this ^ A thing that will grow grass, 
potherbs, warehouses, Rubens’s pictures, chinches and cathe- 
dials Long before Gsesai’s time of swoids the eia of spades 
had usheied itself in, and was busy Tools and the Man ^ 
‘Arms and the Man’ is but a small song m comparison 
Honoui to you, ye long forgotten geneiations, from whom at 
this moment we have oui bread and clothing ^ Not a delver 
among you that dug out one shovelful of a maish diam but 
was domg us a good turn 

Bruges in the thirteenth century had become the ‘ Venice 
of the North,’ had its ships on every sea The most importanc 
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City lu these latitudes was founded m a soil which, as Cole- 
ridi^e, with a poor sneei, declares was not of God’s making, 
but of man’s All the moie credit to man, Mr Samuel 
Tayloi 

The eye, Cailyle often says, sees only what it brings 
with it the means of seeing The ordinary London 
traveller on the road between Ostend and Biuges per- 
ceives a country finely cultivated He is pleased to 
approve, observes that these foreigners are not so 
backward as might have been expected, and that is 
all , Carlyle saw all that, and saw all that lay behind it 
— a miracle of human mdustiy, two millenniums of 
human history 

As they walked fiom the station through the 
streets of that strange old city, they were themselves 
objects of admiration to the inhabitants He goes 
on — 

The Captain^ and I had a rational Enghsh costume, dif- 
feient, yet not greatly diffeient, fiom theiis , but the costume 
of our two brethien did seem to myself ast^j^nishmg , tne 
Home Commissionei in a pan of coarsest blue shag trousers, 
with a hoirible blue shag spencei without waistcoat, and a 
scanty blue cap on his head, had a truly flihusti&r an The 
good Charles had a low-ciowned, bioad-biimmed glazed hat, 
ugliest of hats, and one of those amazing sack coats which 
the Enghsh dandies have taken to weai, the make of which 
is the simplest One straight sack to hold your body, two 
smallei sacks on top for the aims, and by way of collar a 
hem The earliest tailor on the earth would make bis coat 
even so , and the Bond Street snip has returned to that as 

^ The ca-Dtain of the jacht, who had aceompanied them. 
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elegance Oh, ineffable snip of Bond Stieet, what a thing 
art thou I 

In the Market-place they passed an authentic ‘ Tree 
of Liberty/ which had been planted in 1794, and was 
still growing Carlyle patted it with his hand as they 
went by He admired greatly the quaint old build- 
ings, the pretty women neatly dressed Among the 
children he emptied his pockets of his loose money 
The door of a magnificent church stood open They 
entered in the evening light 

Few things (he says) which I have seen weie more im- 
pressive Enormous high arched i oofs — I suppose, not higher 
than Westminster Abbey, but fai moie striking to me, foi 
they were actually in me here — soaring to a height that 
dwarfed all else , gieat high altar-pieces with sculpture, 
wooden carvings hanging m mid-aii, piUars, balustrades of 
white marble edged with black maible, pictures, inscriptions, 
bronze gates of chapels, shrmes and votive tablets , above 
all, actual human creatuies bent in devotion theie, counting 
their beads with open eyes, or as m still deeper prayer, 
covered by thSir black scarfs — ^for they were mostly women — 
and only their httle pointed shoe soles distinct to you , all 
this with the yellow evenmg sunhght falling down over and 
beneath the new and ancient tombs of the dead , it struck 
me dumb, and I cared nothmg for Rubens or Vandyok can- 
vases while this hving pamted canvas hung heie before me 
on the bosom of eternity The Mass was over, but these 
worshippers, it seemed, still loitered You could not say 
from their air that they were without devotion — ^yet they 
were pamful to me The fat priests, m whose leal sincerity^ 
not in whose sincere cant^ I had more difficulty in beheving, 
were worse than painful I had a kind of hatred of them, a 
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desire to kick them mto the canals unless they ceased their 
fooling p 

Thmgs are long-hved, and Grod above appomts then term 
Yet when the brains of a thing have been out foi three cen- 
turies and odd, one does wish that it would be kind enough 
to die The tonsmes of these priests, I observed, were very 
small, not biggei than a good crown-piece of English com 
They woie on the streets a homd three-corneied shovel for 
hat, a black serge or cloth pelisse, exactly hke a woman’s, 
some sasheries about their nasty thick waists, and a nanow 
scarf of black silk — ^ahout a triple ribbon of silk — hanging 
down light behind from then haunches, sometimes from the 
veiy neck — oftenest very ugly men, and far too fat At 
bottom one cannot wish these men kicked into the canals, 
for what would follow weie they gone Atheistic Ben- 
thamism, Piench Editoiial ‘lights of man,’ and ‘Giande 
Nation ’ That is a far woise thmg, a far untruer thing 
God pity the generation in which you have to see deluded 
and deluding simulacra^ Taituffes and semi-Taituffes, and 
to stay the uplifted foot, and not kick them into the canal, 
but go away neai weepmg m silence — alone — alone 1 

He often ferociously insisted that he knew nothing 
about the fine aits, and wished to know nothing His 
abhorrence of cant was particularly active in this de- 
partment , aware as he was that nine-tenths of those 
who talked most fluently about it were talking mere 
words But he had as good an eye as any man, and 
could admire wisely what deserved to be admired 

In the second chuich we enteied there was, among much 
else of the sort, a maible Mothei and Child, by Michael 
Angelo , piobably the most impiessive piece of sculptuie I 
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evei saw Michael Angelo had made it foi some Italian 
church On its passage, in„the Mediteuanean, it was cap- 
tured by some Flemish sea-king and given to this chuioh, 
wheie it stands m perfect pieseivation, and may long stand 
The treatment of the eye$ is smgulai, the hds as if half shut 
—Angelo’s way of meeting the difidculty of stone eyes The 
sculptuial finish, I suppose, is perfect, 01 the nearest peifection 
man has yet reached The skin glistens sleek, waves with a 
softness as of very skin The air of the mother’s face has some- 
time of Eachel the aotiess narrow, Jewish, though not qmte 
so narrow and Jewish , bending, with an air of sorrow, of mfi- 
nite earnestness, over her httle boy, who stands befoie her 
supported by her The boy’s face struck me not less , a soft, 
child’s face, yet with a pnde m it, with a noble comage m it, 
as of a young lion There is a child hand, and a mother’s 
hanilj which I suppose it might be difficult to match 

The travellers’ time was short, and there was much 
to do m it The afternoon and evenmg were allowed 
to Bruges At dusk they proceeded by railway to 
Ghent, where they proposed to sleep at the Hotel de 
Flandre But, for one of them, to propose was easier 
than to execute The night was sultry The open 
window of Carlyle’s bed-room looked into a courtyard 
with its miscellaneous noises , and at four o’clock, with 
day breaking and the church beUs bursting out, he grew 
desperate and got up He exclaims 

How the ear of man is tortured m this terrestrial planet » 
Go wheie you will, the cock’s shnll clarion, the dog’s harsh 
watch note, not to speak of the melody of jackasses, and on 
streets, of wheel-barrows, wooden clogs, loud-voiced men, 
perhaps watchmen, bieak upon the hapless bram , and, as if 
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all was not enough, ‘ the Piety of the Middle Ages ’ has 
founded tremendous bells , and the hollow triviality of the 
piesent age — ^far woise — ^has eveiywheie instituted the piano ^ 
Why aie not at least all those cocks and cockeiils boiled into 
soup, into eveilasting silence ? Oi, if the Devil some good 
mght should take his hammei and smite in shivers all and 
eveiy piano of our European world, so that in bioad Europe 
theie weie not one piano left soundable, would the haim be 
great Would not, on the contrary, the lelief be considei- 
able ^ Eoi once that you heai any real music from a piano, 
do you not five bundled times heai meie artistic someisets, 
distracted janghng, and the hapless pietence of music ? 
Let him that has lodged wall neighboui to an operatic aitist 
of stimged music say 

This miserable young woman that now in the next house 
to me spends all her young, bright days, not m learning to 
darn stockings, sew shuts, bake pastry, 01 any ait, mystery, 
01 business that will profit herself 01 others , not even in 
amusmg heiself or skipping on the giassplots with laughter 
of her mates , but simply and solely in raging from dawn to 
dusk, to night and midnight, on a hapless piano, which it is 
evident she will nevei in this woild leain to lendei moie 
musical than a pan of bain-fanners ? The Iniseiable young 
female ^ The sound of hei thiough the wall is to me an 
emblem of the whole disti acted misery of this age , and her 
barn-fanners’ rhythm becomes all too significant 


So meditated Carlyle, as he sat smoking at the 
window of his room in the Hotel de Flandre at Grhent, 
and watching the dawn spread over the chimney-pots 
An omnibus rolled slowly out of the gate of the yard, 
an old ostler sat mending a saddle on a bench The 
bedroom windows all round the court were wide open 
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through which might be seen the usual litter, and 
in one instance for a moment a pretty young lady in 
a dressing-gown He tried to sleep again when his 
pipe and his reflections were done, and had half suc- 
ceeded when the great bell of St MichaeFs boomed 
out close by, and threw him broad awake again, think- 
ing how perhaps Philip Van Artevelde had listened to 
that very same bell, and how the pealing of it was, 
perhaps, the first sound that had stiuck the ear of the 
infant who was afterwards Chailes V 

After breakfast the party separated on their various 
errands, having fixed on a spot where they were to 
meet in the course of the forenoon The rendezvous 
was unsuccessful, and Carlyle, not sorry to escape 
from picture galleiies, passed his morning alone, 
wandering about the city, looking at the people, and 
straying into an occasional church At the Cathedral 
he says — 

I found a large squadron of piiests and singeis busy 
chanting Mass — a Mass foi the dead, I undei stood The 
sound of them Tas as a loud, not unmelodious biay in various 
notes of the gamut, from clamorous, eagei sound of petition- 
mg, down to the depths of bass resignation, awe, or acquies- 
cence, which, leverbeiatmgfiom the vast roof and walls, was, 
or might at one time have been, a very appiopiiate thing I 
grudge tenibly to hsten to any ‘ office foi the dead ’ as to a 
piece of an opera The priests while I was theie took their 
departme, ‘filthy hallions,’ by a side passage, each with a 
small bow towards the altai, and left the lest of the affair 
to an effective enough squadron of singers and tiumpet or 
bassoon men, who were seated gravely at woik in their 
wooden pews m the chon Aloft and around, as I peiambu- 
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lated the aisles, wheie some few poor people seemed faintly 
joining m the business, the view was magnificent The 
noisy, hoarse giowling of the Mass, roaiing thiough these 
time-honouied spaces, and still calling itself woiship ^ Ach 
Gotti Tuinei says, the Lama Lituigy m Tlnbet, which 
often goes on all mght, is hkewise distmgiushed for its 
noise , harsh, but deep, mournfully unpiessive, and leminds 
you of the Mass 

In an outer coiner of tins Cathedial, opening from a 
sohtary stieet m the real, I found a kttle chapel with an old 
Gothic-arch door, which stood open Appioachmg, I found 
it a httle closet of a place, peihaps some ten feet squaie and 
fifteen high In the wall right opposite the entrance was a 
httle mche, dizened round with cuitams, laces, votive tablet 
of teeth, &o , at the side of it, within this niche, site a 
dizened paltiy doll, some thiee feet long, done with paint, 
iibbons, and luffles This was the Mother of God On the 
left of it lay a much smallei doll (hteially, they were dolls 
such as childien have) This was itself God Good heavens ^ 
Oh, ancient eaith and sky I Befoie this pair of doUs sate, 
in very deed, some half-dozen women, not of the lowest class, 
some of them with young childien, busy countmg then 
beads, applymg themselves to prayei I gazeci speechless — 
not m anger An aged woman in decent black hood, pei- 
haps a man, sate in a httle sentry-box in the cornei, loolang 
on thiough a small window, silently superintending the 
place They bowed to her before gomg out when then de- 
votions were done While I stood heie for a moment theie 
entered a stunted ciooked-looking man, of the most toilworn 
down-piessed aspect, though still below middle age He had 
the coaise sabots, leathern stiaps on him, hke a chairman or 
porter , his hands hard, crooked, black, the nails nearly all 
gone, hardly the eighth of an inch of nail belonging to each 
finger — ^fruit of sore labour all his days and all his father’s 
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days, the most perfect image of a poor diudge He, poor 
diudge ^ put two of his h-oiny fingers into the holy watei, 
dabbed it on his brow, and, folding the black hoin hands, 
sank on both his knees to pi ay The low black head and 
small brow, nailless fingeis, face and aspect hke the poorest 
Irishman, praying to the two dolls there ^ You had to stand 
speechless Uhomme est ahsurde At the door sate squatted 
a pool beggai woman, to whom I gave my sou and walked 
off 


Strolling aimlessly on, he next found himself in a 
street on the north side of the city, which reminded 
him of England It was inhabited by a population 
^ equal in wretchedness to the worst of a Biitish large 
town,’ squalid, hungry, hopeless, miserable Yet, even 
there, human grace was not wholly absent The 
next passage is like a page fiom the * Sentimental 
Journey ’ — 

One clean house, and perhaps only one, I noticed in the 
street An eldeily, or rather oldish young ^ woman sat work- 
ing lace here with hei gieen pillow and pattern maiked on it 
tiuth many pins, which she shifted according to need, and 
some fifty or sixty shm httle thiead bobbins, which she kept 
dancing hither and thither round and among the said pms 
on hex pattern figuie with astonishing celerity ‘ Kan mt 
verstahn^ answered she, when I said ‘ DmUUe ’ Hei messin 
dog barked, but was rebuked by her, and she seemed to 
like that I should watch her a httle Poor ‘ oldish-young 
girl ^ ’ I could see how it was with hei She had missed 
getting mariied peihaps by ‘ misfortune , ’ and now re- 
treated to this small shelter, which, and all in it, she kept 
clean as a new penny She was to plait lace foi the rest 
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of hei tune m this world I laid a half-fianc on her pillow, 
and ■went pensively my ■way % 

Carlyle’s gumly tender face and figure with this 
poor Ghent lace-giil would make a pretty picture, if 
any artist cared to draw it Peihaps the next scene 
would be even bettei — 

Aloft, at the north-west extremity, stands the Alibaye de 
St Pierre^ part of it still a church, the lest of it still a 
banacks and an elevated esplanade An accuiate-looking 
steel-grey man, whom I spoke to here, in answei to my 
inquiries, informed me that he was an ancien militaire (poor 
Belgian half-pay heutenant, I suppose), and had fought 
against us English and the Duke of York m 1793 ^ Vous 

I’avez bien battu,’ I answei ed , ‘ et enfin c’est ce qu’il a me- 
rite II n avait que restei chez lui alois, je pense ’ The 
steel-giey man squeezed my hand at partmg Pool anam 
momie rmhtavre f Pieoisely where the town ended, m the 
rear of a brown cottage, stood a young woman, dabble dab- 
bhng ■with hnens m a wash-tub Conquering heioes peram- 
bulate the woild where so much is going on, and this is 
thy shaie in its history Good-bye to thee, ^ my gul, and 
see thou do thy washmg honestly It will then be well with 
thee, and better than -with most quack egoists, nevei so con- 
quermg 

He made his way back, looking for his friends, to 
the centre of the city 

Soon after noon, the working people, geneially m cleanish 
blouses, came along the street I was in, for dinner Cotton 
people, I supposed About a half were women, also very 
clean and decent-looking I sate down amidst the trees 
m the chief squaie, called Place d^Armes^ wheie now, also, 
voin I 19 
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labourers were sitting at dinner Tbeix wives or some little 
boy had brought it out to tfeem In all cases it appeared to 
consist of two paits — a coarse blown jug containing hquor, 
soup, oftenest beei, or skimmed milk, flanked by a shoe or 
two of black lye biead This formed the outflank of the 
lepast The mam battle was a coaise brown stewpan of 
glazed crockeiy, naiiowei at the top, like a kind of small 
lude hemispheie of a dish, which unifoimly contained pota- 
toes stewed with bits of broken coarse meal, all in a moist 
state, eaten lavenously with a peivter fork The dishes, I 
judged, had all been cooked in some common oven foi a sou 
or so each The good wife had sate by in a composed sor- 
rowfully satisfied way seeing her good man eat What he 
left, befoie takmg to the hquoi jug, he caielessly handed 
hei, and she ate it with much moie neatness, though also 
willingly enough Good motheikin ^ But the appetite of 
the male sex was somethmg gieat A man not fai fiom me, 
a weak-built figuie, almost without chi% shovelled and 
foiked with astonishing alaciity out of his stewpan, his 
protrusive eyes flashing all the while, and his loose eye- 
biows shutthng and jeiking at eveiy stioke, the whole face of 
him a devouring ChimaBia He gave the remnant — a small 
one, I doubt — ^to his boy, snatched up the black biead, and 
made a cut m it at the first bite equal to a moderate horse- 
shoe Poor fellows ^ They all wiped their mouths, I could 
see, with some kind of dim cotton handkerchief, diawn fiom 
cheir blouses foi that end They tumbled themselves down 
foi half an hour of deepest ambrosial sleep 

The cafes, the clubs, the fine houses, the west end 
of Ghent with its fashionable occupants, are described 
not unkindly, but as of infeiior interest to the working 
people All that may be passed over, and indeed the 
rest of the adventures, for little remains to tell 
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He and liis friends, who had spent then day 
in the pictuie galleries, met duly at the table-d/hdte 
dinner At five in the evening they were m the 
train, and at midnight in their berths on board their 
yacht, running out into the North Sea The wind 
fell in the morning, and they were becalmed They 
sighted the North Foreland before night, but the air 
was still light , and it was not till the next day that 
they were fairly in the river Then a rattling breeze 
sprang up, and the * Vigilant,’ with her vast mainsail, 
her vast balloon jib, with all the canvas set which she 
could carry, flew through the water, passing sailing 
vessels, passing steamers, passing everything They 
earned on as if they were entered for a racing cup 
The Jib, of too light matenal for such hard driving, 
split with a report like a cannon Carlyle saw ‘the 
Captain’s eyes twinkle, no other change’ In ten 
minutes the flying wreck was gathered in, another 
Jib was set and standing in the place of it, and the 
yacht sped on as before ‘ To see men so perfect in 
their craft, fit for their work, and fitly prdeied to it,’ 
was a real consolation to him There was something 
still left in the public service of England which had 
survived Parhamentary eloquence They anchored at 
Deptford, and the gig was lowered to take the party 
up to London 

Five lowers with a boatswain , men unsuipassable, I do 
not doubt, in boat navigation, stiong tall men, all clean 
shaved, clean washed, in clean blue trousers, m massive 
clean check shuts, then black neckcloths tied lound then 
waists^ then laige clean blown hands, cunning in the ciaffc 

19—2 
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of the sea — ^it was a kind of 307 to look at it ail In few 
minutes they shot us into th? Custom House stairs, and heie, 
waving oui mild farewells, our travel’s histoiy concluded 
Thus had kind destiny projected us iocket«wise for a httle 
space into the cleai blue of heaven and fieedom Thus 
again were we swiftly leabsorbed into the gieat smoky 
simmermg ciatei, and London’s soot volcano had again 
recoveied us 

His wife was still at Cheyne Row when he came 
back The day after — August 10 — she went off on the 
promised visit to the Bullers at Troston, of which she 
gives an account so humorous xn the ^Letters and 
Memorials ’ Her husband stayed behind with a half 
purpose of following her at the end of the month, 
and occupied himself m writing down the story of his 
flight into the other world, the lightest and brightest 
of all tourist dianes He gave five days to it, seeing 
few visitors in his wife’s absence One new acquaint- 
ance, however, he did make in those days, or, rather, 
one was offered for acceptance, which he always after- 
waids counted among his good possessions 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle^ at Troston. 

Chelsea Friday, August 20, 1842 

The day before yesterday, in the evening, I had fallen 
asleep on the sofa a loud door-knock woke me , in the 
twilight, the tea standmg on the table, a man enteied m 
white trouseis, whom Helen (not the servant) named — 
(Edipus knows what ^ some meie mumble In my dim con- 
dition I took him for Mackmtosh ‘ he was empowered to 
call on me by Miss Fox, of Falmouth ’ He got seated , dis- 
closed himself as a man of huge, coarse head, with piojectmg 
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brow and obin, like a cheese m the last quarter, with a pair 
of laige piotiusive ghtteiing which he did not direct 
to me or to anybody, but sate staring into the blue vague 
Theie he sate and talked in a copious but altogethei vague 
way, hke a man lectunng, hke a man burned, embairassed, 
and not knowing well what to do I thought with myself, 
‘ Q-ood heavens ^ can this be some vagrant Yankee, lion- 
huntmg msipidity, biped peihaps escaped from Bedlam, 
coming in upon me by stealth ^ ’ He talked a minute longer 
He proved to be Owen, the geological anatomist, a man of 
real faculty, whom I had wished to see My recognition of 
him issued m peals of laughtei, and I got two hours of 
excellent talk out of him — a man of real abihty, who could 
tell me mnumerable things After his departuie I asked 
Helen what she had called him ^ She did not know , but 
was quite suie it was his right name, at any late ’ What an 
assistant this little damsel would have been to Adam when 
names weie just beginning » 

The more Carlyle thought of Owen the better he 
liked him, and the more grateful he felt to Miss Fox 
for the acqmsition Sterling had knqjvn Owen at 
Falmouth, where he had been on a visit to the Foxes 
Carlyle wiote to him about it. 

To John Sterhng 


Chelsea August 29 

Tom friend Owen, the naturalist, came down to me one 
evening and stayed two houis I leturned his call yesteiday 
with my brother, and went over his museum He is a man 
of leal talent and worth, an extremely lare kind of man 
Hardly twice in London have I met with any articulate- 
speaking biped who told me a thntieth part so many thmgs 
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I knew not and wanted to know It was almost like to make 
me ciy to hear aifciculate hivnan speech once moie conveying 
leal infoimation to me, not dancmg on airy tiptoes, no 
whence and no whithei, as the mannei of the Cockney dialect 
is Grod’s forgiveness to all Cockney ‘ men of wit , ’ they 
know not what death and Gehenna does link m that 
laborious manity of thens — ^mane speech, the pietence of 
saying somethmg when yon are really saying No thiitgi-, but 
only counteifeits of things, is the begmnmg and basis of all 
othei mamties whatsoever, wherewith the eaith and England 
IS now sick almost unto death. 


He IS reproached for having spoken contemptuously 
of contemporary ^ men of letters ’ His contempt was 
only for empty men of letters, the beginning and end 
of whose occupation was blowing bubbles either m verse 
or piose He had no contempt for any man who had 
genuine knowledge, nor indeed for anybody at all who 
was contented to be simple and without pretence An 
acquaintance like Owen made life itself more rich to 
him Two days later he followed his wife into Suffolk 
Charles BuUer, who was to have met him at Troston, 
had not arrived, and, to use the time profitably, he 
obtained a horse of the completest Eosmante species, 
and set off for a ride through Ohver Cromwell’s country 
His first halt was at Ely He ainved in the evening, 
and walked into the cathedral, which, though fresh 
from Bruges and Ghent, he called ‘ one of the most 
impressive buildings he had ever in his life seen ’ It 
was empty apparently Ho living thing was to be 
seen in the whole vast building but a sohtary sparrow, 
when suddenly some invisible hand touched the oigan, 
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and the rolling sounds, soft, sweet, and solemn, went 
pealing through the solitary aisles He was greatly 
affected He had come to look at the spot where 
Oliver had called down out of his leading-desk a 
refractory High Chuich clergyman, and he had en- 
countered a scene which seemed a rebuke to his fierce- 
ness * I believe,’ he said, ‘ this Ely Cathedral is one 
of the finest, as they call it, in all England , and from 
me, also, few masses of architecture could win more 
admiration But I recoil everywhere from treating 
these things as a d'(jlettant%8m at all The impressions 
they give me are too deep and sad to have anything 
to do with the shape of stones To-night, as the 
heaving bellows blew, and the yellow sunshine streamed 
in through those high windows, and my footfalls were 
the only sounds below, I looked aloft, and my eyes 
filled with tears at all this, and I remembered beside it 
— wedded to it now and reconciled to it for ever — Oliver 
Cromwell’s Cease your fooling, and come out, sir ^ ” 
In these two antagonisms lie what volumes of 
meaning ^ ’ 

Where Carlyle went on this expedition, and what he 
saw, he described in a letter to his brother John when 
it was over 


To John Carlyle 

Troston September 9, 1843 

My gland adventure has been a ride of three days into 
Cromwelldom, which I actually accomphshed on my heavy'- 
footed beast, with endless laboni, dispiiitment, and annoy- 
ance, but also with adequate mteiest, profit, and satisfaction 
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to many feelings I went first to Ely, a ride of thirty miles, 
most of it lanes and cioss-ioads At length the high Cathe- 
dral of Ely uses toweimg on a hill-top ovei an immensity of 
cultivated bog, a very veneiable-looking place I then by 
some industry found Ohvei’s house The huge hoiseblock 
at his door is still lying theie , I brought away a crumb of it 
in my pocket The bells of Ely and some treacheious gieen 
tea &c kept me awake near all night Next day, my hoise 
and self both in veiy bad case, I got on to St Ives, Oliver’s 
first faim, sate and smoked one of your cigars in a field 
which had been — ^very curious to me The tiaditions 
about him in that region are the vaguest conceivable — such 
IS unmoitahty so called I wondei what a Pitt or a Peel 
will amount to m two centuries m comparison ‘ Immor- 
tahty I ’ as my father would have said, with one of his 
shaipest mtonations After two hours at St Ives, a httle 
place of some three thousand people, I moved off to Hunt- 
ingdon, Oliver’s birthplace , saw Hinchinbiook, which was 
Ins uncle’s house, and contains some excellent portraits of 
Civil War people , dined hastily, and rode with terrible de- 
termination to Cambiidge the same evening I never in my 
life was thirstier or wearier The lightning flashed and 
blazed on the right hand of me all over the south from night- 
fall , and about an horn after my anival (about ten o’clock, 
that is) the thundei began in right earnest Next morning 
I looked diligently at all colleges within reach , saw Oliver’s 
pictuie m his Sidney-Sussex College , got undei way again 
in a high wind which became thick diivmg lam, and about 
five I arrived here sound and safe To-day, of couise, I am 
m a veiy baked, hot, feverish condition 

Cromwell had been Carlyle’s first thought in this 
riding expedition, but other subjects, as I have said, 
were rising between him and the Commonwealth At 
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St Ives he had seen and noted more than Cromwell’s 
farm He had seen St Ives pporhouse, and the paupers 
sitting enchanted m the sun, willing to work, but with 
no work provided for them In his Journal for the 26 th 
of October he mentions that he has been reading Ead- 
mer, and Jocelyn de Biakelonde’s Chronicle, and been 
meditating on the old monks’ life in St Edmund’s 
monastery Eound these, as an incipient motive, 
another book was shaping itself in his mind, and making 
‘ Cromwell ’ impossible till this should be done 

To Thomas Erskme^ Esq 

Chelsea October 22, 1842 

I wish all men knew and saw in veiy truth, as Emerson 
does, the eveilasting woith, dignity, and blessedness of work 
We should then teiininate oui Fox-hunting, Almacking, 
Corn-lawmg, and a vaiiety of othei things ^ Foi myself, I 
feel daily moie and moie what a tiuth there is in that old 
saying of the monks, Lalorare est orare I find leally that a 
man cannot make a pan of shoes rightly unless he do it in a 
devout mannei , that no man is evei paid for^his leal work, 
01 should ever expect or demand angrily to be paid , that all 
ivorh piopeily so called is an appeal fiom the Seen to the 
Unseen — a devout calhng upon Higher Powers , and unless 
they stand by us, it will not be a woik, but a quackery 

Peihaps I should tell you, withal, that a set of headlong 
enthusiasts have already risen up m Ameiica who, groundmg 
themselves on these notions of Emerson, decide onrenouncing 
the world and its ways somewhat in the style of the old ere- 
mites of the Thebaid , and letiie mto remote luial places to 
dig and delve with then own hands, ‘to hve accoiding to 
Nature and Tiuth,’ and for one tlnng eat vegetables only 
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We had a missionaiy of that kmd heie a man of sincere 
convictions, but of the deepest ignoiance, and calmly anogant 
as an insured, man may be supposed to be— on the whole, 
one of the intensest bores I have evei met with He i^e 
no proselytes in this qnaiter , but the spiiitual state of New 
Eng land as rendered visible thiough him was very strange to 

had three days of a riding excursion mto Olivei Crom- 
well’s country I smoked a oigai on his bioken horseblock 
m the old city of Ely, undei the stars, beside the giaves of 
St Mary’s Ohurchyaid I almost wept to stand upon the 
veiy flaostones under the setting sun where he ordered the 
refractory parson, ‘ Leave off your foohng, and com ovi, sir 1 
/na« I he too ' was pad for his work ? 

Do not ask me whethei I yet write about Ohver My 
deep and growing feehng is that it is impossible The 
mighty has gone to be a ghost, and wiU never take body 
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CHAPTEE XI 
A D 1842-3 MU 47-48 

Slow progress with ‘ Ciomwell ’ — Condition of England question — 
* Past and Present The Dismal Science — ^Letter from Lockhart — 
Effect of Carlyle’s writings on his conte^mpoiaries — Young Oxford— 
Eeviews — Visit to South Wales — ^Mr Redwood’s visit to the Bishop 
of St David’s — Impressions — An inn at Grloucester — Bather Mathew 
— Retreat in Annandale — Edinbuigh — Dunbar battle-field —Return 
home 


Journal 

October 25, 1842 — Poi many months there has been no 
vviiting here Alas ^ what was there to write ^ About my- 
seK, nothing , or less if that was possible I have not got 
one word to stand upon paper in regard to Ohvei The 
beginnmgs of woik are even more formidable than the exe- 
cuting of it I seem to myself at piesent, and foi a long 
while past, to be sunk deep,Mty miles deep, below the region 
of aiticulation, and, if I ever nse to speak agam, must laise 
whole contments with me Some hundreds of times I have 
felt, and scores of times I have said and written, that Oliver 
IS an impossibility , yet I am still found at it, without any 
visible results at aU Eemoise, too, for my sinful, disgrace- 
ful sloth accompanies me, as it well may I am, as it weie, 
without a language Tons of dull books have I read on this 
matter, and it is still only looming as through thick mists on 
my eye Theie looimng, 01 flaming visible — did it ever 
flame, which it has never yet been made to do^ — what terms 
am I to set it forth ? I wish often I could write rhyme A 
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new form from centre to surface, unlike what I find any 
where in myself oi others, would alone be appropriate f oi the 
indesciihable chiaroscuio and waste bewildeiment of this 
subject 

And elsewhere — 

December 21 — The Pieadamite powers of Chaos are in me, 
and my soul, with excess of stupidity, pusillanimity, tailor 
melancholy, and appioaehes of meie desperation and dog- 
madness, IS as if blotted out Stiange to reflect, during a 
thiee days’ lain, when all is mud and miseiy here below, that 
a few miles up there ^5 everlasting azuie, and the sun shining 
as foimerly No OromweU will ever come out of me m this 
world I dare not even try Oiomwell 

Carlyle was to try Cromwell, and was to clothe the 
ghost with body again, impossible as the opeiation 
seemed, but he had to raise another ghost first — an 
old Catholic ghost — before he could practise on the 
Puritans 

Events move so fast in this century, one crowding 
another out ot sight, that most of us who were alive in 
1842 have forgotten how menacing public affairs were 
looking in the autumn of that year Trade was slack, 
owing, it was said, to the coin-laws, and hundreds of 
thousands of operatives were out of work Bread was 
dear, owing certainly to the corn-laws, and actual famine 
was m the northern towns , while the noble lords and 
gentlemen were shooting their grouse as usual There 
was no insurrection, but the * hands,’ unwillingly idle, 
gathered in the streets in dumb protest The poor- 
houses overflowed, and could hold no more , local nots 
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brought out the yeomanry, landowners and farmers, to 
put down the artisans, who we;i:e short of bread for their 
families, lest foreign competition should bring down 
rents and farmeis’ piofits Town and country weie 
ranked against each other for the last time Never any 
more was such a scene to be witnessed m England 

In his Suffolk ride Carlyle had seen similar scenes of 
misery Indignation blazed up in him at the sight of 
England with its enormous wealth and haggard poverty , 
the earth would not endure it, he thought The rage 
of famished millions, held m check only by the invisible 
restraints of habit and traditional order, would boil 
over at last In England, as in France, if the favoured 
classes did not look better to their ways, revolution 
would and must come , and if it could create nothing, 
might at least shatter society to pieces His ^ Chartism ’ 
had been read and wondered over, but his prophecies 
had been laughed at, and the symptoms had grown 
worse The corn-laws, it is to be remembered, were 
still standing If they had continued to stand, if the 
growl of the hungry people had not been heard and the 
meamng of it discerned, most of us think" that revolu- 
tion would have come, and that Carlyle’s view of the 
matter was right. 

Between him and all other work, dragging off his 
mmd from it, lay the condition of England question 
Even if the dread of revolution was a chimsera, the de- 
gradation of the once great Enghsh people, absorbed, 
all of them, m a rage for gold and pleasure, was itself 
sufficient to stii his fury He believed that every man 
had a special duty to do in this world If he had been 
asked what specially he conceived his own dutv to be, 
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he would have said that it was to force men to realise 
once moie that the world was actually governed by a 
just God, that the old familiar story acknowledged 
everywhere in words on Sundays, and disregarded or 
denied openly on week-days, was, after all, true His 
writings, every one of them, his essays, his lectures, his 
‘History of the French Eevolution,’ his ‘Cromwell,’ 
even his ‘ Frederick,’ were to the same purpose and on 
the same text — that truth must be spoken and justice 
must be done , on any other conditions no real common- 
wealth, no common welfare, is permitted or possible 
Political economy maintained that the distribution of 
the profits of industry depended on natural laws, with 
which morality had nothing to do Carlyle insisted 
that morality was everywhere, through the whole range 
of human action As long as men were allowed to be- 
lieve that their business in this world was each to 
struggle for as large a share as he could get of earthly 
good things, they were living in a delusion with hearts 
poisoned and intellect misled Those who seemed to 
prosper under such methods, and piled up huge fortunes, 
would gather no good out of them The multitude 
whose own toil produced what they were forbidden to 
share would sooner or later present their bill for pay- 
ment, and demand a reckoning 

The scenes in the north of England in this summer 
— from this point of view — seemed only too natural to 
him On August 20 he wrote to his wife at Troston — 

The Manchestei insnnection continues — ^the tenth day of 
it now I begin leally to be anxious about it, and wish it 
were well over, that blood be not shed, and seeds of long 
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bileful vengeance sown A country m a lamentabler state, 
to my eyes, than ouis even now, has raiely shown itself 
undei the sun We seem to me neai anarchies, things 
nameless, and a seciet voice whispers now and then to me, 
‘ Thou, behold thou too art of it — ^bhou must be of it ^ ’ I 
declaie to Heaven I would not have the governing of this 
England at piesent for the richest ‘ cream and shoitbread ’ 
that could be named 

Men say that he was an idle croaker, and that events 
have proved it All was really going well The bubbles 
on the surface were only the signs of the depth and 
power of the stream There has been no revolution, no 
anarchy , wealth has enormously increased , the work- 
ing men are better off than ever they were, &c &c 

In part, yes But how much has been done mean- 
while of what he recommended ^ and how much of that 
IS due to the effect which he himself produced ^ The 
corn-laws have been repealed, and this alone he said at 
the time would give us a respite of thiity years to set 
our house in order Lmssez-favre has been broken in 
upon by factory acts, education acts, land acts, emi- 
gration schemes, schemes and acts on all sides of us, 
that patience and industry may be snatched from the 
* grinding ’ of * natural laws ’ The ‘ dismal science ’ has 
been relegatea to ^ Jupiter and Saturn , * and these 
efforts have served as lightning-conductors If we aie 
safe now, we should rather thank him who, more than 
any other man, foiced open the eyes of our legislators 

Forty years ago people were saying with Jeffrey that 
it was true that there were many lies in the world, and 
much injustice, but then it had always been so Our 
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forefathers had been as ill off as we, and probably — ^nay, 
certainly — worse off Qarlyle had insisted that no 
nation could have grown at all, still less have grown to 
England’s stature, unless truei theoiies of man’s cldims 
on man had once been believed and acted on Whigs 
and Eadicals assured him that the older methods, so 
far as they diffeied from ours, were less just and less 
wise , that, although the artisans and labourers might 
be ill off occasionally, they were freer, happier, better 
clothed, better lodged, more enhghtened, than in any 
previous age, and they challenged him to point to a 
time in English history which could honestly be pre- 
ferred to the present Jocelyn’s Chronicle coming ac- 
cidentally across him, with its singularly vivid picture 
of English life in the twelfth century, gave him the 
impulse which he needed to answer them, and Past 
and Present’ was wiitten off with singular ease in the 
first seven weeks of 1843 His heart was in his subject 
He got the book completed, strange to say, without 
prehmmary labour-pangs, and without leaving in his 
correspondence, during the process of birth, a single cry 
of complaint The style shows no trace of rapid com- 
position, unless in the white-heat intensity of expression, 
nor is it savage and scornful anywhere, but rather (for 
Carlyle) candid and considerate The arrangement is 
awkward — as awkward as that of ‘ Sartor ’ — for indeed 
there is no arrangment at all , and yet, as a whole, the 
book made a more immediate mark than anything 
which Carlyle had hitherto written Prophetic utter- 
ances seldom fall into harmonious form , they do not 
need it, and they will not bear it Three letters remain, 
written during the parturition, m which he explained 
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what he wais about To his mother he saySj early in 
January — 

My health keejjs good, bettei than it used to do I am 
fast getting leady something foi pubhcation too Though it 
is not ‘ Cromwell ’ yet, it is something more immediately apph- 
cable to the times m hand I do hope you will see it soon, 
though it IS a terrible business gettmg a thmg wiiggled out 
of the confusions it stands amidst, and made leady foi pre- 
senting to mankind It is like bmldmg a dry brick house 
out of a quagmiie of clay and glai ^ 

The distiess of the poor, I appiehend, is less heie at pre- 
sent than in almost any othei laige town, yet you cannot 
walk along the streets without seemg frightful symptoms of 
IX, I declaie I begm to feel as if I should not hold my 
peace any longei, as if I should peihaps open my mouth in a 
way that some of them aie not expecting — we shall see if 
this book weie done 

Again — 

January 20 

I hope it Will be a rather useful kind of book It goes 
rathei in a fieiy stiain about the pieseiit conduion of men in 
geneial, and the stiange pass they aie coming to , and I 
calculate it may awaken heie and there a slumbeiing block- 
head to lub his eyes and consider what he is about in Grod’s 
creation — a thing highly desiiable at piesent I found I 
could not go on with Oiomwell, 01 with anything else, till I 
had disbuidened my heait somewhat in legaid to all that 
The look of the woild is leally quite oppressive to me 
Eleven thousand souls 111 Paisley alone living on three-half - 
pence a day, and the governors of the land all busy shooting 
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partiidges and passing corn-laws the while ^ It is a thing 
no man with a speaking tongue in his head is entitled to he 
silent about My only difficulty is that I have far too much 
to say, and requiie gieat addiess in deciding how to say it 

And to Sterling — 


Pebmary 23 

No man was lately busier, and few sickhei, than I now 
am Woik is not possible foi me except in a led-hot element 
which wastes the life out of me I have still thiee weeks of 
the ughest laboui, ^ and shall be fit for a hospital then The 
thing I am upon is a volume to be called ‘ Past and Present ’ 
It is moial, political, histoiical, and a most questionable led- 
hot indignant thing, for my heait is sick to look at the 
things now going on m this England , and the two milhons 
of men sitting m poor-law BastiUes seem to ask of every 
English soul, ‘ Hast thou no word to say foi us ’ On 
the whole, I am heartily sony foi myself — soriy that I could 
not help wilting such woids, and had none better to wiite 
Whether any Cromwell^ or what, is m the leai of all this, 
the Fates know 

a 

^Past and Present’ appeared at the beginning of 
Apnl 1843, and created at once admiration and a 
storm of anger It was the first public piotest against 
the ‘ Sacred Science,’ which its chief professors have 
since discovered to be no science, yet which then was 
accepted, even by the very clergy, whose teaching it 
made ridiculous, as being irrefragable as Euchd The 
idol IS dead now, and may be laughed at with impu- 
nity It was then in its shrine above the altar, and to 
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donbt was to be damned — by all the newspapers In 
‘Chartism’ Cailyle had said that the real aim of all 
modem revolutionary movements was to recover for the 
free working man the condition which he had lost when 
he ceased to be a serf The present book was a fuller 
insistence upon the same truth The world’s chief 
glory was the having ended slavery, the having raised 
the toiler with his hands to the rank and dignity of 
a free man , and Carlyle had to say that, under the 
gospel of political economy and free contract, the toiler 
m question had lost the substance and been fooled with 
the shadow* Gurth, born thrall of Cedric the Saxon, 
had his share of the bacon The seif was, at least, as 
well cared for by his master as a horse or a cow Un- 
der free contract he remained the slave of nature, 
which would kill him if he could not feed himself, he 
was as much as ever forced to work under the whip 
of hunger, while he was an ownerless vagrant, to 
be employed at competitive wages, the lowest that 
would keep him alive, as long as employment was to 
be had, and to be turned adrift to pine in^a woikhouse 
when it was no longer any one’s interest to employ 
him A cow, a horse, a pig, even a canary bird, was 
worth a price in the maiket, was worth feeding and 
pieserving The free labourer, except at such times 
as there happened to be a demand for him, was worth 
nothing The rich, while this gospel was believed in, 
might grow richer, but the poor must remain poor 
always, without hope for themselves, without prospect 
for their children, more truly slaves, in spite of their 
freedom, and even in consequence of their freedom, 
in a country so densely peopled as England, than the 

20—2 
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Carolina N%gger The picture was set out with the 
irony of which Cailyle'-was so unrivalled a master, 
with the indignation of which irony is the art 

With the existing state of things the book begins , 
with the existing state of tnings, and the only possible 
remedies for it, the book ends , in the middle stands in 
contrast the ancient English life under the early 
Plantagenet kings, before freedom in the modern sense 
had begun to exist, and the picture of St Edmund’s 
Abbey and its monks, which is thus drawn, is without a 
iival in modem literatuie As to the relative merits 
of that age and ours there will be different opinions 
We know so well where the collar galls our own necks, 
that we think anyone better off whose shoulder does not 
suffer at that particular point Nor did Carlyle insist 
on drawing comparisons, being content to describe real 
flesh-and-blood human beings as they were then, and 
as they are now, and to leave us to our own reflections 
On the whole, perhaps we shall agree with what 
Lockhart answered, when Carlyle sent his book to hilh 
Lockhart said he could accept none of his friend’s 
inferences, except one, that ‘^we were all wrong, and 
were all hke to be damned,’ but that ^it was a book 
such as no other man could do, or dream of doing, 
that it had made him conscious of life and feeling 
as he had never been before, and that, finally, he 
wished Carlyle would write something more about 
the middle ages, write some romance, if he liked He 
had more power of putting life into the dry bones 
than anyone but Scott , and, as nothing could be less 
hke Scott’s manner of doing it than Carlyle’s, there 
could be no suspicion of imitation ’ 
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But it IS unnecessary for me to review or criticise 
further a work which, has been read so universally, and 
as to which no two peisons are likely entirely to think 
alike I shall endeavour rather at this point to describe 
something of the effect which Carlyle was producing 
among his contemporaries ‘Past and Present’ com- 
pletes the cycle of writings which were in his first 
style, and by which he most influenced the thought 
of his time He was a Bedouin, as he said of himself, 
a rough child of the desert His hand had been against 
eveiy man, and every man’s hand against him He 
had offended men of all political parties, and every 
professor of a recognised form of religion He had 
offended Tones by his Eadicahsm, and Eadicals by 
his scorn of their formulas He had offended High 
Churchmen by his Protestantism, and Low Churchmen 
by his evident unorthodoxy No sect 01 following could 
claim him as belonging to them, if they did, some 
rough utterance would soon undeceive them Yet 
all had acknowledged that here was a man of extra- 
ordinary intellectual gifts and of infle::y.ble veracity 
If his style was anomalous, it was bnlhant No such 
humourist had been “known in England since Swift, 
and the humour, while as searching as the gieat Dean’s, 
was infinitely more genial Those who were most 
angry with Carlyle could not deny that much that 
he said was true In spite of political economy, all 
had to admit there was such a thing as justice , that it 
was the duty of men to abstain from lying a great deal 
more than they did ‘ A new thinkei,’ in Emerson’s 
phrase, ‘had been let loose upon the planet,’ the 
representatives of the Eeligiones Licitse, the conven- 
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tional vaneties of permitted practice and specnlation, 
found themselves encoi;i,ntered by a novel element 
which would assimilate with none of them, which 
disturbed all their digestions, yet which they equally 
could not Ignore 

This on the suiface But there were circumstances 
in the time which made Carlyle’s mode of thought ex- 
ceptionally interesting, to young men especially whose 
convictions were unformed and whose line of life was 
yet undetermined foi them It was an era of new ideas, 
of swift if silent spiritual revolution Eeform m Parlia- 
ment was the symbol of a general hope for the intro- 
duction of a new and better order of things The 
Church had broken away from her old anchorage The 
squire parsons, with their sleepy services, were to serve 
no longer Among the middle classes there was the 
Evangelical revival The Catholic revival at Oxford 
had convulsed the University, and had set half the 
educated men and women in England speculating on 
the authority of the priesthood, and the essential mean- 
ing of Christianity All were agreed to have done 
with compromise and conventionalities Again the 
critical and inquiring spirit which had been checked 
by the Fiench Revolution had awakened from the sleep 
of half a century Physical science, now that it was 
creating raihoads, bridging the Atlantic with steam- 
ships, and giving proof of capacity which could no 
longer be sneered at, was forming a philosophy of the 
earth and its inhabitants, agitating and inconvenient 
to orthodoxy, yet difficult to deal with Benthamism 
was taking possession of dominions which rehgion had 
claimed hitherto as its own, was interpreting morality 
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m a way of its own, and directing political action 
Modern history, modem languages and literature, with 
which Englishmen hitherto had been contented to have 
the slightest acquaintance, were pushing their way 
into school and college and private families, forcing 
us into contact with opinions as to the most serious 
subjects entirely different from our own We were 
told to inquire , but to inquire like Des Cartes with a 
preconceived resolution that the orthodox conclusion 
must come out true — an excellent rule for those who 
can follow it, which all unhappily cannot do To those 
who inquiied with open minds it appeared that things 
which good and learned men were doubting about must 
be themselves doubtful Thus all round us, the intel- 
lectual lightships had broken from their moorings, and 
it was then a new and trying experience The present 
geneiation which has grown up in an open spiritual 
ocean, which has got used to it and has learned to 
swim for itself, will never know what it was to find the 
hghts all drifting, the compasses all awry, and nothing 
left to steer by except the stars 

In this condition the best and bravest of my own 
contemporaries determined to have done with insin- 
cerity, to find ground undei then feet, to let the un- 
certain remain uncertain, but to learn how much and 
what we could honestly regaid as true, and believe 
that and live by it Tennyson became the voice of 
this feeling in poetry , Carlyle m what was called prose, 
though prose it was not, but something by itself, with 
a form and melody of its own Tennyson’s poems, the 
group of poems which closed with '^In Memoriam,’ 
became to many of us what the ‘Christian Year’ was 
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to ortliodos ChmcTimen We read them, and they 
became part of our minds, the expression in exquisite 
language of the feelings which were woiking in our- 
selves Carlyle stood beside him as a prophet and 
teacher , and to the young, the generous, to everyone 
who took life seriously, who wished to make an honour- 
able use of it, and could not be content with sitting 
down and making money, his words were like the 
morning reveille The middle-aged and experienced 
who have outgrown their enthusiasm, who have learnt 
what a real power money is, and how inconvenient the 
absence of it, may forego a higher creed , may believe 
without much difficulty that utilitarianism is the only 
basis of morals , that mind is a product of organised 
mattei , that our wisest course is to make ourselves 
comfortable in this woild, whatever may become of 
the next Others of nobler nature who would care 
little for their comfoits, may come at last, after long 
reflection on this world, to the sad conclusion that 
nothing can be known about it, that the external 
powers, whatever they may be, are indifferent to human 
action or human welfare 

KarQa?/ o/ttwc o r’ acjoyoff avi^p 6 n TroXXa hpytug 

Ev Sk rifiy rjfjiiv Kamg Kat 6ff9\og ^ 

To such an opinion some men, and those not the 
worst, may be driven after weary obseivation of life 
But the young will never beheve it, or, if they do, 
they have been young only in name Young men 

* ‘ There is no rememhrance of the wise more than of the fool 
How dieth the wise man ? as the fool * — Ecclesiastes, ii 16 
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have a conscience, in which they recognise the voice 
of Grod in their hearts Thejr have hope They have 
love and admiration for generous and noble actions, 
which tell them that there is more in this world than 
material things which they can see and handle They 
have an intellect, and they cannot conceive that it 
was given to them by a foice which had none of its 
own Amidst the contioversies, the arguments, the 
doubts, the crowding uncertainties of forty years ago, 
Carlyle’s voice was to the young geneiation of English- 
men like the sound of ^ five hundred trumpets ’ in their 
ears, as Elizabeth’s ambassador Randolph said of John 
Knox They had been taught to believe in a living 
G-od Alas ^ it had seemed as if the hfe might be in 
other moods and tenses, but not m the present indi- 
cative They heard of what He had done in the past, 
of what He would do in the future, of what it was 
wished that He might do, of what we were to pray to 
Him that He would do Carlyle was the first to make 
us see His actual and active presence now in this 
woiking world, not in ihetonc and fine sentiments, not 
in problematic miracles at Lourdes or La Salette, but 
in clear letters of fire which all might read, written 
over the entire surface of human experience To him 
God’s existence was not an arguable probability, a fact 
dependent for its certainty on Church authority, or on 
Apostohc succession, or on so-called histones which 
might possibly prove to be no more than legends , but 
an awful reality to which the fates of nations, the fate 
of each individual man, bore perpetual witness Here 
and only here lay the sanction and the meamng of the 
word duty We weie to do our work, not because it 
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would prove expedient and we should be rewarded for 
doing it, but because we weie bound to do it by our 
Master’s orders We were to be just and true, because 
Grod abhorred wrong and hated lies, and because an 
account of our deeds and words was literally demanded 
and exacted from us And the lesson came from one 
who seemed * to speak with authority and not as the 
Scribes/ as if what he said was absolute certainty 
beyond question or cavil 

Eeligious teachers, indeed, had said the same thing, 
but they had so stifled the piactical bearing of their 
creed under their doctrines and traditions, that honest 
men had found a difiBculty in listening to them In 
Carlyle’s writings dogma and tradition had melted 
like a mist, and the awful central fact burnt clear once 
more in the midst of heaven Nor could anyone 
doubt Carlyle’s power, or Carlyle’s sincerity He was 
no founder of a sect bent on glorifying his own per- 
sonality He was no spnitual janissary maintaining 
a cause which he was paid to defend He was simply 
a man of high original genius and boundless acquire- 
ments, spealTing out with his whole heait the convic- 
tions at which he had himself arrived m the disinterested 
search after truth If we asked who he was, we heard 
that his character was like his teaching , that he was 
a peasant’s son, brought up in poverty, and was now 
leading a pure, simple life in a small house in London, 
seeking no promotion for himself, and content with the 
wages of an artisan 

I am speaking chiefly of the effect of Carlyle in the 
circles in which I was myself moving To others he 
was recommended by his bold attitude on the tradi- 
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tionary formnlas, the defenders of wliicli, thongh they 
could no longer use stake or gibbet, yet could still 
rum their antagonists’ fortunes and command them to 
submit or starve Mere negations, whether of Voltaire 
or Hume or David Strauss, or whoever it might be, he 
valued little To him it was a small thing compara- 
tively to know that this or that theory of things was 
false The important matter was not to know what 
was untrue, but what was true^ He never put lance 
in rest simply for unorthodoxy False as the priestly 
mummeries at Bruges might be, he could not wish 
them away to make room for materialism which was 
falser than they Yet he had not concealed that he 
had small faith in bishops, small faith in verbal in- 
spirations or articles of religion, small concern for the 
baptismal or other controversies then convulsing the 
Church of England, and such side cuts and slashes 
were welcome to the Theological Liberals, who found 
him so far on their side. 

The Eadicals, again, might resent his want of rever- 
ence for liberty, for political economy, and such like , 
but he could denounce corn-laws and game-preserving 
aristocrats with a scorn which the most eloquent of 
them might envy In the practical objects at which 
he was aiming, he was more Eadical than they were 
They feared him, but they found him useful 

There were others again who were attracted by 
the quality which Jeffrey so much deprecated That 
he was so dreadfully in earnest,’ that he could not sit 
down quietly and enjoy himself ^ without a theory of 
the universe in which he could believe,’ was not an 
offence, but a recommendation Some people cannot 
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help being in earnest, cannot help requiring a real 
belief, if life is not to become intolerable to them 
Add to this the novelty of Carlyle’s mode of speech, 
his singularly original humour and imagery , add also 
the impiessiveness of his personal presence, as re- 
ported by those who had been piivileged to see him, 
and we have an explanation of the universal curiosity 
which began to be felt about the Prophet of Cheyne 
Eow, and the fascination which he exercised over a 
ceitam class of minds in days of the Melbourne 
Ministry and the agitation over the ® Tracts for the 
Times ’ 

I, for one (if I may so far speak of myself), was 
saved by Carlyle’s writings from Positivism, or Eo- 
manism, or Atheism, or any other of the creeds or 
no cieeds which in those years were whirling us 
about in Oxford like leaves in an autumn stoim 
The controversies of the place had unsettled the faith 
which we had inherited The alternatives were being 
thrust upon us of believing nothing, or believmg every- 
thing which superstition, disguised as Church authonty, 
had been pleased to impose , or, as a third course, and 
a worse one, of acquiescing, for worldly convenience, in 
the established order of things, which had been made 
intellectually incredible* Carlyle taught me a cieed 
which I could then accept as really true , which I have 
held ever since, with increasing confidence, as the in- 
terpretation of my existence and the guide of my con- 
duct, so far as I have been able to act up to it Then 
and always I looked, and have looked, to him as my 
master In a long personal intimacy of over thirty 
years, I learnt to reverence the man as profoundly 
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as I honoured the teacher . . But of this I need 
say no more, and can now go on with the story 

John Carlyle was m Cheyne Eow when ‘Past and 
Present ’ came out, and was a stay and comfort to his 
bi other in the lassitude which always followed the 
publication of a book He had left the Duke of 
Buccleuch Lady Clare had wished him to go back 
with her to Italy, but for this he had no inclination 
An opening had piesented itself in London Lord 
Jeffrey had recommended him to Lady Holland as 
physician in attendance, and that distinguished lady 
had been favourably inclined But Carlyle, when John 
consulted him, considered ‘that she was a wretched, 
unreasonable, tyrannoils old creature,’ of whom it would 
be wise for John to steei clear As a guest at Chelsea 
he was welcome always, both to his brother and his 
sister-in-hw good-humoured, genial, always a sunny 
presence in a house where sunshine was needed The 
bqok sold fast On April 28, 1843, Carlyle wrote to his 
brother James, at Scotsbrig — 

People seem to get themselves consideiably stiiick by it, 
and ‘ look two ways foi Sunday,’ which is a very jDroper lesnlt 
for them , but, indeed, I foi one caie but little what becomes 
of them with it That is their outlook now, not mine 

In May John left for Scotland, leaving regrets behind 
him 

I was very sad about your going (Carlyle said) , I was 
weak and in bad spiiits at any late M I saw you roll off, 
it was an emblem to me of all the paitings, bodily and otheis, 
men have m this woild, summed up at last by the grand 
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parting which awaits us all — lolmh^ if it be God’s will, may 
perhaps prove but a meeUngjxTidsi happiei omens 

The reviewers were all at work on ^Past and Present,’ 
wondering, admiring, blaming — chiefly the last ’ 

Clittei clatter (he said of it m his Journal) hat Nichts zu 
bedmtm — except, indeed, a few pages fiom Emerson m his 
‘ Dial,’ which leally contain a eulogy of a magmficent sort 
A word from F Mauiice^m defence of me fiom some Church 
of England reviewer is also giatifymg One knows not 
whether even such thmgs aie a benefit — are not a new peril 
and bewilderment 

And elsewhere — 

I beheve it must have gone into the heart of one and the 
other in these tunes It has been to me a consideiable lelief 
to see it fairly out of me , and I look at the disastrous con- 
dition of England with much moie patience for the piesent, 
my conscience no longei lepioachmg me with any duty that 
I could do and was neglecting to do That book always stoCd 
between me a^^d Ciomwell, and now that has fledged itself 
and flown off 

* Cromwell,’ however, was still not immediately 
executable Tiled as he was with the efforts of the 
winter, he was less than ever able to face the London 
season, especially as increasing popularity increased 
people’s eagerness to see him An admirer — a Mr 
Eedwood, a solicitor — hving at Llandough, a few miles 
from Cardiff, had long humbly desired that Carlyle 
would pay him a visit An invitation coming at the 
same time from Bishop Thirlwall, at St David’s, which 



VISIT TO SOUTH WALES 319 

could be fitted m with the other, he decided to lay his 
work by for the present, and make acquaintance with 
new friends and a new part of the country Mr Eed- 
wood, who had no literary pretensions, engaged that he 
should not be made a show of, promised perfect quiet, 
sea-bathing, a horse if he wished to ride, and the ab- 
sence of all society, except of himself and his old mother 
These temptations were sufficient On July 3 he left 
London by tram from Paddington to Bristol A day 01 
two were to be given to acquaintances at Clifton, and 
thence he was to proceed by a Cardiff steamer All was 
strange to him He had never before been in the South 
or West of England , and his impressions, coming fresh, 
formed themselves into pictures, which he threw down 
in his letters to his wife Here is Bath, as seen from 
the window of the railway carriage — rapidly observed, 
yet with what curious minuteness — 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Clifton July 4, 1843 

Bath, built of white stone in tmn streets, enclosed amid 
gnailed, beautifully green, and featheied hd]?,, looked alto- 
gether pimcely after those poor brick towns, like an ancient 
decayed prince — ^for it was smoke-soiled, dingy, and lonely- 
looking — ^yet in the chimney-pots and gables of a certam 
polite fantasticality, and all ranked m straight, short streets, 
which lan m every direction on every vaiiety of level, as if 
they had been all maiclimg and drillmg m that hollow, lough 
place, each m the road that suited him best There was 
something m aU this that rennnded one of Beau Nash and 
Smollett’s Lady of Quality My Cockney touiist lady (com- 
pamon in compartment) pronounced it to be a city budt of 
stone, and of consideiable extent — ^facts both 
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The house m Cheyne Eow was cleaned and painted 
during his absence, his wife superintending On such 
occasions he was himseli better out of the way Her 
letters may be referied to occasionally by the side of 
Carlyle’s reports of his own doings ^ 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Clifton July 6, 1843 

My Baim, — I have been at Chepstow m all kinds of 
weathei — in lam, m glowing heat, and then home thiough 
the heait of thundeistoims I am totally wearied, and have 
just got up to my sleepmg-place, which seems toleiably quiet 
I must not spend above a minute or two m writing Take 
my kind good-night theietore, dear Goody, and thanks foi 
the punctual, most welcome dispatch which I found lying on 
my table on letuining to-day You aie veiy good — wiifce 
always , except by your letters, I am at present disumted 
fiom all the earth 

I^dter — 

Chepstow is^beautiful The locks of the Avon at Chfton, 
on the load thithei by steam, excel all things I have s&n 
Even I, the most deteimmed anti-viewhuntei, find them 
woithy of a woid I have passed the day, peihaps not ill, 
though in laboiious idleness Who knows ^ Yesternight 
we had a souee at Mi Haie’s , one oi two intelligent per- 
sons — ^Di Symons, a hectic clergyman , a Mi Fiipps (I 
thmk), very deep in business , all decided Carlyhans Ach 
GoU / Theie was also a tiemendous artist, fiddler, and piano- 
player , and certam pietty young women sate speechless I 


^ Lettm mid MemoncUs, vol i p 194, &c 
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will to sleep, I will to sleep I The sconndiel umbrella 
vendor ^ ^ He is the first below Darwin’s entry, on the same 
side Send the Stimabile ^ m his biougham to thunder eight- 
nmths of the wietched tailor-life out of him Adieu, and a 
thousand good-mghts 

Evei youi affectionate 

T Caelylb 

Llandough, Oowbridge Thursday, July 7,^1843 
Dearest, — ^Yom piecious httle billet came to me at break- 
fast I got down in good time to my Caidiff steamer , a 
bnsk breezy mormng, promising well , and agam, after end- 
less ringing of bells and loadmg of hampeis and bullymg and 
jumblmg, we got off down the muddy Avon once moie I 
passed a most silent day — ^lemembrances of all kmds — and 
these my only occupatioil On the Someisetshire shore we 
passed a bathing estabhshment — ^hapless mothers of famihes 
sittmg on folding-stools by the beach of muddy tide streams 
It is a solitary sea, the Severn one We passed neai only one 
ship, and in that theie lay a cabm-boy sound asleep amidst 
ropes, and a black-visaged sailoi had laised his shock head, 
only half awake, through the hatches to see what we were 
They lay there waitmg for a wind I smoked ^wo cigais and 
a hgilf I hummed all mannei of tunes — sang even poitions 
of Psalms in a humming tone for my own behoof, lechnmg 
on my elbow , and so the day woie on, and at thiee o’clock 
we got mto Cardiff dock, and I, shaip on the outlook, descried 
the good Redwood waiting there He had a tub-gig , a most 
indescribable, thm-bodied, semi-articulate, but altogether 
helpful kmd of a factotum manservant, who stepped on board 
for my luggage , and so, in few mmutes, after giving a 

^ Carlyle bad bought an umbrella for his wife, which was to have 
been sent home, and was not 

^ J ohn Sterling’s father Letters and Memo'i lals^ vol 1 p 36 
VOL I 21 
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glance/at Oaidiff Castle and buying a few cigars, we got 
eage^efly to the load, and not long after five had done our 
twdve iQQiIes and were safe" home It was the beautifullest 
(Jfay , a green, pleasant country, full of shiubby knolls and 
white thatched cottages , altogether a very leasonable drive 
Unexpectedly, m a totally solitary spot, I was bidden dis- 
mount , and, looking to the right, saw close by the Redwood 
mansion— a house about the capacity of Oiaigenputtock, 
though: in Welsh style, all thin shaven, covered with roses, 
hedged off fiom the parish road by invisible fences and a 
patch of veiy pretty lawn The old lady, an innocent native 
old Quakeress, leceived me with much simplicity, asked for 
you, &c Oui dinner, which she had caiefuUy cooked and 
kept hot for an hour and a half, consisted of — ^veal ^ Nay, 
I heard of a veal pie foi futuie use I suppose they have 
killed a fatted calf foi me, knowing my tastes ! There was 
good ham and a dish of good boiled peas, and a pudding I 
did very well, and we have been to wallc since , and the place, 
on the whole, is the loneliest and the most silent in all the 
earth, and I think I shall learn to do very well Adieu, 
adieu ^ Sleep well and dieam of me 

T 0 

Friday morning, 7 30 A m 

Being on my feet again too eaily, I will add a word till 
theie be some likeness of bieakfast, oi, at lowest, of shaving 
All IS still heie as in a heimitage of La Tiappe But one 
dirty little yelp of a dog was sufficient to awaken me a while 
ago A messm is as good as a hon ^ 

My Bishop is some sixty miles inland I know not whether 
I shall get to him, nor, indeed, what my capabihties yet are 
Oh deal » I wish I was neai thee, with thy hot coffee-pot, 

* Carlyle could not digest veal 
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at this moment , but I would not stay there when I was so 
I will end, and go shave at present Has that accuised 
chimmia of a Cockney not sent tte umbiella yet ? I could 
see him tiailed thiice through the Thames foi his scoundrel 
conduct No man knows what bieakmg his word will do 
for the geneial injury Adieu — a thoiisand blessings ^ 

T 0 

Almost a fortnight was given to Llandough^ His 
friends were all kindness and attention, and their efforts 
were gratefully appreciated, but the tiuth must be 
told — Carlyle required more than simple, quiet people 
had to give him He was bored He reproached 
himself, but he could not help it. Mr Eedwood was 
engaged all day in his pfldce at Cowbndge His guest 
was left mainly to himself — to ride about the neigh- 
bourhood, to bathe, to he under the trees on the lawn 
and smoke, piecisely what he had fancied that he had 
desiied * All was totally somnolent, not ill fitted for 
a man that had come out of London to see if he could 
sleep ’ He amused himself toleiably with his wife’s 
letters and with Tieck’s * Yittoria AccoromjDona/ which 
she^had provided him with, and had begged him to 
read He could not approve, however, of this singular 
book *a dreadful piece of woik on Tieck’s part,’ he 
called it But occasionally his poor host, to show his 
respect, absented himself from his own work to do the 
honours of the country, and Cailyle required all his 
self-command not to be uncivil 

I have been at St Donat’s (he wiites, July 11 and 12) I 
have just got home thiough rain and piecipitous, lough loads, 
at a gallop which has jumbled me all to pieces Devil 

21—2 
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bake all ‘ days ’ of that sorb ^ I had just gob your letter 
when I went away I went happy, I retuin mee-serabh — 
fly up into my sooty ^ study,’ to be at least alone for a while 
How happy I was ovei ‘ Quaiterly Review,’ peace, silence, and 
my Groody’s lettei ^ 

Yesteiday, with a lational exertion of ill-natuie, I briefly 
declined going for an Aicadian lamble to the coast all day , 
01, indeed, going anywhithei, indicating that I pieferied 
the green glass, sunshine, and sohtude among the tiees and 
winds The good R in an instant cheeifuUy surrendeied, 
cheerfully went off to his attorney’s ofiBce, and left me 
totally alone till dmnei I have nob foi long had so peace- 
able a day The old black cobweb coat was warm enough 
foi the tempeiatme I lay upon the glass on the biae-side, 
undei shadow if I hked , smoked nay pipe and looked out 
upon the waving woods, and felt then gieat deep melancholy 
sough a real blessmg to me 

‘ Accoiombona’ is far the pleasantest thing I have yet 
fallen in with since I left you a veiy goigeons composition, 
but too showy in diamonds — Biistol diamonds — tinsel, and 
the piecious metals, for my taste One finds it to be untiue, 
almost as an^^opeia, yet much is tiue, genial, waim, and 
very giand Yittoiia heiself is about the best of all opeia 
heioines — ^a right divine stage goddess Bracciano, too, is 
clearly her mate, as you say , yet I could not but abhor that 
muidei he did of the pool, frivolous, tiemblmg creature — ^it 
is detestable ! The sublime Song of Solomon passages did 
also somewhat tianscend me In fact, it is a grand thing , 
but Bristol diamond, not a httle of it A thousand thanks 
to Tieck and the Coadjutor foi such a gift in these lati- 
tudes Alas ^ this morning I am reduced to ‘ Lyell’s 
Geology,’ a twaddhng, ciicumfused, ill-miting man I seem 
to hear his unmspued voice all along, and see the clear 
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leaden twinkle of his small bead eyes Howevei, I will 
persist a httle 

July 13 

This day has been as close, dim, and sultry as a day need 
be thunder lumbling on all sides of the hoiizon evei since 
morning I have read seveial aiticles m the ^ Quarterly 
Eeview,’ kept aloof fiom Lyell hitheito, declined to iide, 
walked out a httle way — shoit, sauntered m the idlest 
manner I have wiitten to Thiilwall that I leave*this on 
Monday A coach goes through »Cowbiidge about noon 
Some sixty miles I believe it is to Oaimaithen How long 
I may stay with Thiilwall is not perfectly clear Two days 
was the tune I talked of, but, if all piospeied exceedingly, 
it might extend to three I shall get no lest m any of these 
places, and it may as well be in a plenum as in a vacuum 
In Llandough, close at hand here, over the knoll-top, I saw 
certain of the population m the street as I passed along 
httle flabby figures, blown as a berry , fat, squat, wide- 
flowing, then clothes, of almost no colour (such is the 
prevalence of time and poverty), hung round them as rf 
^ thrown on with a pitchfork ’ — ^very noteworthy little fellows 
(o’f both sexes) mdeed They saluted kindly as I passed 
An old Squne something hves m Llandough^lastle close at 
hand, a little behind the village Poor fellow ^ the grave 
of his old wife is the newest in Llandough Churchyard 
and he sits solitary, E says, and ‘ scolds his servants, being 
a proud man ’ 

The 14th of July was Mrs Carlyle’s birthday He 
never forgot it after her mother died, and always pro- 
vided some pretty present for her He enclosed in this 
letter an ornament of some kind, to be ready for the 
day, which, ^ as the umbrella went aback,’ he required 
her ‘ to accept with all resignation.’ 



326 


CARLYLES S LIFE IN LONDON 


July 15 

Yesteiday passed as the bnghtest, beautifullest day m 
the whole year might do in these circumstances I had 
an excellent four hours till two o’clock, then an excellent 
sohtary gallop to the sohtaiy seashore, a dip in the eternal 
element there, and gallop back again The woild was all 
bright as a jewel set in pohshed silver and sunshine, the sky 
so purified by the past day’s thunder The httle hamlet of 
Abeiddaw, a poor grey clachan, ciouched under the shelter 
of a kind of knoll, the half of which was eaten sheer ojff by 
the sea ^ Poor Abeiddaw ^ ’ I said to myself, ^ thou sittest 
there, ill enough bested — God help thee I ’ The bits of 
Welsh women, with their cuddies, lugging small meichan- 
dise about, a very scrubby kind of figures, seemed highly 
piaiseworthy — ^humanly pitiable to me The wood is so 
beautiful when you see it fiom the knoll-tops — soft, gieen, 
yet shaggy and bushy — and sunshine kisses all things , and 
the upper moois themselves — dull, blunt, Inlly regions — 
look sapphire m the distance At my return to dinner 
Redwood produced, instead of port, a bottle of excellent 
claret, and said we must drink Mrs Oailyle’s health, as it 
was her bnthday » This fact he had gathered tiom seeing 
me purchase the bit of riband for a band for the said Mrs 
0 Well, the feat accordingly was done , and even ^the 
ancient Quaker mother had her glass filled, and wished 
‘many happy years to Jane Carlyle,’ for which I duly re- 
turned thanks The day had no other pubhc event m it 
R made me sit with him till we finished the bottle, and 
the affair did me no harm at all, rather good 

My malison on this glazed paper, on this detestable 
leather pen I The world gets even madder with its chop- 
pings and changings and never-ending innovations, not for 
the better My collars, too, are all on a new prmciple Oh 
for one hour of Dr Piancia I But heie comes our great, 
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stalking maid, an immensely tall woman ‘ The ’oss is out, 
sir’ I must mstantly be off Adieu, with my heart’s 
blessing I 

T Carlyle 

In relation to this last paragraph, it is my duty to 
say that Carlyle would have invoked Dr Francia on 
a wrong occasion, for the glazed paper in question 
IS now, after forty years, in perfect condition, not 
needing any mahson, and ihej^eather pen must have 
been good, too , for the handwriting — even for Carlyle, 
who at this time wrote most beautifully — is exception- 
ally excellent 

Llandough July 16 

Yet a few last words befoie quittmg this place I have 
had, as usual, a divme ?orenoon, lymg undei shady tiees in 
the most exquisite summer atmosphere , and then a most 
laborious afternoon — ^bathmg, galloping, dining, talking, till 
now, when I ought to proceed to pack and arrange, if I did 
not piefer scnbblmg to Goody stiU a woid 01 two To- 
moiiow at noon I shall have to be on the loof of the mail at 
Oowbridge a day of hot tiavel I shall certainly not again 
be lodged so quietly anywhere There will bs lapid spiiitual 
ccfiversation in the Bishop’s, and no gieen tiee ^vith book 
and tobacco to lodge under 

One must take the good and the evil I find this Eedwood 
a leally excellent man , honest, true to the heait, I should 
think, with a pioud and pure charactei hidden under his 
simplicity and timidity He has been eiituely hospitable to 
me, IS Sony that I should go, speculates on my coming back, 
&c, as a proximate event The old mothei, too, is very 
veneiable to me Pooi old woman ^ with her ‘Yearly 
Monitor,’ with her suet dumphngs, and all her mnocent 
household gods 
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Occasional spurts of complaint over dulness he 
scattered in these Llandough letters , but Carlyle knew 
good people when he saw them The Eedwoods had 
left him to himself with unobtrusive kindliness They 
had not shown him off to their acquaintances They 
had thought only ^hat they could do for the comfort 
of an honoured guest — a mode of treatment very 
different from what he had sometimes experienced 
*They are a terrible ,set of fellows,’ he said, Hhose 
open-mouthed wondering gawpies, who lodge you for 
the sake of looking at you that is horrible ’ It was 
not, however, with alarm on this score that he entered 
on his next visiting adventure He would have pre- 
ferred certainly that such a man as Thirlwall should not 
have stooped to be made a bishop of, but he claimed 
no right to judge a man who was evidently of superior 
quality How far he actually knew Thirlwall’s opinions 
about rehgion I cannot say At all events, he thought 
he knew them, Thirlwall had sought Carlyle’s ac- 
quaintance, and had voluntarily conversed with him 
on serious subjects Carlyle was looking forward now 
with curiosity to see how a man who, as he believed, 
thought much as he did himself, was wearing his 
anomalous dignities The reader will, perhaps, be 
curious also 


To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Abergwili, Carmaithen July 18, 1843 
I have been m many ‘new positions,’ but this of findmg 
myself in a bishop’s palace, so called, and close by the 
chapel founded by old scaieciow Lat/d of famous memory, 
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IS one of the newest Expect no connected account of the 
thing, nor of anything whatever to-day I have not yet 
learnt the mrts of the place m tfie least, and it is a fuoming 
of poniing lain, and in an hour (at noon) the biave Bishop, 
he the weather what it may, decides on iiding with me 
‘four hours and a half’ thiough the wildest scenery of the 
country, that it may not suffer by the tempestuous natuie 
of the elements The post will be gone before I return 
take one woid, therefore, to assuie thee that I am ahve, 
comparatively speakmg well, and’ that I think of thee 
heie — ^here veiy especially, where all is so foreign to me 
Heavens ^ do but think I was awoke before seven o’clock, 
after a short sleep, by a lackey commg m m haste to indi- 
cate that I must come and say my prayers in Laud’s Ohapel 
of St John I did go, jg.ccoidingly, and looked at it and at 
myself with wondei and amazement 
Yesterday, at noon, I got handsomely away fiom Llan- 
dough The good old dame desired me ‘ Thou please to 
give my regards to Mrs Carlyle ’ I was taken in the ‘ tub ’ 
to Oowbiidge, and then the mail came up, full all but one 
inside seat I had to take that seat, such as it was, the rathei 
as it turned out there was to be a vacancy on the roof in 
some seventeen miles further It was very hdb and disagree- 
able msrde , a huge grazier fast asleep, a detestable-looking 
paison with yellow skm and jet-black tatteiy wig, and an old 
burgher of the town of Neath, very talkative, veiy innocent 
To this latter I chiefly attached myself Neath at last came, 
the end of the seventeen miles, and I got out and had 
a cigar, and saw undeniably clear around me the face of 
heaven and earth — an earth very tolerable, sandstone coal 
country, green sharp bills with wood enough, green fields 
ill ploughed and cultivated, houses plastered with white- 
wash, ridiculous Welsh bodies, all the women of them 
now with men’s hats, a great proportion of them looking 
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very hungry and lagged Swansea, enveloped in thick 
poisonous copper fumes, and stretchmg out m winged desola- 
tion (for the copper forges'^are of the last degree of squaloi , 
low huts, with forests of chimneys, and great mountains of 
red dross, which never changes into soil), is a veiy stiange 
and very ugly place^ We dmed there, and then bowled 
along into the hdls of the interior — ^no great shakes of hills j 
but as the road goes over the top of them all, it makes them 
somewhat impiessive About seven in the evemng we 
plunged down by a steep winding way into the ‘ Valley of 
the Towy,’ a dim enough looking valley , for theie was a 
wmdy Scotch mist by that tune, with a nvei of some bieadth 
and of muddy colour r unnin g through it , and a little farthei 
up, a stiange bleaied mountam city, hanging in a discon- 
solate mannei on the farther bank and steep declivity 
Carmarthen at last ^ No tishojp's carnage was waiting for 
me — ^ah, no ^ I hired a gig and flunkey, foi which, to this 
distance of two miles, I paid five shillings, and one and six- 
pence (to driver) — six shillings and sixpence in all There 
IS a way of doing busmess 1 

Abergwih is a village of pitiful dimensions, all daubed^as 
usual with wiutewash and yellow ochie It is built, however, 
like a commor: village, on both sides of the public load At 
the farther end of it, you come to solemn, large, closed gates 
of wood , on youi shout they open, and you entei upon a 
consideiable glebe-land pleasance, with the usual trees, turf 
walks, peacocks, <&c , and see at fifty yaids distance a long, 
megular, peihaps cross-shaped, edifice, the porch of it sui- 
mounted by a stone mitre Ach Gott / 

I was warmly welcomed, though my Bishop did seem a 
httle uneasy too , but how could he help it I got with 
much pomp an extiemely bad and late dish of tea, then 
plenty of good talk till midnight, and a room at the farther 
wing of the house, still as the heait of wildernesses, where, 
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after some smoking, &o , I did at last sink into ^leep, till 
awakened as aforesaid 

We have had an excellent cu^ of tea to breakfast, and I 
feel ready for a bit of the world’s fortune once more My 
Bishop, I can discern, is a right sokd honest-hearted man, full 
of knowledge and sense, excessively delicate withal, and, m 
spite of his positive temper, almost timid No wonder he is 
a little embarrassed with me, till he feel gradually that I have 
not come here to eat him, or make scenes in his still house ! 
But we are getting, or as good as got, out of that, and shall 
for our brief time do admirably well Here is medicine for 
the soul, if the body faie worse foi such sumptuosities, 
precisely the converse of Llandough It is wholly an ele- 
ment of iigid, decently elegant forms that we live m Very 
wholesome for the hke of me to dip for a day or two into 
that, is it not ? For till rest, I have got two othei novels of 
Tieck, of which the admiimg Bishop possesses a whole stock 

Oh, I do hope thou wilt write to me this day I I feel as 
if a httle friendly speech, even about ‘ Time and Space,’ with 
my poor Goody, would be highly consolatory to me To-night 
I shall sleep better To-monow I shall be moie at home , 
and the next day — ^there is nothing yet settled about the 
next day 

loaches, it seems, and some kind of stragghng chances 
and possibilities of conveyance, do exist till one gets within 
wind of Liverpool I think of pei sisting hy this 1 oute The 
mountains he all upon it which one is bound to ^ see ’ Oh, 
my dear I how much richer am I than many a man with 
3,000? a year, if I but knew it 1 What is the worth of Goody 
hexself, thmkest thou ? God bless thee ^ T Cahlyle 


Abergwili July 19 

I am very conscientious m writing to you Here, for 
example, I have missed viewing the city of Carmarthen for 
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your sake, having, by candid computation when I got hither 
to my own loom, found that I could not write to you if I 
went What a favoui t you will say Yes, you gipsy, and 
a favoui to myself too Your letter of last night was a real 
consolation to me I have lost my liUrty I have lost my 
sleep I am in a baddish way here , but it will soon be done 
Fiom vacuum I have got mto •plenum with a vengeance 
What with chapel-duty, riding to see views, talking with the 
brave Bishop, late dmmg, hmited tobacco, and flunkeys 
awakmg you at seven in the morning (the very tenor ot 
whom awakens you at six), it is a business one needs to be 
tiained to, and that is not worth while at present 
We salhed out yesteiday in the midst of thick ram on 
two horses Mme was the highest I evei lode, biggei fully 
than Daiwm’s cabhoise We rode fpi foui mortal houis, no 
trotting peimitted, except when I, contraiy to all politeness, 
buist off into a voluntano, and then had soon to he to for 
my host, who rides somewhat ecclesiastically What was 
woise, too, my high hoise was m the fieicest humour foi 
riding, and I longed immensely to take the temper out of 
him But, no , we plodded away, and saw a circle of views 
— ^views veiy good Yalleys, scrubby or woody hills, old 
chuiches, and rugged Welsh chaiacteis in torn hats — all very 
good But, though the ram abated and finally subsided ii2to 
mud and soapy dimness, I was glad enough to get home 
To-day, again, while the weather is bright, we are to renew 
the operation at three o’clock WeU, and yet I am very glad 
I came m by this establishment, even at the expense of 
sleep Nothing similar had evei before fallen m my way, 
and it was woith seemg once Do but think of a wretched 
scarecrow face of Laud looking down on us m Laud’s own 
house, that once was, as we sit at meat And there is much 
good in all that, I see A p&rfection of form which is not 
without its value With the Bishop himself, I, keeping a 
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strict guard on my mode of utteiance, not mode of "thinking, 
get on extremely well I find him a light sohd, simple- 
heaited, lobust man, very siiangely swathed, on the 
whole, right good company And so we fare along in all 
manner of discourse, and even laugh a good deal together 
Could I but sleep ^ — but, then, I nevei can I had, accoid- 
ing to the origmal programme, decided to be off to-morrow 
moinmg, but the worthy host insists with such an earnest- 
ness that I, by way of handsome finish, shall be obliged to 
put off till Fiiday mornmg, and see two other slee;ps still 
befoie me Then, however, it is up I see my route, and 
am off 

By the maturest calculation, it seems my far best route will 
be north-eastward, thiough Brecknookshiie and Monmouth- 
shue, to Gloucestei, Worcester, Biimingham, and Liverpool 
A coach passes heie to'u-louccstei m one day The lest of 
it is railway I am about done with my capacity of visiting 
foi this heat I shall hke about as well to take my ease at 
my inn Spending the night at Gloucester, I shall view 
the city in the morning , a Oromwelhan place that I wanted 
this long while to see Then Worcester in hke maiinei, till 
the lailway train come that will take me to Birmingham and 
Liveipool That will be best 

am wiitmg too much — I will end now What a 
blessed rustle among these green trees, on that sunny lawn, 
with woods and fields and hills in the distance ^ How happy 
could I be, would all the woild except one small cook’s assistant 
fall asleep and leave me alone with Tieck’s ‘ Yogelscheuche ’ ! 
We aie m an excellent building , long galleries, spacious 
quiet rooms, all softly carpeted, furmshed — loom enough for 
the biggest duke The mitie does not exclude soft carpet- 
ing, good cheer, oi any contrivance for comfort to the outer 

man Z is heie , good-humouied, entirely polite, diinks 

well, eats well, toadies as far as peimitted, turned of forty. 
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lean and /ellow , has boiled big eyes, a neck, head, and nose 
giving yon a notion of a gigantic human snipe Is not tha;t 
a beauty ^ I have had to look into about a thousand books 
The good Bishop is simple as % child We are alone all but 
the snipe To-moiiow theie is talk of a ludge dining mth 
us Hang it ! Perhaps that is one of the leasons why I am 
to be kept here 

Oh Goody, I send thee a hundred kisses I have much 
need to be kissed myself by a Goody Adieu, adieu 

Ever affectionate 

T Oaeltle 

Abergwili July 20 

We had our giand dinner last night , a judge named 

N , and about twenty advocates , a dieadful explosion 

of dulness, champagne and ennv/i^ which, however, I took 
httle hand in, being empowered by his reverence to go out 

and smoke whenever I found it dull N , fiist fiddle on 

this occasion, was a man that I had seen at the Stanleys’, oi 
some such place, playing fouith oi fifth fiddle The advo- 
cates geneially filled me with a kind of shuddei To thmk 
that had I once had 200Z I should perhaps have been that ^ 
One of them named Vaughan pleased me not a little They 
all went off soon, and then I had a long questionable bout t)f 
punts to fiont — sound sleep for a few houis, and a lackey to 
awaken you at half-past six It is over now, all that lackey- 
ism, thank God ^ The Bishop leceived your compliments 
(did I tell you with much modesty and gratitude, mumbled 
something about you being heie — ^how happy, &c He has 
been most kind to me Pool fellow ' Think of a sohd 
bishop ndmg post as w<=" had to do to-day It was hterally 
altogether veiy good Oui talk has been extensive, rather 
mteresting occasionally, always worth its kind, or nearly so 
Peace be with Abergwih, and may it be a while befoie I run 
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across such a mesh of forms again, lequirmg suca a cuib- 
bridle on yom hberties to observe them lightly I For what 
we have leceived the Lord ihake us thankful • Adieu, 
dearest, adieu — I wish I were with thee T 0 

The expression ‘ strangely swathed ’ implies that he 
had found the Bishop not entirely sympathetic, and 
perhaps he had not remembered sufficiently how beliefs 
linger honestly in the ablest mind, though the mode 
of thought be fatally at variance with them 

However this may have been, the visit was over, and 
Carlyle went his way His plan was to go fiist to Glou- 
cester and Worcester to look at the battle-field, after- 
wards to go to Scotland, through Liverpool, to see his 
mother , then to mak(5 a tour with his brother John in 
North Wales , and, finally, before returning to London, 
to examine the ground of Oliver’s great fight at Dunbar 
He was in good spirits, and his accounts of his adven- 
tures are chaiactenstically amusing He had spoken 
of taking his ease in his inn He tried it first at the 
Bell Inn at Gloucester, which he found to be ‘ a section 
of Bedlam ’ ^ Sounds of harps and stringec^ instruments, 
rufUng of applausive barristers over table oratory heard 
at a distance, waiters running about in a distracted 
state , hapless bagmen either preparing to go off “ by 
mail,” or else swallowing punch in the hope to escape 
their wretchedness by getting drunk ’ ^ He had felt 

hap-hap-happy in the morning, and then he was meeser^ 
able ’ Spite of all, he went to bed ^ with noble defiance,’ 
and slept sounder than he expected But ^ no gladder 
sight had he seen on his travels than the omnibus in 
the morning which was to take him out of the Bell 
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Inn for <*11 time and all eternity ’ * The dirty scrub of 

a waiter/ he said, ^ grumbled about his allowance, which 
I reckoned liberal I added sixpence to it, and produced 
a bow which I was near rewarding with a kick 
Accursed be the race of flunkeys^’ The boots com- 
plained next ^ As they were never to meet more through 
all eternity,’ the boots was allowed a second sixpence 
also The railway train carried him past the hills where 
‘the Gloucester Puritans saw Essex’s signal fires and 
notice that help was nigh ’ The scene of the last battle 
of the Civil War was to have a closer inspection 
‘ Worcester,’ he writes, ‘ was three miles off the station 
westward ’ 

I lode thither, smoking, by the"* London road, and was 
set down at some Oiown Inn, vacant of customeis, to a most 
blessed breakfast of coffee and ham and accompaniments, a 
consideiable ^ Christian comfoart ’ I set rapidly out to ex- 
ploie the city Fiom Severn Budge I could see the giound 
of Ohvei’s battle It was a most biief survey A poor 
labourer whom I consulted ‘ had heaid of such a thmg,’ 
wished to God- we had anothei Olivei, sir , times is dieadful 
bad ’ I spoke with the pool man awhile , a shiewd, wgll- 
conditioned fellow , left a shilhng with him, almost the only 
good deed I did aU day In the railway tiain I had ad- 
ventuies of a small evil kind , two men to quench who 
attempted, partly by mistake, to use me lU They proved 
quenchable without difficulty , foi mdeed I myself was m a 
somewhat sulphurous condition, not handy to quanel with 
One of them, my feUow-passengei in the railway, took it mto 
his head to smile visioly when I laid off my white bioadbrim, 
and suddenly produced out of my pocket my grey Glengariy 
He seemed of the mercantile head-cleik species, and had been 
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tempted to his impiopiiety by a foolish-Iookmg, if^ampered 
young lady in tiger-skin mantle whom he seemed to have 
charge of I looked stiaight intn his smilmg face and eyes , 
a look which I suppose inquired of him, ‘ Miserable ninth 
pait of the fiaction of a tailoi, art thou suie that thou hast 
a right to laugh at me ’ The smile mstantly died into 
another expression of emotion When a man is just come 
out of a section of Bedlam, and has still a long confused 
journey m bad weather in the second-class train, that is the 
time for getting himself tieated with the lespect due to 
genius. 

At Liverpool Carlyle was waimly welcomed by his 
wife’s uncle, in Maryland Street He found his brother 
John waiting for him there They arranged to wait 
where they were for 2 day or two, and then to make 
their expedition into North Wales together before the 
days began to shorten While in Liverpool Carlyle 
encountered a person then much talked of, whose ac- 
quaintance Mrs Cailyle made shortly after in a striking 
manner in London ^ 

To Jam Welsh Carlyle 

Liverpool July 24 

Passing near some Catholic chapel, and noticing a great 
crowd m a yard iheie, with flags, white sticks, and brass 
bands, we stopped oui hackney-coachman, stepped forth into 
the thing, and found it to be Father Mathew distnbutmg 
the temperance pledge to the lost sheep of the place, thou- 
sands strong, of both sexes — a very ragged, lost-lookmg 
squadron indeed Father M is a bioad, sohd, most excellent- 
lookmg man with grey haii, mild mtelhgent eyes, massive, 
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lathei aqailme nose and countenance The very face of him 
attiacts you We saw him go thiough a whole act 
of the Msmess, ‘do,’ as "Dai win would say, ‘an entire 
batch of teetotalleis ’ I almost cued to listen to him, and 
could not but lift my bioadbiim at the end, when he called 
for God’s blessing on the vow these poor wietches had taken 
I have seen nothing so rehgious since I set out on 
my tiavels as the squalid scene of this day — ^nay, nothing 
propeily leligious at all , though I have been m Laud’s chapel 
and heard daily with damnable iteiation of ‘ the means of 
grace and the hope of gloiy ’ fiom that portentous human 
smpe Not a bad fellow either, pool devil ^ But we are in 
a dreadful mess as to all that , and even a strong Bishop 
ThirlwaU constitutes himself a Maoready of Episcopacy as 
the lest he can do, and does it uncommonly well , and is ‘ a 
strong-minded man, sir,’ and a right worthy man in his 
unfortunate kmd . God bless thee, and so ends 

Thy unfortunate 

T 0 

The North Wales tour was brief The brothers went 
m a steamer from Liverpool to Bangor, and thence to 
Llanbens, again in a ‘tub-gig,’ or Welsh car They 
travelled light, for Carlyle took no baggage with him 
except a razor, a shaving-brush, a shirt, and a pocket- 
comb , ' tooth-brush ’ not mentioned, but we may hope 
forgotten in the inventory They slept at Llanbens, 
and the next day went up Snowdon The summit was 
thick m mist They met two other parties there coming 
up from the other side of the mountain ‘ like ghosts of 
parties escorted by their Charons ’ They descended to 
Beddgelert, and thence drove down to Tremadoc, where 
they were entertained by a London friend, one of the 
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Chorleys, who had a honse at that place Carlyle began 
to feel already that he had had enough of it, to tire of 
his ^tossings and tumblings,’ 'and to find that he did 
not ^ at the bottom care twopence for all the picturesque- 
ness in the world ’ One night suflSced for Tremadoc 
They returned thence straight to Liverpool, and were 
again m Maryland Street on August 1 

Mrs Carlyle had been suffering fiom heat ^nd her 
exertions m house repairs, and her husband thought it 
possible that he might take a seaside lodging at Formby, 
at the mouth of the Mersey, where they could remain 
together for the rest of the summer Formby had the 
advantage of being near Seaforth, where the Paulets 
lived, with whom Mrs Carlyle had already become in- 
timate Mr Paulet was a merchant, a sensible, well- 
informed, good kind of man Mrs Paulet, young, gifted, 
and beautiful, was one of Carlyle’s most enthusiastic 
admirers The neighbourhood of such friends as these 
was an attraction , but the place when examined into 
was found desolate and shelterless The experiment of 
lodgings at Newby had not been successful, so Mis 
Carlyle was left to take care of herself, 'Jrhich she was 
w^l able to do, and her husband made off for Scotland 
by his usual sea route to Annan Misadventures con- 
tinued to persecute him on his travels, or rather travel- 
ling itself was one persistent misadventure, for he could 
never allow for the necessities of things. The steamei, 
to begin with, left Liverpool at three m the morning. 
When he went on board * it was chaos, cloudy, dim, be- 
wildered, like a nasty, damp, clammy dream of confu- 
sion, dirt, impediment, and general nightmare ’ In the 
mormng there was some amendment He could meditate 

22—2 
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on his o-TO condition, and find an idyll in the story 
of another passenger 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Scotstrig August 5, 1843 

The voyage, thanks to a bright sunshine all day, was far 
more toleiable than it promised to be Nay, in spite as it 
were of veiy fate, I snatched some five hours of sleep at 
various dates I on the whole fared well enough My pooi 
native Annandale never looked so impressive to me that I 
lemembei black lam cmtains all around — ^but there when I 
saw it a kind of Uw&pt biightness All seemed so small, 
lemote, eternally foieign , I said to myself, ^ There among 
these pool knolls thy hfe jouineyings commenced, my man 1 
theie didst thou begm in this outsknt of creation, and thou 
hast wandered very fai since then — ^fai as Eteimty and 
Hades, so to speak, since then Nobody was there to 
leceive me I got a kind of gig at Benson’s inn and came 
hither to kind welcome, to dinner, tea, and sleep all in the 
lump almost My determination is to lest heie for a space 
I feel quite smashed, done up, and piessingly in need to 
pause and do^ynothmg whatevei I have spread out my 
things I sit m the httle easternmost room sacred fiem 
interruption I will rest now My poor mothei is veiy 
cheery, but very pale, thin, and has evidently been suffering 
much since I saw hei Jamie goes on m the old cheerfully 
stoical mannei in these worst of tunes 

I declare I am very sorry foi all people Yesterday was 
an old, dirty, feckless-looking man, in tattered stiaw hat, 
sittmg in the steamer , notable to me all day At mght a 
rugged, hearty kmd of old woman came on deck, who proved 
to be his wife They had been m America, where all then 
childien, eleven m number, were hoin , ‘ but the auld man, 
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ye see, wadna bide,’ though they had sent for hiir* , and so 
heie he was with his old dame come daundering hack again 
to beggary and the Hawick native soil ^ Poor old devil ^ 
I was heaitily Sony for hnn and the sturdy old wife I 
honoured hei as a true heart of oak, the mainstay of hei old 
man, who gunned intelhgence as he saw Scotch land agam 
Their goods were in ceitain duddy pokes, and one painted 
chest of which the woman earned the key Her sturdy way 
of undoing the padlock had first attracted my attention to 
hei Is not life a ^ joyous ’ kind of thmg to this old woman ^ 
‘ I declaie I’se quite shamed,’ she said, ‘ to gang hame sa 
duty , a’s duty, and I could get nothing washed ’ 

Oh Goody, why do I twaddle to thee about all and sundry 
in this manner Eeally silence would be preferable, and the 
saving of a penny stam]^ 

He lay still for a month at Scotsbng doing nothing 
save a little miscellaneous reading, and hiding himself 
from human sight These few letters and fragments 
will serve as a specimen of many written during this 
period of eclipse 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Scotsbng August 16, 1843 

I have no appetite for wiitmg, foi speakmg, oi m short 
domg anything but sitting still as a stone, wlnle that is con- 
ceded me Confound it ^ Here are two beggarly people 

from Ecclefechan come drivmg in a gig m probable search 
for me May the Devil give them luck of it ^ I hope Jenny 
will gulp a lie (dooi he) for my sake I will wait perdu 
and fling down the pen till I see Ho , Jenny had not the 
sense to make a white he foi me, and I had to enter A 
poor West Indies bilious youth home for his health ^ ex* 



342 CARLYLES LIFE IN LONDON 

tremely Mesirous to see me’ (many thanis to him), ‘]ust 
called with bg f athei ’ I have given them whisky and 
watei aiid sent them on t.TifCr way There is no rest foi the 
Wicked 

Here it is as hot as Demeiaia, windless, with a bnimng 
sun I am lazy in addition to all Lazy as I almost never 
was Woik, past oi fntnie, not to speak of present, is a 
wearuie&s to me I sometimes think of Oromwell Oh 
heavens' ' I shall need to be in another mood than now I 
must take new measures This will nevei do 

The tailoi has turned me out two pairs of tiouseis , ^ has 
two wmtei waistcoats and much else m piogiess I find 
nothing wiong but the Dumfiies buttons yet, which I have 
duly execrated and flung aside Poor hungei-iidden, quack- 
iidden Dumfries ' Wages yesteiday at Lockeibie fan ‘ were 
lowei than any man ever saw t h em ^ A harvestman conuig 
hithei foi five weeks is to have one sovereign A weaker 
mdividual works thiongh the same period for 15s oi 12s , 

accoidmg as he proves The lattei is a shoemakei’s appren- 
tice, who has harvest granted to him, to earn his year’s 
appaiel Rum by sliding scales and other conveyances 
shdes rapidly on all men 

Last aftemeon I had a beautiful walk on the Dairland 
Hills moor A. little walkmg shakes away my sluggishness 
The bale expanse of silent green upland is round me, far off 
the world of mountams, and the sea all changed to silver 
Out of the dusky sunset — for vapours had fallen — ^the wm- 
dows of Carlisle city glanced visibly upon me , twenty thou- 
sand human bipeds whom I could cover with my hat On 
these occasions, unfortunately, I fhinh almost nothmg 
Vague dreams, delusions, idle reminiscences, and confusions 
aie all that occupy me I am an unprofitable servant 

' Carlyle had his clothes made at Ecclefechan, partly for economy, 
partly because he could not believe in the honesty of London work 
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I have taken up with a biogiaphy of Ralph Emplane, the 
first of the Seceders It is absolutely very stiange A long, 
soft, poke-cheeked face, with busy, anxious black eyes, ^ look- 
ing as if he could not help it , ’ and then such a character 
and form of human existence, conscience living to the fingers- 
ends of him m a stiange, veneiable, though highly question- 
able manner ^ Theie have been strange men in this world , 
and indeed every man is strange enough This Ralph 
makes me reflect, ‘ Whitherwaid aie we now bound 4^ What 
has become of all that ? Is man giown into a kind ot brute 
than can merely spin and make railways ? ’ ‘ Mzr ware Ueder 
doss whjplotzlwh siurle ’ 

Again, a day or two later • — 

The leading of Ralph Erskine has given me strange 
reflections as to the profoundly emeloped state in which all 
sons of Adam live This poor Ralph, and his foimulas 
casing him all round like the shell of a beetle What a 
thing it IS ^ And yet what better have the rest of us made 
of it Fai worse most of us in oui Benthamisms, Jacobin- 
isms, G-eoige Sandisms Man is a bom owl I consider it 
good, however, that one do not get into the state of a beetle, 
tljat one try to keep one’s shell open, or at l&st openable I 
mean to persist in endeavouring that 

The lives of all men in all ranks, places, and times 
have their tragedy, their comedy, their romance m 
them , and are at once poetical, if there is a man of 
genius at hand to observe, especially if he have radical 
fire in him Human creatures love, hate, have their 
pride and their passions, do wrong and suflfer wrong, 
wherever they are Here are two small pictures from 
peasant life in Annandale, as Carlyle saw it in 1843 — 
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August 21 

A pool slufc of a man, Jamie’s next neighbom heie, has 
a farm too dear, deficient'^ stock, aiieais of lent, with all 
manner of soiiowful et caeteias, and hangs of late yeais con- 
tmnally on the verge of inin He is turned of foity — a 
gieat, heavy, simple, toilsome lump of nut-brown mnocency , 
has wife and childien, an old mother, stone-blind, who 
‘ milks all the cows ’ His soul’s first caie is to laise 1001 
annually for his landlord to buy port wine oi whisky with 
Accoidmg to the lex term as it at piesent stands, they can 
strip him to the skin any time for past aiieais, but prefer to 
let him struggle along, ‘ doing his best ’ At this last rent- 
day he was nearly out of his wits, Jamie says The com he 
meant to sell was not ripe enough for sellmg , the baie bent 
01 the inside of a gaol his only other outlook Foi ten days 
he lode and ran, ^ sleepmg none,’ or haidly sleepmg By 
Jamie’s help he did at length get the 50Z ready He paid it 
duly, got on his horse to come home agam, had a stroke of 
apoplexy by the way, arrived home still sticking to his hoise, 
but unable to speak or walk, and has walked or spoken none 
since What a joyous existence his ^ And that old stone- 
bhnd mother ! We aie veiy despicable diivelleis to make 
any moan (Mi heavens ^ can that be the task of an im- 
mortal soul, catching apoplexy to provide whisky for — 

of p je me sms dit m pur^ cela rCest pas juste No, 

it IS not, and by God’s help shall not be held so 

August 30 

I must tell you another thing I heaid which stiuck me 
considerably You remember a lump of an old woman, half 
haveral,^ half genius, called Jenny Piaser The ‘ Duke ’ had 
decided on high that not an inch of ground should be 
allowed for a ‘ non-intrusion ’ chuich m that region No 

* Haverdf a half witted person 



CRAWFORD CHURCHYARD 


345 


church shall there or thereabouts be It is paltilr to stop 
the mouths of men that observe any measure in then com- 
plainmgs — ^very poor, even if a Duke had made all the land 
he refuses to concede a few yards of Well , but old Jenny 
Fiasei possesses about Boatfoid a patch of ground mde- 
pendent of all persons, just about equal to holding a church 
and its eavesdrops, and says will give it Hunter of 
Meiton Mil] and agents are at work Go to Jenny, offei her 
lOl , 201 , indicate possibilities of perhaps moie Jenny is 
deaf as whinstone, though poor nearly as Job She answers 
always, ‘I got it from the Loid, and I will give it to the 
Lord ’ And there, it seems, the Free Kuk, in spite of Duke 
and Devil, is to be I had a month’s mind to go and give 
Jenny a soveieign myself , but I remembeied two things 
first, that she had foi some reason or othei become a stranger 
to hei former benefactress [Mis Carlyle heiself ?], and then, 
secondly, it might have a factious look, better to avoid at 
that moment , we can do it better afterwards, and I can hear 
youi opimon withal — ‘ Duke vp/'SUS Jenny Piasei ! ’ it is as 
ridiculous a conjuncture as has happened lately These poor 
people, hvmg under their Duke m secret spleen and sham 
loyalty, are somewhat to be pitied ‘ The earth’s the Lord’s 

and no the Duke’s,’ as Ohaihe Eae said 

• 

This little story is worth preserving as part of the 
history of the Free Kiik, independently of Carlyle’s 
comments. Jenny Fraser was a true daughter of the 
Covenanters 

Carlyle’s time in the North was running out , he had 
still to see Dunbai battle-field, and he had arranged his 
movements that he should see it on Ohver’s own 3rd of 
September, the day of the Dunbar fight, the day of the 
Worcester fight, and the day of his death One or two 
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small d#jes remained to be discharged first in Dumfries- 
shire His wife had asked him to go once more to 
Thornhill and Templand to see after her mother’s old 
servants, and to visit also th^ grave in Crawford Church- 
yard To Crawford he was willing to go , from Temp- 
land he shrank as too painful In leaving it, he thought 
that he had bid adieu to the old scenes for ever Still 
this and anything he was ready to undeitake if it 
would give her any pleasuie Most tender, most affec- 
tionate, were the terms in which he gave his promise 
to go He did go He distributed presents among the 
old people, who in Mrs Welsh had lost their best friend 
Finally, he went also to the churchyard, seeing Thorn- 
hill a second time on the way 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle. 

Edinburgh September 2 

As the mail was to stait from Dumfiies at six o’clock 
without pause by the way, I piefeired the heavy coach yes- 
terday at nme It took me by Thornhill, &c I had not 
duly calculated on that , and yet who knows but a day of 
such sad solemmty spent in uttei silence, though painful 
exceedingly, was worth enduring Nobody knew me I sate 
two mmutes m ThornhiU Street, unsuspected by all men, a 
kind of ghost among men The day was windless the 
earth all still grey mist rested on the tops of the green 
hills, the vacant brown moors silence as of etermty rested 
over the world It was like a 3ourney through thekmgdoms 
of the dead, one Hall of Spirits till I got past Crawfoid 
I was as a spirit m the land of spirits, called land of the 
hving At Crawford I was on a sacied spot, one of the 
two sacredest m all the world — I was at the grave I tried 
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at first to gam as much time on the coach [as was needed ] 
This being impossible, the good-natured diivei offered to 
wait In my life I have had nh more unearthly moment 
Perhaps it was not right, though doubtless you will thank 
me At any rate, I could not decide to pass Oh heavens ^ 
and aU so silent theie, smoothed into the lepose of Ood''^ 
eternity , and the hills look on it, and the skies, and 1 
thought how blessed all that was, beyond the dieaiy sorrows 
and agitations of all this Why should I dwell on*' such a 
mattei ^ I mean to go and see your brave fathei’s grave, 
too, and I will speak no word about it — you shall hold it 
done without my speakmg 

This was written from Edinburgh on September 2 
The 3rd was to be gwen to Dunbar, and along with 
Dunbar was to be combined the pilgrimage to that last 
solemn spot to which he referred with so fine delicacy 
Without staying to see any Edinburgh acquaintance 
except David Laing, he went on direct to Haddington, 
where he was to be the guest of his wife’s old and dear 
friends, the Miss Donaldsons of Sunny Bank The 
thoughts which he had brought from Ciawford attended 
him still as he came among the scenes of Mrs Carlyle’s 
childhood, where he and she had first looked in each 
other’s faces 


To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Haddington September 4 1843 

These two days the unage of my dear little Jeannie has 
hovered incessantly about me, waking and sleepmg, m a sad 
yet almost celestial manner, hke the spirit, I might say, of 
a beautiful dieam These weie the stieets and places where 
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she lan ^hout, a meiiy, eagei little fairy of a child and it is 
all gone away from hei now, and she from it and of all her 
possessions, pool I am, as it were, all that remains to her 
My deaiest, while I hve, one soul to tiust in shall not be 
wanting My pool little Jeanme ^ How solemn is this Eall 
of the Past^ beautiful and mournful , the miiaculous iivei of 
existence idling its giand couise heie, as elsewhere in the 
most piophetic places, now even as of old , godhke, though 
daik with death 

Carlyle feeling and writing with such exquisite 
tenderness, and Carlyle a fortnight later when he was 
in Cheyne Eow making a domestic earthquake and 
driving his wife distracted because a piano sounded too 
loud in the adjoining house, beings so different, 
that it seemed as if his soul was divided, like the 
Dioscmi, as if one part of it was in heaven, and the 
other in the place opposite to hea\ en But the misery 
had its origin m the same sensitiveness of nature 
which was so tremulously alive to soft and delicate 
emotion Men of genius have acuter feehngs than 
common m^, they are hke the wind-harp, which 
answers to the breath that touches it, now low and 
sweet, now rising into wild swell or angry scream, as 
the strings are swept by some passing gust 

The rest of this letter describes the expedition to 
Dunbar, and is written at a more ordinary pitch 
September 3 was a Sunday 

No coaches gomg to Dunbar on that day, I had to resolve 
on domg the thing by walkmg Before quitting Edinburgh, 
I had gone to David Lamg, and refreshed all my recollec- 
tions by looking at his books, one of which he even lent me 



DUNBAR BATTLE-FIELD 


349 


out hither Poitified with all studies and other furtherances, 
I book a stick fiom the lobby here and set foith about half- 
past nine , the morning grey aiid windy, wind straight in 
my back To Linton the walk was dehghtful , the iich 
autumn country and Sabbath solitude altogethei solacing to 
me At Linton, a shoal, oi lathei en(hess shoals, of ragged 
Irish reapers made the highway theneefoibh too populous 
for me Indeed, between Musselbmgh and Dunbai they 
have made all thoioughfares a continued Donnybiook, every 
vaiiety of lagged savagery and squalor — ^the finest peasantry 
in the woild There is not woik for a fouith pait of them — 
wages one shilling a day They seem to subsist on the plundei 
of turnips and beanfields They did not beg only asked me 
now and then foi ‘the toime, plaise sur,’ seeing I had a 
watch It was curious to see at Linton the pool lemnant of 
Highland sheareis all lying decently in lows on the gieen, 
while the lush weie hoveling they knew not whithei, with- 
out plan, without lepose 

At Dunbar I found the battle-giound much more lecog- 
nisable than any I had yet seen , mdeed, altogethei what one 
would call deal It is at the foot and furthei eastwaid 
along the slope of the hill they call the doun that the Scots 
stood, Oromwell at Broxmouth (Duke of Eoxhuighe’s place), 
wheie he ‘ saw the sun use ovei the sea,’ and quoted a certain 
Psalm I had the conviction that I stood on the very 
giound Having time to spaie (foi dinnei was at six), I 
surveyed the old Castle, washed my feet m the sea — smoking 
the while — ^took an image of Dunbai with me as I could, 
and then set my face to the wmd and the stoim, which 
had by this time iisen to a quite tempestuous pitch No 
roughei woik have I had foi a long time, boring through 
it with my broadbiim, not perpendicular to it , face parallel 
to the highway — ^that was the only possible method, except 
sometimes that I set the broadbiim on my oieast and walked 
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baie-hea^ied , the only lU effect of which is that it has filled 
my hau with sand till the sea-water wash it ont again 

5 

Duties all fi-nished, there remained now to get back 
to Chelsea The cheapest, and to Carlyle the pleasantest, 
way was by sea A day could be given to Edinburgh, 
two to the Ferguses at Kirkcaldy Thence he could 
go to Mr Erskme and stay at Linlathen till the 15th, 
when 1 steamer would sail for Dundee After the 
sight of the battle-fields, the ‘Cromwell’ enterprise 
seemed no longer impossible He was longing to be at 
home and at work , ‘ at home with Goody and her new 
house and her old heart ’ The boat would be forty-five 
hours on the way He would be at Chelsea by the 
19th, and ‘his long pilgrimage^ be ended.’ He had 
seen many things in the course of it, but ‘ nothing 
half as good as his own Goody ’ In the most amiable 
mood he called on everyone that he knew in Edinburgh 
— called on his wife’s aunts at Morningside, called on 
Jeffrey at Craigcrook, to whom he was always grate- 
ful as his first active friend. 

r 

I found him (he says) somewhat in a deteriorated state 
The httle Duke had lamed his shn , sate lean, disconsolate, 
irritable, talkative, and argumentative as ever, with his foot 
laid on a stool Poor old fellow ^ I talked with him chiefly 
till two o’clock, and then they drove me off in their carnage 

The days with Erskme in his qmet house at Lin- 
lathen were an enjoyment and amusement Erskme 
officiating as a country gentleman, as chief commander 
of a squire’s mansion, was a novel spectacle, the most 
gentle of men and yet obhged to put on the air of 
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authority, and ® doing it dreadfully ill ’ But (^arlyle’s 
thoughts were riveted on home He had been irritable 
and troublesome before he weAt away in the summer 
He was leturning with the sense that in Cheyne Eow 
only was paradise, wheie he would never be impatient 
again 

Oh Groody ^ (he exclaimed in his last letter) I wish I was 
with thee again We will go into a room togethei, aii& have 
a little talk about time and space Thou wilt haidly know 
me again I am blown as a beiry, face and hands , teiribly 
bihous — sick even, yefc with a feehng that theie is a good 
stock of new health in me had I once leave to subside 
Courage I in a few houis moie it will be done 
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CHAPTKE XII 
AB 1843-4 JET 48-49 

A repaired house — Beginnings of ‘ Cromwell * — Difficulties — The Edin- 
burgh' students — Offer of a professorship — The old mother at 
Seotsbrig — Lady Harriet faring— A day at Addiseombe — Birthday 
piesent — Death of John Sterling 

Alas for the infirmity of moital resolution ^ Between 
the fool and the man of genius there is at least this 
symptom of their common humanity Carlyle came 
home with the fixed determination to be amiable and 
good and make his wife happy No one who reads his 
letters to her can doubt of his peifect confidence in her, 
or of his childlike aiffection for her She was the one 
pel son in the world besides his mother whose character 
he completely admired, whose judgment he completely 
respected, whose happiness he was most anxious to 
secure , but he came home to drive her immediately 
distracted, not by unkindness — for unkind he could 
not be — but through inability to endure with ordinary 
patience the smallest inconvenience'? of life These 
were times when Cailyle was like a child, and hke a 
very naughty one 

During the three months of his absence the house in 
Cheyne Eow had undergone a ^ thorough repair ’ This 
piocess, which the dirt of London makes necessary 
every four or five years, is usually undergone in the 
absence of the owners. Mrs Carlyle, feeble and out of 
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healtli as she was, had remained, to spare her Jiushand 
expense, through the paint and noise, directing^ every- 
thing herself, and restoring ^everything to order and 
cleanliness at a minimum of cost The walls had been 
painted oi papeied, the floors washed, the beds taken 
to pieces and lemade, the injured furniture mended 
With her own hands she had newly covered chairs and 
sofas, and stitched carpets and cm tains, whjle for 
Cailyle himself she had arranged a libiary exactly in 
the form which he had declared before that it was 
essential to his peace that his own working loom should 
have Foi thiee days he was satisfied, and acknow- 
ledged ^a certain admiration ’ Unfortunately when at 
heart he was really most gratified, his acknowledg- 
ments were limited , hi was shy of showing feeling, and 
even those who knew him best and understood his ways 
were often hurt by his apparent indifference He had 
admitted that the house had been altered for the better, 
but on the fourth morning the young lady next door 
began upon her fatal piano, and then the tempest 
burst out which Mrs Carlyle describes with such 
pathetic humour^ First he insisted that he would 
have a room made for himself on the roof where no 
sound could enter WTien shown how much this would 
cost, he chose to have his rooms altered below — 
partitions made or taken down — ^new fiieplaces in- 
troduced Again the house was filled with dust and 
workmen, saws grating and hammeis clattering, and 
poor Carlyle in the midst of it, ^ wringing his hands 
and tearing his hair at the sight of the upioar which 
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he had raised ’ And after all it was not the piano, or 
very little the piano It is in ourselves that we are 
this or that, and the young lady might have played her 
fingers off, and he would never have heard her, had his 
woik once been set going, and he absorbed in it But 
go it would not, except fitfully and unsatisfactorily , his 
materials were all accumulated, he had seen all that 
he needed to see, yet his task still seemed impossible 
The tumult in the house was appeased another 
writing-room was arranged, the unfortunate young 
lady was brought to silence ^ Past and Present ’ was 
done and out of the way The dinner-hour was 
changed to the middle of the day to improve the 
biliary condition No result came He walked about 
the streets to distract himself ^Iis mind wandered to 
other subjects as one thing or another suggested itself 

Journal 

Ghelsea Odob&r 10, 1848 — Began yesterday to dine at 
2 30 Perhaps it will do me good on the dyspeptic side 
Walked from thiee to six yesteiday afternoon, saw some of 
W ilkie’s pimtrm a shop-window — ‘ Oaid-players,’ ‘ Beading a 
Will,’ &c The pictures I had never seen — discoveied foriihe 
first time what a gemus was m this Wilkie a great bioad 
energy of humour and sympathy , a real painter in his way, 
alone among us smce Hogaith’s time — reflected with sonow 
that the man was dead, that I had seen him with indifference, 
Without recognition, while he hved Pool Wilkie ^ A very 
stunted, timidly proud, umnviting, unproductive-lookmg 
man I spoke with him a little in his own house while 
he was pamting Su David Baird and Seimgapatam The 
picture seemed to me a hollow cloud, as our other pictures 
aie The man himself was cold, shy, taciturn I saw Wilkie 



BEGINNINGS OF ^CROMWELL ^5 

and did not know him One should have his eytSfe opener 
The Life of Wilkie by pool Allan Ounnmgham, the most 
chaotic compilation m the woil^, revealed to me the small 
bnt genmne spuit of a man stiugghng confusedly amid the 
boundless element of twaddle, dilettantism, shopkeepeiism, 
and othei impunty and inanity, of which our earth, and 
most of all the paintei’s eaith, is at piesent full He rebukes 
me by seveial of his qualities — ^by his patience, his subrnissive, 
unweaiied endeavoui m such element as he finds — a tiiily 
well-doing man His ‘ Oard-playeis ^ struck me more than any 
of his engiavmgs I chanced to see last night , genuine life- 
figures, a great gluttonous substantiahty, some ghmpse of 
universal hfe looking out through the coaise boor shapes , 
the awfully massive hips and seats, the teeth and laugh of 
that President at the bo^rd head, <&c Alas ^ poor Wilkie is 
not here any more 

Oh, miserable ‘ shp the labour,’ what is become of thy en- 
deavoui Not a word of it yet got to paper , the very scheme 
and shadow of it hoveimg distracted in the cloud rack, sport 
of every wmd I am truly to be pitied, to be condemned 

So Carlyle had been when he began the ‘French 
Eevolution ’ So it was, is, and must Ue with every 
serious man when he is first startmg upon any great 
literary work ‘ Sport of every wind ’ he seems to 
himself, for every tiifle, piano or what not, distracts 
him Sterling was in London, then on the edge of 
his last fatal illness In the Journal of October 23 
Carlyle enters — 

Methinks I see a hieioglyphic bat 
Skim o’ei the zenith in a shpshod hat, 

And to shed infants’ blood with horrid strides 
A damned potato on a whulwind rides 


23—2 
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Fabulcisly attnbufced to Nat Lee m Bedlam , composed, 

I imaguje, by John Sterlmg, who gave it me yesteiday 

After this he seemed to make progress ‘Have 
been making an endeavour one other time to begm 
wri ting on Cromwell Dare not say I have yet begun , 
all beginning is difficult ’ Many pages were covered, 
with wyiting of a sort Mrs Carlyle, on November 28, 
describes him as ‘ over head and eais m Cromwell,’ 
and ‘ lost to humanity for the time bemg ’ That he 
could believe himself started gave some peace to her , 
but he was trying to make a consecutive history of 
the Commonwealth, and, as he told me afterwards, 
‘he could not get the subject nghtly taken hold of’ 
There was no seed fitly planted and orgamcally 
growing , and the further he went, the less satisfied he 
was with himself He used to say that he had no 
genius for hterature Yet no one understood better 
what true literary work really was, or was less con- 
tented to do it indifferently 

To John St&rhng 

Chelsea December 4, 1843 

I am very miseiable at piesent , or call it heavy-laden 
with fiuitless toil, which will have much the same meaning 
My abode is, and has been, figuratively speaking, m the 
centie of chaos Onwards there is no moving in any yet 
discoveied hue, and where I am is no abiding — miseiable 
enough 

The fact is, without any tigure, I am doomed to wiite 
some book about that unblessed Commonwealth, and as yet 
there will no book show itself possible The whole stagnancy 
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of the English genius two hundred years thick he^hea^jy on 
me Dead heroes buiied undei two centuries of Atheism 
seem to whimpex pitifully ^ Iteliver us » Canst thou not 
dehvei us ^ ’ And alas ’ what am I, or what is my fathei’s 
house 7 Confound it ^ I have lost foui years of good lahoui 
m the business , and still the more I expend on it, it is like 
thiowmg good labour aftei bad On the whole, you ought to 
pity me Is thy servant a dead dog that these things have 
fallen on him ^ My only consolation is that I am struggling 
to be the most conseivative man in England, or one of the 
most conservative If the past tunes, only two centuries back, 
he wholly a torpedo darkness and dulness, freezing as with 
Medusa glance all souls of men that look on it, where are our 
foundations gone ? If the past time cannot become melodious^ 
it must be foigotten, as good as annihilated , and we rove like 
aimless eales that have no ancestois, whose world began only 
yesterday That must be my consolation, such as it is 
I see almost nobody I avoid sight rathei, and study to 
consume my own smoke I wish among yom buildings ^ you 
would build me some small Piophet’s chambei, fifteen feet 
sguare, with a separate gaiiet, and a flue for smoking, within 
a fuilong of your big house, sacied from all noises of dogs, 
cocks, pianofortes, insipid men, engaging fiome dumb old 
woman to hght a file foi me daily and boil some kmd of 
kettle 


To Margmet Carlyle^ 8cotshT%g 

Chelsea December 31, 1843 

The saddest story is that of my book, which occasions 
great difficulty I not long ago fanly cast a great mass of it 
into the fire, not m any sudden xage at it, but after qmet 

* Sterling was improving a house which he had lately bought at 
Ventnor 
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deliberation, and deciding on this as the best that I could do 
I am now trying the business on another side with hopes of 
better prosperity there Piospei or not, I must hold on at 
it, on one side or the other I muBt get in upon it, and drive 
it bet 01 e me But the truth is, it will be a long heavy piece 
of labour, and I must not giumble that my progress seems so 
small I do make progress, as much progress as I can , and 
on the whole why should I plague myseK or others about the 
quantity of my progress ^ I am a pool discontented creature, 
and ought at least to hold my peace and ^ be thankful I am 
not m purgatory ’ 

One of his difficulties lay in his extreme conscien- 
tiousness No sentence would be ever delibeiately set 
down on paper without his assuring himself, if it re- 
lated to a fact, that he had exhirusted every means of 
ascertaining that the fact was true as he proposed to 
tell it , or, if it was to contain a sentiment or opinion, 
without weighing it to see if it was pure metal and not 
cant or insincere profession This, howevei, lay in his 
nature, and, though it might give him trouble, would 
give him no anxiety But his misgiving was that he 
was creating ^o living organic work, but a dead manu- 
factured one, and this was intolerable He flung 
aside at last all that he had done, burnt part of it, as 
he said, locked away the rest, and began again, as he 
told his mother, ‘ on another side ’ He gave up the 
notion of writing a regular history He would make 
the person of Ohver Cromwell the centre of his com- 
position, collect and edit, with introductions and con- 
nectmg fragments of narrative, the extant letters and 
speeches of Oliver himself— this, at least, as a first 
operation — a plain and comparatively easy one When 
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it was finished, lie told me that he found to hi^ surprise 
that he had finished all which he had to say upon the 
subject, and might so leave it? 

With the new year he was woikmg upon the fresh 
lines, still diffident, but in better humom with himself 
and his surroundings 

For my book (he wrote again to his mother on January 
11 [1844]) I daie not say much about it, and, mdeed, 
had better altogether keep sdent and plague nobody with it 
further, for nobody can help me m it, do what he will It is 
a most difficult book , but by the blessmg of Heaven I hope 
to get it done yet, and to have accomphshed something useful 
thereby Nay, mdeed, I am sometimes taught more distinctly 
than usual that without -^he blessmg of Heaven I cannot get 
it done , which suiely is a wholesome lesson, and one we 
should be thankful for, even though it come to us m pam 
I have heard of an Italian popular preacher who one day 
before a grand audience fanly hroTce down^ and had not a 
word to say His shame was great , he blushed , he almost 
wept , but, gathering himself at last, he said ‘ My friends, 
it IS the punishment of my pride , let me lay it to heart and 
take a lesson by it ’ So be it with us all ^ The people 
m\he next house, whose piano was so loud when I sate down 
to write, have behaved with the noblest chivalry They keep 
then piano silent every day iigoiously till two o’clock At 
other hours I am not writing, and it does me no ill , rather 
does me good^ when I reflect how civil the people are There 
is great honour shown here to the hteiaiy man 

Journal 

Feh mry 2, 1844 — Engaged in a book on the Civil Wars, 
on Ohver Ciomweli, or whatever the name of it piove to bt , 
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the mosfc^fiiglitfully bool? of all I have ever before 

tried It IS several years smce the thing took hold of me 
I have fead hnndredweightr of dreary books, searched dusty 
manusciipts, corresponded, &c &c, almost with no result 
whatever How often have I begun to write, and after a 
certain period of splungmg and splashing found that there 
was yet no basis for me Smce my return fiom Scotland and 
Wales and the North m September last it is just about 

As complete Most pait of that time I ha\c been really 
assiduous with this book, or one or the othei adjuncts of it, 
and there leally stands now on my paper in any available 
shape, as it were correctly — nothing Much I have blotted, 
fairly burnt out of my way What will become of it and of 
me ^ Sometimes I get extiemely distressed What of that ^ 

Was it ever otherwise ^ Will it ever be ? Carpenters with 
contiivances to secure me fiom noises, treaties about neigh- 
bouiing pianos, complaints of baikmg dogs, above a hundred 
‘ Musmumheadaches,’ no books but ‘EushworthianTorpedos , 
httle company that is not a torpedo to me , and, to mown the 
whole, not a vestige of woik actually done This is bad 
enough The fact is, I am myself very much to blame I 
full of ‘ choler,’ of impatience, alas ^ of msmcenty of heart 
There will be m good come by talking of it here Yesterday 
at the Musseum To-day m quiet snow, attempting to begin 
agam to wiite somewhat Non omnes occiderunt soles 

Scotland meanwhile was remembering Carlyle The 
Edinburgh students were not alone in their effort to 
call him back across the irremeahihs wnda 

As to my book (he mote a fortnight later to Scotsbng) 
it IS not absolutely stopping, hvt is going its own gate, a 
much longer one than I expected it might be I study to 
keep holding on ‘ Slow fiie does make sweet meat ’ I think 
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I shall perhaps make something of it m the end, ^ I he ai; 
once patient and diligent At all events, I must and will 
endeavour This morning there came a letter from Sir David 
Brewster, about a Professorship m St Andrews for me I 
have already written to decline it Professorships of that 
kmd do not suit me now They come ^ day behind the f air^ 

The offer of a Scotch professorship was unacceptable, 
but was of course gratifying So in a higher-^degree 
was the begimng of a new order of legislation setting 
aside the received doctrines of Imssez-fmre^ which he 
might fairly think to be due at least in part to his own 
writings Lord Ashley — Lord Shaftesbury, as he has 
been so long and so honourably known to ns — must 
have the first place ^as having successfully earned 
through the great measure for the protection of the 
factory children But Carlyle, too, had affected the 
thoughts of the younger generation of reflecting politi- 
cians, and made possible Lord Ashley’s attack upon the 
political economists It was with real delight that he 
informed his mother of the first introduction of this 
measure 


To Margaret Gai lyle^ 8cotshr%g 

Chelsea March SO, 1844 

All the people are in controversy about Lord Ashley’s 
pioposal to lestnct the hours of factoiy labour to twelve, with 
two allowed for meals — ^that is, ten hours m all Numbers 
of people are loud and bittei against it As for me, I rejoice 
gieatly that the Government has in any way begun to deal 
with that honid business, the state of the working people 
Innumerable tasks he there foi all manner of wise governors 
and paihamcnteers and piime ministers Lord Ashley’s Bill 



362 CARLYLES S LIFE IN LONDON 

was carried once , but Peel and G-iabam have turned again 
upon him, saying they will go out if he cany it , so that 
piobably it will be lost thjs time But the business is 
legun^ that is the gieat fact The other day I saw one of 
the official people — Loid Elhot — in a company who were 
all talking about this I told him the Government were 
absolutely bound either to tiy whether they could do some 
good to these people, or to diaw them out m hne and openly 
shoot them with giape That would be meicy in com- 
parison He seemed much astomshed, but I had a fair 
share of the company on my side 

It was always to his mother that he wrote first 
when he had anything interesting to tell, whether 
it was about an Act of Parliament, or the progress 
of his writing, or when the kiolin had an Ameiican 
mouse to send to the Auld Cat She was seldom 
out of his thoughts, as he was seldom out of heis, 
and she was now growing old and ailing Heie is 
another of his letters to hei — 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scotsbrig 

Chelsea Apiil 24, 1844 

You have been too frequently lU this spring, my dear 
mother , you leally must take more pains with yourself 
Let me beg Jenny,^ too, to be m all ways careful of you 
Alas ^ what can I do ^ I am far off, and cannot be of help 
to you myself, which I would so gladly be Suiely it is well 
the part of one and all of us to do for our good, true mother 
whatsoever we can She did faithfully for us what lay m 
her when the time was Jean tells me she has sent you a 
fowl 01 two I have earnestly urged hei to continue that 

* The sister living at home with her mother 
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A little soup and wheat bread for dinner would ceitainly be 
much wboksomer than what you usually dine on 'Besides, 
the good weather is now come — tjiat of itself will be a gieat 
lehef to you Go up to the moor on a sunny day The 
sight of the bonny world giowing gieen again will be hke 
a sermon to youi pious heait, as indeed such a heart can 
nowheie want foi sermons The stais in the heavens and 
the little bluebells by the wayside ahke show forth the 
handiwork of Him who is Almighty, who is All Goed In 
a bad, weak woild, what would become of us did not oui 
hearts undeistand at all times that this is even so ^ 

I struggle away here, not always m the successfullest 
mannei, yet trying always to make some progiess in my 
work ‘ Many a httle makes a mickle ’ It will be a long, 
dreigh^^ and weary 30b , but I must plod along , keep 
chopping on, and hopeito get through it in time My 
health is not to be complained of I should study well to 
husband what stiength is given me, not fret, as I too often 
do, on what is denied me Jane, too, gets bettei in the 
blight weather All is bright here — ^sunny, and full of 
blossom I study to go out to dmnei as httle as possible, 
add write refusals to the light and left Dinners will do 
nothmg for me , only the getting on with my book will do 
sonqethmg Jeffiey is heie in pooiish health, but much 
better than he was He is neaily of youi age, but grows 
no more serious as he glows older At least, he thinks 
proper to affect the same hght ways — ^to me not the beauti- 
fullest m an old man 

How anxious he was about his mother — how inex- 
pressibly dear she was to him — appears from a note 
in his Journal — 


* Lreiqh, tedious. 
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May 3 — ^My dear old mother has, I doubt, been often 
poorly this winter They report her well at present , but, 
alas ^ theie is nothing m all the earth so stem to me as 
that constantly advancing inevitability, which indeed has 
teirified me all my days 

The same day he enters — 

My progress in ‘Cromwell’ is frightful I am no day 
absolutely idle, but the confusions that he m my way 
require far more fiie of energy than I can mustei on most 
days, and I sit not so much woikmg as painfully lookmg on 
woik A thousand times I have regietted that this task 
was ever taken up My heart was never rightly m it My 
conscience it lathei was that diove me on My chief motive 
now is a more and moie bummg dOsire to have done with it 
Eheu, eheu f lam very weak in health, too I am oftenest 
veiy sad The figure of Age, of gieyhaiied weakness, twi- 
light, and the inevitable night never came on me so foicibiy 
as this year Age is sad, yet it is noble after a sort , the 
advance of it upon one is a pecuhar tiagedy, new for every 
new life Voids are weak m general to express what I feel 
Thou art verdy growmg old, and thou hast nevei been 
young , and thy life has amounted to this poor paltrmess, 
and, <fec &c &c There is no wisdom m wntmg such 
thoughts, or even m more than partially entertaining them 
The Futuie alone belongs to us Let us doubly and trebly 
struggle to profit by that — ^turn that to double and treble 
account Oh heavens I get on with thy ‘ OromweU.’ 

The dissatisfaction of Carlyle with his own work, 
as long as he was engaged upon it, is a continuous 
feature in his character ‘The “French Eevolution” 
was worth nothing’ *To have done with it’ was 
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the chief desire which he had *To have d<pe with 
it’ was his chief desire again now ^To have done 
with it’ was the yet more passionate cry in the pro- 
longed agony of ^Fiedeiick’ The art of composition 
was merely painful to him, so conscious was he always 
of the distance between the fact as 'he could represent* 
it and the fact as it actually was He could be proud 
when he measmed himself against other men, but his 
estimate of his meiit, considered abstractedly, was 
utterly low His faults disgusted him , his excellences 
he could not recognise , and when the work was done 
and printed, he was surprised to find it so much better 
than he had thought 

It is always so The better a man is morally, the 
less conscious he is 0? his virtues The greater the 
artist, the more aware he must be of his shortcomings 
If excellence is to be its own only reward, poor excel- 
lence IS in a bad way, for the moie there is of it, the 
less aware of itself it is allowed to be There is and 
n>ust be, however, a certain comfort in the sense that 
a man is doing a right thing, if not well, yet as well as 
he can Flashes of this kind do occasioJally shine in 
among Carlyle’s sad meditations On May 31 he re- 
ports to his mother — 

My book now goes along better or woise, though still fai 
boo slowly I am now, howevei, beginning to see above 
ground some fiuit of the unspeakable puddlings and welter- 
mgs I had undeigiound I do hope sometimes that I shall 
get the pool book done, and that it will turn out to have 
been worth doing Oliver Ciomwell is an actually pious, 
praying, God-fearing, Bible-ieading man, and struggles in 
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the high-^places of the woild before God and man to do what 
he fin4s written m his Bible — an astonishing spectacle, 
unexampled, altogethei incredible to the beggarly Peel, 
Russell, and company that have got the guidance of the 
world now, to all our sorrows If I can show Oliver as he 
IS, I shall do a good turn , but it is teiiibly difficult to such 
an age as this is and has long been 

-> 

There was to be no Scotland for Carlyle this year 
The starting with * Cromwell ’ had been so hard that he 
did not mean to pause over it till it was done , and an 
occasional rest of a day or two at the houses of fnends 
near London was all that he intended to allow himself 
It was his wife’s turn to have a holiday She had not 
been in the North since she had^lost her mother All 
the last summer had been spent with the workmen in 
Cheyne Eow In autumn and winter she had been ill 
as usual with coughs, sleeplessness, and nervous head- 
aches As long as the cold weather lasted she had not 
been well for a single day, and only her indomitable 
spirit seemed to keep her ahve at all She nevei com- 
plained — perhaps fortunately — as with Carlyle to suffer 
in any way was to complain loudly and immediately, 
and when complaint was absent he never reahsed that 
there could be occasion for it Anyway she was now to 
have a holiday She was to go first to her uncle at 
Liverpool, then to the Paulets at Seaforth, then to stay 
with Geraldine Jewsbury at Manchester , then, if she 
wished, to go to Scotland She was always economical, 
and travelled at smallest cost Money matters no longer, 
happily, required such narrov/ attention as in former 
years Her letters (or parts of them) describing her 
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adventures are published in the ‘ Letters andMeinorials 
Carlyle, busy as he was, made time to write to her 
regularly, with light affectionate amusing sketches of 
his visitors or the news of the day , most particularly of 
the progress of the new acquaintance which was to have 
so seiious an influence on her own future peace 
Mr and Lady Harriet Baring, whom he had met two 
years previously, were now both of them becoming his 
intimate friends From Mr Baring ^ there are many 
letters preserved among Carlyle’s' papers They exhibit 
not only respect and esteem, but the strongest personal 
confidence and affection, which increased with fuller 
knowledge, and ceased only with death They show, 
too, a fuller understanding of, and agreement with, 
Carlyle’s general views^han are to be found m almost 
any of those of his other correspondents From Lady 
Harriet, too, there are abundance of notes, terse, clear, 
and peremptory, rather like the commands of a sove- 
reign than the easy communications of friendship 
She was herself gifted, witty, unconventional, seeing 
men and things much as they were, and treating them 
accordingly She recognised the immen?e superiority 
of Carlyle to everyone else who came about her She 
admired his intellect, she delighted in his humour 
He at first enjoyed the society of a person who never 
bored him, who had a straight eye, a keen tongue, a 
disdain of nonsense, a majestic arrogance As they 
became more intimate, the great lady affected his 
imagination He was gratified at finding himself 
appreciated by a brilliant woman, who ruled supreme 


* Lord Ashburton afterwards 
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over half of London society She became Grlonana, 
Queen oi Fairyland, and he, with a true vein of chivalry 
in him, became her lustr Eed Cross Knight, who, if he 
could, would have gladly led his own Una into the same 
enchanting service The ^Una,’ unfoitiinately, had no 
inclination for sneh a distinguished bondage The 
Barings had a villa at Addiscombe, and during the 
London season fieqnently escaped into the Surrey sun- 
shine Carlyle had been invited to meet a distinguished 
party there 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle^ at Liverpool 

Chelsea July 7, 1844 

Yesterday I did go to the Barugs, but I got home the 
same night, which was an immense pomt We were a tiuly 
sublime paity, as many as the table would hold Loid 
Howick and his wife, Sail G-iey’s son, a thin, lame man, 
turned of forty, looking veiy weak of body, but earnest, clear, 
affectionate, and honest, with good talent, too, for the spiiitual 
part , the Lady Howick, a pale, aquihne, dark-eyed beauty, 
bleached white, who did not captivate me or estiange me , 
the immortal old Lady Holland, really a kmd of Witch of 
the (Kensington) Alps, veiy impiessive m her way She is 
tenibly broken, poor old lady ^ has a doctor, the stiangest 
httle fellow I have seen, who did not speak one word, good 
01 bad, but seemed happy and perfect m the social ges- 
ticulations Besides him, she carries with her a page, and 
an old woman to rub her legs These, with the natural et 
cseteias, almost fill a house of themselves Buller of course 
w^as theie, as in his home , Stanley, too, agam, but without 
his wife , he and others too tedious to mention The goose- 
berries were iipe, I had a pocket of cigars, and other 
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smokeis to keep me company The day was soft, grey, 
without ram a temperatuie like silk The Lady j&ariiet :is 
the most consummate of landladies, regardless of Expense 
Baring himself had radiances of real talent He is, I do 
think, a good, modest man The whole matter went off 
with effect It is leally entertaining to me to be a part of 
such a company now and then Then art m speech, more 
and more noticeable gradually, is decidedly a thing to be 
considered valuable, venerable Real good breeding, as 
the people have it here, is one of the finest things now going 
m the world The caieful avoidance of all discussion, the 
swift hopping fiom topic to topic, does not agree vith me , 
but the graceful skill they do it with is beyond that of 
mmuets 

Among other subjects, we came over, pretty late in the 
evenmg, upon Mazzinr^ letters^ Brougham had been 
privately telling all people in the Lords one day that Mazzim 
was a scamp after all, that he once ‘ kept a gaming house ’ 
So Stanley reported, glad of any stab to Brougham The 
old stem Witch of the Alps thereupon asked Lady Harriet 
nhat he leally was, this Mazzmi ‘A Revolutionary man, 
tlie head of young Italy,’ ansveied she ‘Oh, then, they 
surely ought to take him up,’ rejoined th^ Witch Our 
adroit hostess hmted No, and that she heiself knew him 
‘ What ^ ’ exclaimed the astonished Witch, with wide-open 
eyes The other persisted, with the gentlest touch of hght 
irrefragability, ‘ had actually asked him to come and see her ’ 
I added, addressing the Witch, ‘ He is a man well worth 
seeing, and not at all specially anxious to be seen ’ ‘ And 
did he not keep a gammg-house ^ ’ said she ‘ He had never 
the faintest shadow of connection with that side of human 
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business,’ said I ‘ The pioiidest peison m this company is 
not faither above keeping a gaming-house than Mazzmi is ’ 
‘ That fneans Byng ’ (an aijisuid old cuily-headed dinei-out 
whom they call Poodle Byng), said Bullei, lookmg at the 
man, upon which an explosion of laughter swallowed up my 
,over emphasis and the whole discussion in a hghtly felicitous 
manner 

A certam Mi Something (Kane, I think leally a very 
cml official gentleman) volunteered to give me half his cab 
to Piccadilly — blessed arrangement foi me, foi Mi Kane 
and I smoked m a very social manner all the way, and the 
dnve did me gi eat good, so that to-day I am fai less damaged 
than could have been anticipated 

The fine society did not make Carlyle forget his own 
nearer attentions — 


July 13 

It IS poor Goody’s birthday when she reads this , and one 
ought to have said what the mnei man sufficiently feels that 
one IS nght glad to see the brave little Goody with the 
mmd’s and the heart’s eye on such an occasion, and wishes 
and piays all -good in this woild and m all worlds to one’s 
poor Goody — a biave woman, and, on the whole, a ‘Kecessaiy 
Evil ’ Ho a man . And now, deaiest, here is a small gift, 
one of the smallest ever sent Do not think it cost me any 
tiouble to buy the thmg , once fairly m the enterprise, theie 
was a real pleasure m going through with it I tried hard 
for a workbox, but theie was none I could lecommend to 
myself I was forced to be content with a httle jewel-box, 
and there, you see, is the key Blessings on thee with it » 
I wish I had diamonds to fill the places wmh for my little 


* Name by whicb be often laughingly described bis -wife 
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wifie I knew you had a jewel-box alieady, but ^his is a 
newel one, a far smaller one Besides, I bought it very 
cunningly, and ^ the lady, if she , would like anything better, 
can at any time get it exchanged ’ And so, deal Goody, kiss 
me and take my good wishes Wlnle I am here theie will 
nevei want one to wish thee all good Adieu on the birth- 
day, and may the worst of our days be all done and the best 
fctill coming 

Thine everrhore 

The ^ sulphurous humour’ lay close beside the tender, 
very far from extinct, not even dormant What Cailyle 
could least endure was being bored The anathemas 
which he heaped on unfortunate boies exceed Emul- 
phus’s in exquisite vanety He mentions soon after 
this that three gentlemen from Edinburgh had called 
to see him, introduced by some acquaintance from 
Haddington He describes them as ^wretched duds,’ 
^ a precious three to be selected from all the populations 
of the world , ’ ‘ miserable snaffers full of animal 
magnetism, Free Kirk and other rubbish ’ He ^ had 
doubts whether not to rise with redhot oaiSis, and pack 
them all instantly into the street ’ He says he bit in 
his rage as best he could,’ took his hat, pretended 
business, ^and walked the thiee out instead of kicking 
them out ’ ^ One of Cavaignac’s snorts was all that he 

could give to such things ’ ‘ That visit was the 

beginning of sorrows to him ’ Evening parties could 
not be wholly escaped He had been invited to one 
* at the Coleridges’,’ where he expected an equal degree 
of suffering, ‘ half thought he would fall sick and stick 
to Cromwell,’ and ' wished he was in Groody’s pocket ’ 

24—3 
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Luckily it did not turn out quite so ill * Trench, 
Maurice^ Boxall the painter, and other shovel-hatted 
persons, male and femak, were there assembled , ’ but 
he met a daughter of Southey, whom he was actually 
pleased to see, and Mrs Henry Coleridge also, ^ really a 
kind of Phantasmion, so small, so delicate, pretty, and 
orthodox wise ’ In the worst extremities there was 
always^ the resource of Bath House 

Last mght (he wrote on July 19) I called for Lady 
Harriet The usual Bullei sate there apparently almost 
asleep m the < fever of digestion ’ when I entered The lady 
heiself, in spite of her sickness, is always brisk as a huntress 
BuUer brightened up soon, argued, talked with me, not to 
gieat puipose, but m a cheery, rational manner, presided 
over by this divmity, and with one'^iup of innocent black tea 
and a mouthful of pohte human speech I came home little 
injured Mazzim is authorised to call ‘next week some 
evenmg ’ Poor victim ^ At a certain turn of the conversa- 
tion I was asked to come out to Addiscombe next Sunday, 
and could not for the moment find means of declining, but 
did mternally dechne, and must externally now send some 
note to that ^ect It is veiy biiliiant all at Addiscombe , 
wealth in abundance, ruled over by grace in abundance ,-but 
I — I — am b±ous , I am busy — ^not equal to it for the 
present 

Some misgiving may have crossed Carlyle’s mind 
that too near an intimacy in these great circles might 
not be profitable to him As long as social distinctions 
survive, equality of position is a condition of healthy 
friendship, and though genius is said to level mere 
differences of rank, it creates inequalities of another 
kmd, which rather comphcate the situation than sim- 
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plify it However this may have been, hard '^ork and 
the London heat tired him out by the end of th,e sum- 
mer He was invited to stay it the Grange, a beautiful 
place belonging to the Barings in Hampshire, and as 
the visit was to be a short one he went Mr Baring’s 
father, the Lord Ashburton of the American Treaty,* 
still hved and leigned there He had heard of Carlyle, 
and wished to make his acquaintance, as his > Trans- 
atlantic wife did also The Grange, in September 
especially, was the perfection of an English country 
palace The habits of it did not suit Carlyle He was 
off his sleep, woke early, could get no breakfast till ten, 
and no food but cigars and sunshine But the park was 
beautiful, the riding delightful, Hhe solitude and 
silence divine ’ He t!fied to be amused and happy, and 
succeeded tolerably 

The Grange September 12, 1844 

We are a small party Lady Ashburton is a surgeon 
patient at present, a stripping off of the skin upon a carnage 
step, ill dealt with for some days back She hes m a back 
diawmg-room, keeps all the women about hei^all day, and we 
never see her till she is wheeled in at mght to tea She seems 
very fond of talking to me , a fiank, ratthng woman, with 
whom, perhaps, I shall glow to do very well Were it nob 
for Lady Harriet, who is herself a host, we should be ill off 
for women My chief resource at present is the old Lord, a 
reaUy good old man, of most sohd, cheerful ways , fond of 
talking and bemg talked to above any rational thmg 

September 14, 1844 

Alas I if I could sleep, I might be very well here but 
sleep does not come, sleep flies , and I have mghts m which 
the virtue of patience is very useful to me I do study to 
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keep patient In fact, there is something very soothing m 
the deep, dead silence, broken only by the rare hooting of a 
poor owl, seemmglj a mile^ off, who appeared to be the only 
hving thing awake beside myself I stait geneially m the 
morning with a dull headache, very stupid , but the breezy 
fresh air, and the constant motion they keep one in, diive it 
away gradually, and I feel pietty well again 
We are not a brilhant party here , nay, if it were not foi 
the Lady Harriet and myself, we should be almost definable 
as a dull, commonplace one BuUei is not yet come, but is 
confidently expected to-mght, and will be a welcome acquisi- 
tion to us Poodle Byng’s companion was one Gieville, an 
old official hack of quality who runs racehoises, whom I have 
often enough seen before memoiable as a man of true 
aiistociatic mannei, without any aiistociatic endowment 
whatevei — a Lais without the beaufy He has Court gossip, 
political gossip, &o , and is civil to all peisons, caieless about 
all persons — equal nearly to zero Lady Ashburton impioves 
upon one — ^a squaie,sohd Ameiican woman, happily without 
the accent , but with the lugged go-ahead chaiact& of that 
people It IB from her that your lovei Baring takes his 
featuies The old Loid Ashbuiton, especially as he smokes, 
IS my favoui’te of all — a really good, solid, most cheeiy, 
sagacious, simple-hearted old man He takes me long walks 
to see his new churches, his labomers’ cottages, his oldcedais 
and yew trees, canies in his pocket cigars, and talks and is 
talked to To finish my desciiption, I have only to say that 
our house is built bke ‘ a Grecian temple,’ of two stones , of 
immense extent, massive in appearance and fronting every 
way The mterior is by Imgo Jones, with modern improve- 
ments The rooms are full of exquisite pictures, and theie 
IS every convenience ‘ All things that were pleasant m life 
But the all-wise, great Cre-a-a-tor, &c ’ ^ 

^ See Letters cmd Mermnah^ Tol i p 226 
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While this new acquaintance was rising up into 
Carlyle’s sky, another was setting or had seTi News 
weie waiting for him when hf^ returned to Cheyhe Eow, 
which melted the Grange and its grandeurs into bodi- 
less vapour John Sterling was dead Of all the friends 
whom Cailyle had won to himself since he came to 
London, there was none that he valued as he valued 
this one Sterling had been his spiritual puyil, his 
first, and also his noblest and best Consumption had 
set its fatal mark upon him His spirit had risen 
against it and defied it He had fled for life in succes- 
sive winters to Italy, to France, and then to Falmouth 
and to Italy again If not better, there had been no 
sign that he was becoming definitely worse He had 
lately settled at Ventnor, in the Isle of Wight He 
had added to his house , he had hoped, as his fi lends 
had hoped befoie for him, that years of useful energy 
might still be granted to him It seemed impossible 
that a soul so gifted, so brilliant, so generous, should 
have been sent upon the earth merely to show how 
richly it had been endowed, and to pass away while its 
promise was but half fulfilled But in th?s past summer 
hS had been visibly declining To himself, if to no 
one else, it had become sternly certain that the end 
was now near , and on August 10 he had written the 
letter of farewell, printed by Cailyle in his lost friend’s 
biography, which I am therefore at hberty to transfer 
to these pages. 

To T Cmlyle 

Ventnor August 10, 1844 

My deal Cailyle, — Foi the fiist time foi many months it 
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seems possible to send you a few words , meiely, however, 
for remembrance and farewell On higher matters there is 
nothing to say I tread tfee common load into the gieat 
darkness, without any thought of fear, and with veiy much 
of hope Certainty, indeed, I have none With regaid to 
you and me, I cannot begin to write, having nothing foi it 
but to keep shut the hd of those secrets with all the non 
weights that are in my power Towards me, it is still more 
true than towards England, that no man has been and done 
hke you Heaven bless you ^ If I can lend a hand when 
theie, that will not be wantmg It is all veiy strange, but 
not a hundredth part so sad as it seems to the standers-by 
Torn wife knows my mmd towaids hei, and wiU believe it 
without asseveiation 

Yours to the last, 

Jow Steeling 

Sterling lingered for six weeks after writing this 
He had been apparently dying more than once already, 
and yet had rallied Carlyle could not believe that he 
was to lose him, and hoped that it might be so agaiA, 
But it was not so to be On September 18, within 
a day of Carlyle’s return from the Grange, his friend 
was dead 
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CHAPTEE XIII 
AT) 1845 MT 50 

Summer in London— Xrs Carlyle in Liverpool — Completion of * Crom 
well * — Remarks upon it — Effect of Cromwell’s history on Carlyle’s 
mind — Rights of ma] on ties — Right and might — Reception by the 
world— Visit to the Barings — ^Lady Harriet and Mrs Carlyle — 
Letter to Sir Robert Peel — Meditations 

Sterling’s death was the severest shock which Carlyle 
had yet experienced ^ Perhaps the presence of a real 
sorrow saved him from fretting over the smaller 
troubles of life He threw himself the more deter- 
minately into his work All the remainder of this 
year and all the next tiU the close of the summer he 
stayed at home, as far as possible alone, and seeing 
few friends in London except the Barings His wife 
ha^ been improved by her excursion She had been 
moderately well since her return Strong she never 
was , but for her the season had been a fair one In 
July 1845, the end of * Cromwell’ was coming de- 
finitely m sight She could be spared at home, and 
went off again to her relations at Liverpool Carlyle 
had another horse — ‘Black Duncan’ this one was 
called He rode daily, and sent regular bulletins to 
his ‘Necessary Evil’ — many, through haste, undated 
The Barings were still his chief resource outside his 
serious occupations. 
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Chelsea July 27, 1845 

Visit to Addiscombe — ^not the very best of ]oys , but one 
ought to be content with it^ I had a gieat deal of talk with 
Eveiett, the American Ambassador, who suipiises me much, 
as a thorough diawlmg Yankee in manner, yet with intelh- 
gence and leal gentlemanhood looking through it Semoi, 
seemg me theie, came up in the most coidial manner to shake 
hands, and we even had a quantity of smoking together and 
philosophical discouismg together — by motion of his — with 
unabated aveision of name Peace to him ^ 


August 1, 1845 

Thy bright httle missives aie a real consolation to me in 
my sohtude here — ^ sohtary wrestle with the blockheadisms 
That is what I have just now, and there is need of some 
consolation at times if it could be hnd 

The leech ^ is very well I went and saw it this mornmg , 
it has an allowance of fresh water every day, and complains 
of nothing, lying all glued together at the top of the glass 
(the little viUain), and leading a veiy quiet hfe of- it, nevei 
even asking what is taxes Wednesday proved wet — no 
ridmg possible Walked up to Banngdom m the evenmg 
The poor lady^had cold , was sitting with a fire— even she 
we aie all as cold heie as you are in Lancashire Yes^ei- 
mght had a grand ride over in Surrey , took the conceit out 
of Duncan , made him gallop at discretion till quite tame 
Did my own weaned self some good by the job After that, 
while at tea, Thackeray 


August — 

Just now I have finished copying the last lettei of 
Ohver’s. I will try hard yet to be through the original 

^ One of Mrs Carlyle^s singular pets, of which her husband had 
charge in her absence 
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stuff this week There will then be a conclusio|i of some 
kmd to do , an index to set going After which I am off 
%rCB Freu Ay de mi f The ,meiits of yom letters are 
mirrored in a veiy fair glass when it is I that lead them, and 
if I call them ‘ bits of letters ’ (she had laughingly resented 
that expression of his), it is perhaps ajl the better for them 
from a soul so sulky, so dispirited, dead and buiied, as mine 
now IS, m this hoiiid business of mine Coniage ^ couiage I 
it will be done soon, and then perhaps better days will come 


August 

This place is getting very empty Last night I came 
accidentally on the Kensmgton Gardens band Then retinue 
of park horses has dwindled to mere nothing, a thing you 
could ride without dif^ulty thiough the middle of It is 
astonishmg what real pity I do feel for these poor squires 
and squires’ daughters, all parading about m such places 
Good heavens ^ and is this what you call the flowei of life 
and age and darkness, and the grand Perhaps lying close m 
the lear of it — ‘ Damn ye, be wae for yoursel’ ’ ^ So I am too , 
and will now run and put on my ridmg clothes — ^just three 
mmutes for it Adieu Ever your affectionate, had 

^ T C 

Mrs Carlyle had fallen in at Liverpool with a Uni- 
tarian clergyman named J M , with whom she had con- 
versed on serious matters with considerable interest ^ 
M had seemed to her to be inchned to leave his Uni- 
tarianism and to become a pupil of Cailyle 


* Letters and MemorialSt vol i p 260 

® See Letters and Memorials, vol i p 322, &c I may as -well say that 
initial letters are not to be relied upon, as I frequently change them 
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To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Chelsea Augusts, 1845 

Wliafc did M say to you ^ It was a gieat thing in 

him to quote me in his pieachmg , but, like the deacon of the 
weaveis at Dumfries, one must exclaim, ‘Oh, gentlemen, 
remembei that I am but a man ’ Thursday mght, after a 
day of thunder, I had my longest nde since you heaid last, 
far out towaids Harrow As I turned homewaids there rose 
visible from the big beautiful Babylon a tree of smolce^ which 
said very plainly, ‘ Here is a house on file ’ It grew and 
grew, tiU it coveied whole fields of air I nevei m any ride 
saw a more impressive object, seeming to say with a tragical 
tone of reproach, ‘ Wilt thou take me for picturesque ^ I 
am the blazmg fuimture of terrified, distracted men and 
women ’ Phew I 

August 

Harvest is a month too late , will hardly fail therefore 
to be bad , and if the railway bubble burst at the same 
time, as is likehest, there will be a precious winter for the 
poor opeiatives agam, and those that have charge of them 
The naked, beggarly greed and mammon-worship of this 
generation is spriowfuUy apparent at present , and I confess 
sometimes I do not care if their ‘ wealth ’ and all the greasy 
adjuncts of it were actually to take wings and fly away I 
think we might have a less detestable existence without it , 
a chance foi a less fated hfe-element than this 
G-ood be with thee, dear httle Goody nune ‘ We clamb 
the hill together ’ m a very thorny but not paltry way Now 
let us sit and look around a httle We shall have ‘ to tottei 
down ’ also , but ‘ hand m hand we’ll go ’ 

Adieu, deal Jeannie, T 0. 

August 18 

Eeally, I begin almost to pitj poor J M The lot of a 
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poor man, of so many pooi men, doomed to twaddle all then 
lives m Socmian jaigon, and look at this Divine Universe 
thiough disti acted, despicable ,Jew-G-reek spectacles, and a 
whole Monmouth Street of ^ Old Olo,’ seems to me veiy sad 
The last speech of Olivei’s is faiily leady foi punting 
Not a hne of his now lemains, thank Heaven ^ I have no'w 
only to have him die, and then to wmd up m the briefest 
enduiable way I say to myself, why should not, for in- 
stance, the first of September actually me free of the 
job altogether, and ready for the load somewhither ^ We 
will try As a prehimnary I have started to-day by— a blue 
pill and castoi Oh heavens I But I suppose it was the 
most judicious step of all 


Atigust 21 

I know not if yoB) mean to take Egypt’s advice [I 
do not know the person alluded to], and write some book 
I have often said you might, with successful effect , but 
the impulse, the necessity, has mainly to come from within 
It IS a pool trade otherwise, so we will be content with 
Goody whether she evei comes to a book or not One way 
or other, aU the light, and older, and energy, and genuine 
Thafkraft or available viitue we had, does c^me out of us, 
ai]d goes veiy infalhbly into God’s Treasuiy, hvmg and 
working thiough eternities there — ^very mfallibly, whether 
the morning papers say much about it or say nothing , 
whether the wages we get be moie or less ^ We aie not lost , 
not a sohtaiy atom of us — of one of us When I think of 
oui Oliver Oiomweil and of the fate of a Burns and other 
such phenomena, I am very indifferent on the book side 
Greater, I often think, is he that can hold his peace, that 
can do his bit of hght, instead of speaking it Eheu ' 
what a business us the society of Adam’s posterity becomiiig 
for me — ^a consideraUe of a lore for most part Help‘^ 
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walked home to the door with me last night "We saw Gieen, 
the aeiondat, ]nst get aloft fiom Vauthall, thiowing out all 
mpTiTifii of fliewoiks, led, gj,een, and indigo-colomed stais, 
and transitory milky ways, the best he could, poor devil ' 
He was tia-Tigmy a goodish way up in the air, quite invisible 
except by a cluster of confused fiiewoiks, which looked veiy 
pmall m the great waste deep of things, and did not last 
above halt a minute m aU No paltiier phenomenon was 
ever contrived for the solacement of human souls I figmed 
the wretched mortal sailing through the chill, cleai moon- 
shiny mght, destitute of any object now, and with peid of his 
hfe, for the sake of keeping his hfe in, and had a leal pity 
for him I am very dark as to the extreme closing up of 
‘ Cromwell,’ but it seems to me as if it lay qmte close at 
hand — some one blight day, all that was needed foi it — per- 
haps to-morrow. Eeally, I am qmtn near it 


Augnst 23 

Do not seduce poor J M from his Unitarian mangei, 
pool fellow ^ I do not in the least want proselytes Ach 
GoU ! no I What is the use of them ^ And for himself 
it might cut off the veiy staff of biead Let him hang on 
there till the rope of itseK gives way with him 
You wdl be sme to see me if you continue staying whore 
you are My one fixed element of a plan is to go to Annan- 
dale, and the way thither leads me through Lancashiie I 
could also be a very pretty guest at Seaforth, I too for a few 
days, and be happy and much liked, if the devil of sleepless- 
ness and indigestion did not mark me for a pecuhai man I 
do hope to have done all my Ohver wilting, good heavens I 
the day aftei to-moirow 

Fuz (John Foister) came here the night before last, talked 
long, or was talked to, really not m a quite distracted manner, 
and passionately sohcited and thankfully received youi ad- 
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dress They— -Dickens, he, and a squad of that sort — ^nave 
decided to act a play at one of the small theatres, phvate, to 
five hundred friends It is actually to be on the’ 21st of 
next month, and it is an immense feature of it to Puz that 
you are to be theie The excellent Puz I 


August 26 

I have this moment ended, Oliver , hang it ’ He is 
ended, thrums and all I have nothing more to wite on 
the subject, only mountains of wieck to bum Not (any more) 
up to the chin in papei chppmgs and chaotic htter, hatefullei 
tp me than most I am to have a swept floor now again 

Thus was finished the first edition of the ^ Letters 
and Speeches of Oliver Cromwell ’ — the first edition — 
for other letters, other material of various kinds, came 
afterwards and had to be woven m with the rest , but 
essentially the thing was done on which Carlyle had 
been labouring for five years , and a few words may now 
be given to it 

^ This book is, in my opinion, by far the most im- 
portant contribution to English history wlj-ich has been 
made in the present century Carlyle was the first 
to break the crust which has overlaid the subject of 
Cromwell since the Eestoration, and to make Cromwell 
and Cromwell’s age again intelligible to mankind 
Anyone who will read what was written about the 
Protector before Cailyle’s work*' appeared, and what has 
been written since, will perceive how great was the 
achievement The enthusiast, led away by ambition, 
and degenerating into the hypocrite, the received 
figure of the established legend, is gone for ever We 
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may retain eacli our own opinion about Cromwell, we 
may think that he did well or that he did ill, that 
he was wise or unwise^ but we see the real man 
We can entertain no shadow of doubt about the 
genuineness of the portrait , and, with the clear sight 
of Oliver himself, ,we have a new conception of the 
Civil War and of its consequences The book itself 
carries marks of the diflSculty with which it was written 
It has ’no clear continuity, large gaps are left in the 
story Contrary to his own rule, that the historian 
should confine himself to the facts, with the minimum 
of commentary, Carlyle breaks in repeatedly in his own 
person, pats his friends upon the back, expands, 
applauds, criticises to an extent which most readers 
would wish more limited Thfs, however, is to be 
remembered, that he was reproducing letters and 
speeches, of which both the thought and the language 
were obsolete — obsolete, or worse than obsolete, for 
most of it had degenerated into cant, insincere in 
everyone who uses such expressions now, and therefore 
suggesting insincerity in those who used them then 
Perhaps he ailowed too little for our ability to think 
for ourselves But he had seen how fatally through 
this particular cause the character of the Commonwealth 
leaders had been obscured, and, if he erred at all, he 
erred on the right side It is his supreme merit that 
ne first understood th^ speeches made by Cromwell 
m Parliament, and enabled us to understand them 
Printed as they had hitherto been, they could only 
confirm the impression, either that the Protector’s own 
mind was hopelessly confused, or that he purposely 
concealed what was m it Carlyle has shown that they 
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were perfectly genuine speeches, not eloquent, as 
modem parliamentary speeches are, or aspire to be 
thought, but the faithful expressions of a most real 
and determined meaning^ about which those who 
listened to him could have been left m no doubt at all 
Such a feat was nothing dess than, extraordinary It- 
was not a * whitewashing,’ as attempts of this kind 
are often scornfully and sometimes deservedly called 
It was the recovery of a true human figure of immense 
historical consequence from below two centuries of 
accumulated slander and misconception, and the work 
was completely done No hammering or criticising 
has produced the least effect upon it There once more 
Cromwell stands actually before us, and henceforth will 
stand, as he was when lived upon the earth He may 
be loved or he may be hated, as he was both loved and 
hated in his own time, but we shall love or hate 
the man himself, not a shadow or a caricature any 
more 

Detailed criticism of the book, or of any part of it, 
would be out of place in a biography, and I shall not 
attempt such a thing I may mention, hbwever, what 
Carlyle told me of the effect upon his own mind of his 
long study of the Commonwealth and its fortunes 

Many persons still believe that, if the army had not 
pushed the quarrel to extrennties, if the * unpurged’ 
Parliament had been allowed « to complete its treaty 
with the King, the constitutional fruits of the struggle 
might have been secured more completely than they 
actually were , that the violent reaction would never 
have taken place which was provoked by the King’s 
execution, that the Church of England could and 
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would have then been completely reformed and made 
Protestaht in form and substance , the pseudo- 
Catholicism — Episcopacy^ Liturgy, and Ritual — which 
has wrought us all so much woe being swept clean 
from off the stage 

Speculations on what might have been are easy 
We see what actually happened, what would have 
happened we can only guess Charles, it is certain, 
was fSse — how false is now only completely known 
when the secret negotiations of himself and the Queen 
with the Catholic Powers h^ve been brought to light 
No promises which he had made would have bound 
him one moment beyond the time when he could safely 
break them , nor could anyone say what the composi- 
tion of a new House of Commons might be after the 
next election Taking the country through, the 
Royalists and the Moderates together were in the 
majority in point of numbers, and CromwelFs conclu- 
sion was that, so far as religion was concerned, the 
cause for which he and the army had fought would be 
utterly lost if the treaty was carried out Wearied 
England, satisfied with having secured control of the 
purse-stnngs, would hand over the sour fanatics* to 
Charles’s revenge Carlyle was satisfied that Cromwell 
was right, and he drew from it a general inference 
of the incapacity of a popular assembly to guide 
successfully and permanently the destinies of this or 
any other country No such body of men was ever 
seen gathered together in national council as those who 
constituted the Long Parliament They were the pick 
and flower of Grod-fearmg England, men of sovereign 
ability, of the purest pcitriotism — a senate of kings 
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If they failed, if they had to be prevented by armed 
force from destroying themselves and the inteiffsts com- 
mitted to them, no other Parliament here or anywheie 
was likely to do better Any pilot or council of pilots 
might answer, with smooth water and fair winds , but 
Parliaments, when circumstances “s^ere critical, could* 
only talk, as their name denoted Their lesolutions 
would be half-hearted, their action a compiomise 
between conflicting opinions, and therefore un- 
certain, inadequate, alternately lash or feeble, cer- 
tain to end in disaster at ^11 critical times when a clear 
eye and a film hand was needed at the helm 
This was one inference which Carlyle drew Another 
was on the rights of so-called * majorities ’ He had 
been bred a Eadical,^and a Eadical he lemained to 
the last, in the sense that he believed the entire 
existing form of human society, with its extremes of 
poverty and wealth, to be an accursed thing, which 
Providence would not allow to endure He had been 
on the side of Catholic emancipation, hoping that the 
wretched Irish peasantry might get some justice by it 
He had welcomed the Eeform Bill, imsigining it to 
mean that England was looking in earnest for her 
wisest men, and would give them power to mend what 
was amiss He had found, as he said, that it was 
but the burning off the diy edges of the straw on the 
dunghill, that the huge damp putrid mass remained 
rotting where it was, and thus would remain, for 
anything that an extended suffrage would do to cure 
it No result had come of the Eeform Bill that he 
could care for The thing needed was wisdom Parlia- 
ments reflected the character of those who returned 

26—2 
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them The lower the franchise, the less wisdom yon 
were likely to find, and after each change in that 
direction the Parliament returned was less fit, not more 
fit, than its predecessor In politics as in all else, 
Carlyle insisted always that there was a right way of 
doing things and a wrong way , that by following the 
'light way alone could any good end be arrived at, and 
that it^was as foolish to suppose that the right way of 
managing the affairs of a nation could be ascertained 
by a majority of votes, as the right way of discovering 
the longitude, of cultivating the soil, of healing diseases, 
or of exercising any one of the million arts on whicfi 
our existence and welfare depend 
This conclusion he had arrived at, ever since he had 
seen what came and did not come of the Eeform Bill 
of 1832, and it had pi evented him from interest- 
ing himself in contemporary politics But Cromwell’s 
history had shown him that the right way had other 
means of asseitmg itself besides oratory and ballot- 
boxes and polling booths The world was so constructed 
that the strongest, whether they were more or fewer, 
were the cons^oituted rulers of this world It must be 
so, unless the gods interfered, because there was^no 
appeal If one man was stronger than all the rest of 
mankind combined, he would rule aU mankind They 
would be unable to help themselves But the world 
was also so constructed, owing to the nature of the 
Maker of it, that superior strength was found in the 
long run to he with those who had the right on their 
side A good cause gave most valour to its defenders , 
and it was from this, and this alone, the supremacy of 
good over evil was maintained Eight-mmded men 



RIGHTS OF MAJORITIES 


389 


would bear"much rather than disturb existmg^arrange- 
ments — would submit to kings, to aristocracies, to 
majorities, as long as submiosion was possible , but, if 
driven to the alternative of seeing all that they valued 
perish or trying other methods, they would prove that, 
though they might be outvoted in “the count of heads", 
they were not outvoted in the court of destiny Superioi 
justice in the cause made superior men — m^n who 
would make it good in spite of numbers The best 
were the strongest, and^so m the end would always 
prove, ^ considering who had made them stiong ’ Behind 
all constitutions, never so popular, lay an ultimate ap 
peal to force Majorities, as such, had no more right 
to rule than kings, or nobles, or any other persons 01 
groups of persons, to ^hom circumstances might have 
given temporary power The right to rule lay with 
those who were right in mind and heart, whenever they 
chose to assert themselves If they tried and failed, it 
proved only that they were not right enough at that 
particular tune But, in fact, no honest effort ever did 
fail , it bore its part in the eventual settlement The 
strong thing, in the main, was the right thing, because 
the world was not the Devil’s , and the final issue would 
be found to prove it whenever the question was raised 
Society was m a healthy condition only when authority 
was in the hands of those most fit to exercise it As 
long as kings and nobles were kings and nobles indeed, 
superior in heart and character, the people wilhngly 
submitted to them, and gave them strength by their 
own support When they forgot the meaning of their 
position, hved for ambition and pleasure, and so ceased 
to be superior, their strength passed from them, and 



jgo CARLYLES LIFE IN LONDON 

9 

With thwr strength their authority That was what 
happened, and was happening still, in England. There 
being no longer any supCnonty of class over class, the 
integers of society were falhng into anarchy, and, to 
avoid quarrelling, might agree for a time to decide 
then differences by a majority of votes , but it could 
be but for a time only, unless all that was great and 
noble m humamty was to disappear for ever, for the 
good and the wise were few, and the selfish and the 
Ignorant were many, the many would choose to re- 
present them men like themselves, not men superior 
to themselves , and, under pain of destruction, it was 
mdispensable that means must be found by which the 
good and wise should be brought to the front, and not 
the others Nature had her means of domg it, and m 
extremity would not fail to use them 

In some such frame of mmd Carlyle was left after 
he had fimshed his ‘Cromwell’ I have described in 
my own words what, in his abrupt and scornful dialect, 
he often expressed to me He was never a Conservative 
for he recogu^ised that, unless there was a change, im- 
possible except by miracle, in the habits and character 
of the wealthy classes, the gods themselves could not 
save them But the Radical creed of liberty, equahty, 
and government by majority of votes, he considered 
the most absurd superstition which had ever bewitched 
the human imagmation — at least, outside Afiuca 

Cromwell thus disposed of, he was off for Scotland, 
‘wishing’ as he said, to be amiable, but dreadfully 
bihous, and almost sick of his hfe, if there were not, 
hopes of improvement He joined his wife at Seaforth, 
stayed a day or two with the Paulets there, and then. 
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leaving Mrs Carlyle to return and take care of tlie 
house in Cheyne EoW, he made his way oil by the 
usual sea route to Annan and^ Scotsbiig 

His letters, now that he had leisure, became free 
and ample again, no reaction after exeition having 
this time set in He was, for him, happy, relieved of 
his long burden , his Journal, which contains chiefly a 
recoid of his sorrows, was left untouched His com- 
plaints, such as they were, had reasonable external 
causes 


To Jane Welsh Carlyle^ Chelsea 

Scotsbrig September 13, 1845 

My poor Goody is whirling away south waid, while I sit 
heie giving hei some lote of my arrival noithwaid We 
are strangely shovelled to and fio m this much too locomo- 
tive world It was above an hour after you left me before 
our steamship got its tumult consummated and hauled itself 
out of haibour In my life I have seen few more distressing 
and disgusting uproars , indeed, the whole voyage surpassed 
m diSGomfoit foi me any piece of tiaielling I have executed 
for years We saw very near at hand the^Vanity Fair of 
Liverpool cockneys in full action neai the Eock, tents on 
the sand, swings and whuhgigs were very evident , squeahng 
of fiddles, popping of ginger-beer ooiks were too conceivable 
Hudson, our captain, was engaged in clapping handcuffs on 
a drunken drovei who had proved quarrelsome One of my 
fellow-passengers in the cabm proved to be that big Thom- 
son, the cattle-dealei, who once called at Chelsea with Mac- 
queen , ^ grown several stones heavier, faced like Silenus, full 
of dock English and familiarity, of which the thought was 
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horrible to me By him my honouied name \^as imparted 
to the ship’s company in geneial, and I had the strangest 
addresses, fiee and easy as^in the Age of G-old My diffi- 
culty not to bleak into sheei vocal execration was consider- 
able Then the sleeping-rooms f — ^but I will talk no moie of 
it I do not think a moie biutal element of human sava- 
gery could have been found in any part of Biitish land or 
water About half-past seven next morning I was right glad 
to see Jamie waiting foi me at the jetty We got to Scots- 
bng before ten, and Jenny and my mother had some tea foi 
me , and I have ghded about ever smce, or lam on beds oi 
chairs when I could get it done, very much m the humour 
(as I fancy it) of Jonah when he found himself vomited from 
the whale’s belly — exceedingly confused and unceitain what 
his movements ought to be 

At midday I walked with my mpther to the moor It 
was really as if Pan slept The sun and sky veie blight as 
silver , the seas and hills lay round, and noise of all kinds 
had entirely hushed itself, as if the whole thing had been a 
picture or a dream, which, in fact, the philosophers feU us it 
properly is Nothmg can exceed my mother’s gratitude to 
you — ^your two letters themselves had given wonderful de- 
hght Most offiiem^ I thinly are committed to memory — have 
committed themselves on re;peated ^perusals [itahcs mme] ‘"It 
IS worth while to wnte now and then on such terms 

^The mother’ was now fast growing weaker She 
brightened up at letters from her daughter-in-law, or 
on visits fiom her illustrious son, whom all the world 
was talking of, but 'all had grown old’ about her, 
except her affection, which seemed younger than ever 
Carlyle, while at Scotsbrig, was her constant com- 
panion, drove her about in the old gig, carried her 
down to see his sister Mary at Annan, or his sister 
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Jean at Damfnes, and so the days passed on with 
autumnal composure, sad but not unhapp;^ Now 
and then troublesome proof-sheets came, which would 
stir the bile a little But he kept himself patient, 
found ^ days of humiliation and reflection ’ extremely 
useful to him, and grurhbled httk ^AU work,’ he 
said, ‘ if it be nobly done, is about alike really so — 
one has no reward out of it except even that same 
The spirit it was done in, that js blessed or that is 
accursed — ^that is all ’ The world was saying that 
he was a great man fie did not believe it Mrs 
l^aulet had written some wildly flattering letter calling 
hiTn « the greatest man m Europe ’ ‘ Good heavens ’ ’ 

he said of this, 'he feels himself in general almost 
the smallest man in ^nnandale , being very bilious, 
confused, and sleepless , let him never trouble himself 
what magnitude he is of As to his deserts^ he de- 
served, if it came to that, to be in purgatory ’ In one 
of his letters he described a long, late, solitary walk 

I passed thiough old locahties hke a ghost, and very much 
in the humoui of one , past the Pennersaug^s Churchyard, 
wh^re my grandiather and gieat-grandfather (the faithest 
ancestor I can name) he buried , past Mein Bridge, where 
I have burned whms and done exploits m fishmg eels and m 
other things Ay de m% I it was better than many sermons, 
sweet though sad 

Men of genius who make a mark themselves in 
literature, in art or science, or m any way which brings 
their name before the world, find ready admittance 
into the higher social circles , but the e%Me is granted 
less readily to their wives and daughters Where this 
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arrangement is allowed, the feeling on both sides is a 
vnlgar one , the great lady is desirons merely that a 
pemon who is talked a^out shall be seen in her re- 
ception rooms, and is not anxious for the burden of 
an acquaintance with his mfenor connections, the 
gifted individual is vain of appearing in the list of 
guests at anstociatic mansions, and is careless of the 
slight upon his family The Barings were infinitely 
superior to paltry distinctions of this kind, nor would 
Carlyle have cared for their acquaintance if they had 
not been. He was far too proud in himself, and he had 
too high a respect for his wife, to visit in lordly saloons 
where she would be unwelcome Mr Baring had called 
on Mrs Carlyle, had seen her often, and had cordially 
admired her With Lady Haignet, though they had 
probably met, there had not yet been an opportumty 
of intimacy, but Carlyle was most anxious that his 
wife, too, should be appreciated as she deserved to be 
by a lady whom he himself so much admired Mrs 
Buller, an experienced woman of the world, who knew 
both Lady Harriet and Mrs Carlyle, was convinced 
that they -vTould not suit each other, and that no 
good would come from an attempt to bring them Into 
close connection To Carlyle Mrs BuUer’s forebod- 
mgs seemed absurd With all his knowledge, he was 
iimocent of msight into the subtleties of women’s 
feehngs, and it was with unmixed pleasure that he 
heard of a visit of his wife to Bath House on her own 
account, soon after her return 

I am very glad (he said) There is nothmg to hmder you, 
lu spite of Mrs Bullet’s prediction, to get on very well there. 
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I should hope Persons of sense, with no tale-bearers or 
other piece of concrete insanity between them, (^n get on 
very well The Lady Harriet has a gemus for ruling Veil I 
I don’t know but she may , and, on the whole, did you ever 
see any lady that had not some shght touch of a genius that 
way, my G-oodikm ^ I know a lady — ^^ut I will say nothmg, 
lest I bimg mischief about my ears — ^nay, she is very 
obedient, too, that httle lady I allude to, and has a gemus 
for being ruled withal Heaven bless her always Hofca 
bad httle dame at aU She and I did aye very weel to- 
gether , and, ’tweel, it wa£\ not every one that could have 
-done with her 

The first impressions had apparently been favourable 
on both sides Mrs Carlyle wrote brightly to him 
both about the Bath Pouse affair and everything else 
Her letters during his absence were exceptionally lively 
and entertaining The reader of the ‘Letters and 
Memorials’^ will remember her adventures with the 
dog next door and the whisky bottle which had ob- 
tained its silence Carlyle was enchanted with her, 
most especially because at Scotsbng he was suffering 
from a similar cause ^ 

That dog (he says) was more or less the soriow of my 
hfe aU the time you were away, tnough I said nothmg of it 
Bow-wow-wow at all hours of the day, especially at night 
when one was shut in Never yas bottle of whisky better 
bestowed if it quiet the damnable brute even for a month or 
two Alas ^ one cannot get much qmet in this world Here 
m mommgs when one awakes before five there is a combina- 
tion of noises, the arithmetical catalogue of which might 
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interest a mind ot sensibility — cocks, pigs, calves, dogs, clogs 
of womeifs feet, creaking of dooi -lunges, masons breakmg 
whmstone, and caits loading stones But I have learnt to 
care nothing about it I tlunk it is a law of Nature, and 
are not they poor biothers and sisters — ^poor old mothers, 
too, toilmg away in tte midst of it ^ Once or twice I have 
fallen asleep in the midst of the whole concert of discords 
We shall be qmet one day The destimes, I thmk, do mean 
that at «kast for us 

^ Cromwell ’ done with, he was beginning to consider 
to what next he should put his hand, and * Frederick 
the Great ’ was already hanging before him as a possi- 
bility He had read Preuss’s book in the year preceding 
He was now meditating an expedition to Berlin to learn 
more about this ^ greatest of m9dern men ’ His stay 
m Scotland was to be short After a fortnight of it he 
was thinking about his return How it was to be was 
the question The railway from London only reached 
to Preston, and the alternative was equally horrible — 
the coach from Caihsle thither or the steamer to Liver- 
pool One day he thought he would go ^ to the whale ’ 
again, and ssif to it, ^ Swallow me at once,’ ^ thou doest 
it at once’ The whale ultimately proved the least 
desirable of the various monsters He chose the coach, 
and was at home again just when ‘Cromwell’ was 
appearing 

The reception of it was, as might be expected, in the 
highest degree favourable There was little to offend, 
and every one was ready to welcome a fair picture of 
the great Protector The sale was rapid, and after a 
few months, as the interest grew, fresh materials were 
contributed from unexpected quarters, to be added m 
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new editions For the moment, however, Carlyle was 
left idle He came back to find hterally thit he had 
nothing to do * Frederick’ was stiU but a thought, 
and of all conditions that o? want of occupation was 
what he was least fitted to endure He had drawn his 
breath when he ended his work in September He had 
felt idyllic He and his poor wife had chmbed the hill 
together by a thorny road He had arrived at the 
height of his fame He was admired, praised, and 
honoured by all England and America, nothing, he 
said, could now be more iiatural than that they should 
hit still and look round them a httle in quiet Quiet, 
unhappily, was the one thing impossible He admired 
quiet as he admired silence, only theoretically Work 
was life to him Idleness was torture The cushion on 
which he tried to sit stiU. was set with spines Mrs 
Carlyle says briefly that after he came back ‘ she was 
kept in a sort of worry ’ The remedy which was tried 
was worse than the disease Mr Banng and Lady 
Harriet invited them both for a long visit to Bay 
House, near Alverstoke in Hampshire They went in 
the middle of November and remained till the end of 
th© year Carlyle, to some moderate extent, seems to 
have enjoyed himself— certainly his wife did not 

During the middle of their stay he wrote to his 
brothel — 


December 1, 1845 

We live here in the most complete state of Do-nothingism 
that I have ever m my hfe had experience of The day goes 
along m consulting how the day shall go For most part I 
snatch an effectual iide upon my strong hoise out of the 
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wfiulpool I read a bttle German with the lady ^ftei dmner, 
hsten to srome music, to much witty talk, and that is all I 
seem to impiove m health a httle, hut still do not sleep 
The habit of utter idleness getting possession of me is very 
strange How long we shall be able to stand such a regimen 
IS not made out One would think not very long I The 
prospect of such a thing for life was absolutely equal to death 
Meanwhile it cannot but be said to be pleasant enough, and 
peihapssjiot useless for a season 

To Mrs Carlyle the visit was neither pleasant nor 
useful, probably the opposite of both 

Six weeks (she wrote to her friend Mrs Russell when it 
was over) I have been doing absolutely nothing but playing 
at battledoie and shuttlecock, chess, talking nonsense, and 
getting rid of a ceitain fraction of this mortal life as cleverly 
and uselessly as possible Nothing could exceed the sump- 
tuosity and elegance of the whole thing, noi its uselessness 
Oh dear me ^ I wondei why so many people wish for high 
position and great wealth when it is such an open secret to 
w’'hat all that amounts in these days , merely to emancipating 
people from al^ the piactical difficulties winch might teach 
them the facts of tlungs and sympathy with their fellqw- 
creatures This Lady Harriet Baring whom we have just 
been staying with is the cleverest woman out of sight that I 
ever saw in my life — ^and I have seen all our distmguished 
authoresses Moreover she is full of energy and sinceiity,* 
and has, I am sure, an excellent heart Yet so perverted has 
she been by the trainmg and hfelong humouring incident to 
her high position, that I question if in her whole life she has 
done as much for her fellow-creatures as my mother in one 
year , or whether she will ever break through the cobwebs 
die IS entangled m so as to be any other than the most 
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amusing an4 giacefiil woman of her time The sight of 
such a woman should make one very content with ^ne’s own 
trials, even when they feel to be rather hard ^ 

Mrs Buller was turning out a true prophet Mis# 
Carlyle and Lady Harriet did not suit each other 
Mrs Carlyle did not shut her eyes ’to the noble lad/s 
distinguished qualities but even these qualities them- 
selves might be an obstacle to cordial intimacy JPeople 
do not usually take to those who excel in the points 
where they have themselves been accustomed to reign 
supieme Mrs Carlyle knew that she was far cleveier 
than the general run of lady adorers who worshipped 
her husband She knew also that he was aware of her 
superiority , that, by hei talent as well as her chaiacter, 
she had a hold upon ham entirely her own, and that he 
only laughed good-naturedly at the homage they paid 
him But she could not feel as easy about Lady 
Harriet She saw that Carlyle admired her brilliancy, 
and was gratified by her queenly esteem To speak of 
jealousy in the ordinary sense would be extravagantly 
absurd, but theie are many forms of jealousy, and the 
position of a wife, when her husband is an intimate 
friend of another woman, is a difficult and delicate one 
If there is confidence and affection between the ladies 
themselves, or if the friend has a pioper perception of 
a wife’s probable susceptibilities, and is careful to pre- 
vent them from being wounddd, or if the wife heiself 
is indifferent and incapable of resentment, all is well, 
and the relation may be delightful In the present case 
theie were none of these conditions No one could 
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suspect Lady Harriet Baring of intending to hurt Mrs 
Carlyle / but either she never observed her discomfort, 
or she thought it too ridiculous to notice She doubt- 
less tried in her own lofty way to be kind to Mrs 
Carlyle, and Mrs Carlyle, for hei husband’s sake, tried 
to like Lady Harriet But it did not answer on either 
side, and in such cases it is best to leave things to take 
their natural course When two people do not agree, 
it IS S' mistake to force them into intimacy They 
should remain on the footing of neutral acquaintance, 
and are more hkely to grow into friends the less the 
direct effort to make them so Grlonana may have a 
man for a subject without impairing his dignity — a 
woman in such a position becomes a dependent Car- 
lyle unfortunately could not see the distinction To 
such a lady a certain homage seemed to be due , and if 
his wife resisted, he was angry When Lady Harriet 
required her presence, she told John Carlyle that she 
was obliged to go, or the lady vould quarrel with her, 
^and that meant a quarrel with her husband’^ The 
Red Cross Knight was brought to evil thoughts of his 
Una ’ by therenchantments of Archimage To a proud 
fiery woman like Mrs Carlyle the sense that Lfdy 
Harriet could come in any way between her husband 
and herself was intolerable 

Things had not come to this point during the Bay 
House visit, but were tending fast in that direction, 
and were soon to reach it 

In February 1846 a new edition was needed of the 
‘Cromwell’ Fresh letters of Oliver had been sent 


Undatea letter of Mrs Carlyle to John Carlyle See vol ii p 93 
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which reqtiired to be inserted according to date, a 
process, Carlyle said, * requiring one’s most ^a?:cellent 
talent, as of shoe-cobbling, 3;eally that kind of talent 
earned to a high pitch ’ 

He had ‘to nnhoop his tub, which already held 
water,’ as he sorrowfully put his c^se to Mr Erskine, 
< and inseit new staves ’ 

To T ETsh%ne 


Feb 28, 1846 

, I must not complain , I am bound to lejoice rather but 
I did not so much need the new money I am to get , and I 
can honestly say the feehng of faithfulness to a heio’s great 
memory and to my own small task m regard to that is nearly 
the only consideration t^^at practically weighs with me The 
unmusical or musical voice of critics, totally ignoiant of the 
matter for most part, and of most insmcere nature at any 
late, gives me little pain and little pleasure any moie We 
shall be "dead soon, and then it is only the fact of our work 
that will speak for us through aU etermty One thing I do 
recognize with much satisfaction, that the general verdict of 
our poor loose pubhc seems to be that Ohver^w^fljs a genuine 
map, and if so, surely to them a very surprismg one It will 
do them much good, poor bewildeied blockheads, to under- 
stand that no great man was ever other , that this notion of 
theirs about ‘ Machiavehsm,’ ‘ Policy,’ and so forth, is on the 
whole what one might call blasphemous— a real doctnne of 
devils 

The Barings were at Addiscombe in the spring, and 
it was arranged that Mrs Carlyle should be with them 
there for the benefit of country air , he remaining at 
his work, but joining them on Saturdays and Sundays 
von I 20 
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Ste could not sleep, slie did not like it 6e who had 
meant e'^ferything for the best, tried to comfort her as 
well as he could 

To Jane Welsh Carlyle, AdMscombe 

Chelsea Apnl 8 

A considerable gap is made in the ‘CromweU’ lubbish 
It IS fast disappearmg before me Heigho ’ but my e\istence 
IS not now so haggaid as it was for some days past The 
sun IS shinmg, the woik gomg pn aU day One has many 
sad reflections, but they are not unpiofitahle wholly, nor the, 
woise for bemg sad ‘No man can help another,’ sighed 
the melancholy Pestalozzi, which is but paitly true A kmd 
and trustful word is very helpful fiom one to anothei Oh, 
my poor Goody, let us endeavour to U wise and just and 
good! Nothmg moie IS required ot” mortals That is a fact 
one forgets sometimes I am very sorry to hear of you 
‘pitted agamst Chaos’ all mght, and commg off second best 
My poor httle woman ' But you will be home agaan soon 
I will at least try to help you against Chaos, now and hence- 
forth as heietofore I wdl do my best m that Foronethmg, 
I really wish you could find an ehgible house somewhere, out 
under the qmet sky, removed fairly from these tumults and 
loud-braymg discords of every kmd, which it is giowmg really 
honible and miserable to me to spend the lemnant of my 
days among ‘ Like hvmg m a madhouse,’ as the lady says 
Truly so, and one has nothing to do with it either 

Evidently he was labounng at his task under com- 
plications of worry and trouble Perhaps both he and 
she would have been better off after all at Craigen- 
puttock The ‘stitching and cobbhng,’ however, was 
gone thiough with ‘ Cromwell ’ thus enlarged was now 
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in its finar form , and as soon as it was done, he took a 
step in connection with it which, I believe,’ he never 
took before or after with of his writings he pre- 
sented a copy of it to the Prime Minister Sii Eobert 
Peel had hitherto been no favonnte of his, neithei Peel 
nor any one of the existing generation of statesmen , 
Sir Jabesh Windbag in ^ Past and Present ’ representing 
his generic conception of them Bnt Peel was^now re- 
pealing the Corn-laws , not talking of it, but doing it , 
and imperilling in one righteous act his own pohtical 
fortune That had something of greatness in it, espe- 
cially with Carlyle, who had believed heroic sacrifice of 
self to be an impossible virtue in a Pailiamentaiy 
leader He discovered Peel to be a real man , and he 
sent his * Cromwell ’ tj(j him with the following letter — 

Chelsea June 18, 1846 

Sir, — ^Will you be pleased to accept from a very private 
citizen Df the community tins copy of a book which he has 
been occupied in putting togethei, while you, our most con- 
spicuous citizen, weie victoriously labouimg m quite other 
work ^ Labour, so fai as it is true, and san^tionable by the 
SiTjpieme Worker and World Founder, may claim brothei- 
hood with labour The gieat work and the httle are alike 
definable as an extiicating of the tine from its imprisonment 
among the false , a victorious evokmg of order and fact from 
disorder and semblance of fact In any case, citizens who 
feel giateful to a citizen aie permitted and enjomed to testify 
that feehng each m such mannei as he can Let this poor 
labour of mme be a small testimony of that sort to a late 
great and vahant laboui of yours, and claim reception as 
such 

The book, should you evei find leisuie to lead and master 

26^2 
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it, may perhaps have mterest for you— may perhaps — who 
knows liave admonition, exhoitation, in various ways in- 
struction and encouragement for yet othei labours which 
England, in a voiceless but most impiessive manner, still 
expects and demands of you The authentic words and 
actmgs of the noblest .governoi England ever had may weU 
have mteiest foi all governors of England , may well be, as 
all Scripture is, as all genuine words and actings aie, ‘ piofit- 
able fiofitable for leproof, for collection, and foi edifying 
and strengthenmg withal Hansard’s Debates are not a kind 
of hteiature I have been familiar with , noi indeed is the 
aiena they piooeed from much more than a distress to me in- 
these days Loud-sounding clamour and rhetorical vocables 
grounded not on fact, nor even on behef of fact, one knows 
from of old whithei all that and what depends on it is bound 
But by-and-by, as I believe, all England will say what alieady 
many a one begms to feel, that whatever were the spoken 
unveiacities of Parliament, and they are many on all hands, 
lamentable to gods and men, here has a great veracity been 
done in Paihament, considerably oui greatest foi many yeais 
past — a strenuous, couiageous, and needful thing, to which 
all of us that so see it aie bound to give oui loyal recognition 
and furtherance^ as we can 

I have the honom to be, Sir, 

Your obliged fellow-citizen and obedient servant, 

T Carlyle 1 


Peel answered — 


■Whitehall June 22, 1840 

Sir, — ^Whatevei may have been the pressure of my pubhc 

^ There are two versions of this letter among Carlyle’s papers, not 
quite identical , I do not know which was sent The differences are un- 
important, except to show that the letter was carefully composed 
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engagements, it has not been so ovei whelming as to prevent 
me from being familiar with your exertions m ah.pther de- 
partment of labom, as incessant and severe as that which I 
have undergone 

I am the better enabled, therefore, to appreciate the 
value of your favourable opinion , and to thank you, not out 
of mere courtesy, but very sincerely, for the volumes which 
you have sent for my acceptance , most interesting as throw- 
mg a new light upon a very important chapter of ouf history, 
and gratifying to me as a token of your personal esteem 
I have the bonoui to be. Sir, 

Your obedient seivant, 

r Carlyle, Esq Robert Peel 

The success of this book had been a real enjoyment 
to Carlyle — enjoymen-t in the true noble sense — he felt 
that he had done a good work, and had done it effec- 
tively 


To T Ershm 


Chelsea July 11, 1846 

The second edition of ‘Cromwell’ has kept me 

sujik all spring and summer in a very ignoble kind of labom, 
IS now off my hands for ever The hvely mterest the-people 
have taken m that heavy book — ^the numbers that read, and 
m some good measure understand something of it , aU this 
IS really surprising to me I take it as one other symptom 
of the rapidly deepening seriomness of the pubhc mind, 
which certainly has call enough to be serious at present 
The conviction, too, among all persons of much moment 
seems to be pretty unanimous, that this is actually the 
history of Ohver, that the former histones of him have 
been extraordinary mistakes — ^very fallacious histones — ^as 
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of a man walking about for two centuiies m a mtvmd 
masked laM (of hypocrites and their hypocrisies spoken and 
done), with a mask upon him, this man, which no cunmngest 
artist could get off They tned it now this way, now that 
still the rnask was felt uo remain the mask would not come 
off At length a lucliy thought strikes us This man is in 
his mturalface That is the mask of this one ' Of all which 
I am heartily glad In fact, it often strikes me as the fellest 
virulence- of all the misery that hes upon us m these dis- 
tracted generations, this blackest form of incrediMy we 
have all fallen mto, that gieat mep, too, were paltry shuffling 
Jesuits, as we ourselves are, and meant nothmg tine in their„ 
work, or mainly meant hes and hunger m their work, even 
as we ourselves do There wJl never be anything but an 
mchanted world, till that baleful phantasm of the pit be 
chased thither agam, and very steiyily bidden abide there 
Alas I alas ! It often seems to me as if poor Loyola and that 
world Jesuitry of which he is the sacrament and symbol, 
was the blackest, most godless spot in the whole histoiy 
of Adam’s posterity a solemn weddmg together m God’s 
Viigh name of tiuth and falsehood— as if the two were now 
one flesh and could not subsist apart— whereby, as some one 
now says, we aie all become Jesmts, and the falsity of them 
has, as it were, obtained its apotheosis and is hencefortlj a 
consecrated falsity 

My wife went off a few days ago to Lancashire She 
had been m a very weakly way evei smce our summer heats 
namp. on, had much need of qmet and fresh air I, too, 
am tattered and fretted into great sorrow of heart , but that 
IS partly the nature of the beast, I beheve — that will he 
difficult to cure m this world 
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CHAPTER XIV 
AD 1S46 7 iET 5152 

Domestic confusions— T-wo letters from Hazzmi— Mrs Carlyle at Sea 
forth — Clouds "which will not disperse — G-loriina — Tour "with the 
Barings in Dumfriesshire— Moffat and its attraction— 9arlyle at 
Scotsbng 

It was hard on Carlyle lihat, while engaged with work 
into which he was throwing his entire heart and soul, 
he should be disturbed and perplexed with domestic 
confusions But it was his fate — a fate, perhaps, which 
could not be avoided , and those confusions were to grow 
and gather into a thi^ black cloud which overshadowed 
his life for many weary years When Mrs Carlyle 
returned to him from Addiscombe, it was, as she said, 
^ with "a mind all churned to froth ’ — not a pleasant con- 
dition Carlyle, m spite of his good resolutions, was 
occasionally * a httle ill-haired ’ At last things went 
utterly awry She set off alone to the Paulets at the 
beginning of July There was a violent scene when 
they parted Her words, if seldom smoother than oil, 
were ^ very swords ’ when she was really angry She 
did not write on her arrival, as she had promised to do, 
and she drew these sad hnes fr^m him in (y)n8equence — 

To Jane Welsh Gariy le, Seaforth 

Chelsea July 6, 1846 

My Dear, — I hope it is only displeasure or embarrassed 
estrangement fiom me, and not any accident or illness of 
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your own, tliat robs me of a note this morning I will 
not torm&it myself with that new uneasiness But you 
did expiksly piomise to announce your arrival straightway 
This IS not good but perhaps an unfriendly or miserable 
letter would have been woi se, so I will b“ as patient as I can 
Certainly we never parted before m such a manner , and aU 

foj^ ^liteiaUy nothmg But I will not enter upon that at 

all Composure and reflection at a distance from all causes 
of irritation or freaks of diseased fancy will show us both 
more clearly wliat the God’s truth of the matter is May 
God give us strength to follow.piously and with all loyal 
fidehty what that is > 

On connng home on Saturday in miseiable enough 
humoui, the saddest I t hink I have been in for ten years 
and moie, I directly got out my work and sate down to it, 
as the one lemedy I had Yesteiday I suppose you fancied 
me happy at Addiscombe Alas * I was in no humour f 01 
anythmg of that laughmg nature I sate digging aU day 
in the lubbish heaps, &c It was a day of the lesuroction 
of aE sad and great and tender things withm me-^ad as 
me very death, yet not unprofitable, I beheve Adieu, 
dearest— for that is, and if madness prevail not may for ever 
be, your authentic title Be quiet , do not doubt of me— 
do not yield to the enemy of us all, and may God bless tljpe 
always* ^ ^ 

Among Mrs Carlyle’s papers are two letters — the 
fiist of them dated only July, yet in answer to one 
which she must have written before leaving London, 
showing that in her distress she had taken the strong 
step of consulting a friend on the course which she 
ought to follow Happily she could have consulted no 
one who could have advised her more wisely 
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To Jane Welsh Cailyle 


London Jul^, 1846 

My dear Friend, — I was yestoday almost the whole day 
out, and did not receive yo^r notes, except in the evening, 
when it was too late to answer them Your few words sound 
sad, deeply, I will not say irieparably sad , and the worst oT 
it IS that none can help you but yourself It is only you 
who can, by a calm, dispassionate, fair re-examinajji^ of the 
past, send back to nothingness the ghosts and phantoms 
that you have been conjuring up It is only you who can 
teach yourself that, whatever the present may be, you must 
*front it with dignity, with a clear perception of all your 
duties, with a due reverence to yom immortal soul, with 
a religious faith in times yet to come, that aie to dawn 
under the appioach of othei cloudless suns I could only 
pomt out to you the fulfilment of duties which can make 
life— not happy — what can ^ but earnest, sacred, and resig- 
nated , ^ but I would make you frown or scorn We have a 
different conception of life, and are condemned here down to 
walk on two parallels Still it is the feelmg of those duties 
that saves me from the atheism of despair, and leads me 
through a hfe every day more barren and burdensome, in a 
soit of calm composed mannei — such, I repeat, as the con- 
sciliusness of somethmg everlasting withm us claim^from 
every hving mortal For I now most coolly and dehberately 
do declare to you, that partly through what is known to you, 
paitly through things that will never be known, I am carrying 
a burden even heavier than you^and have undergone even 
bitterer deceptions than you have But by dmt of repeating 
to myself that there is no happmess under the moon, that 
life IS a self-sacrifioe meant for some higher and happiei 
thmg that to have a few loving beings, 01 if none, to have a 

*Mazzini’s English, generally excellent, shps occasionally in a word 
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mother watching you from Italy or from Heaven, it is all the 
same, ought to he quite enough to preserve us from falhng, 
and by falhng, parting I have mustered up strength to go 
on, to work at my task as fi.r as I have been able to make it 
6ut, till I reach the grave , the grave for which the hour will 
come, and is fast approaching without my loudly calling 
for it 

Awake, anse, dear friend ^ Beset by pain or not, we 
must ge- on with a sad smile and a practical encouragement 
from one another We have somethmg of our own to care 
about, somethmg godhlre that we must not yield to any 
hvmg creature, whoever it be Your hfe proves an empty 
thin*', you say ' Empty ! Do not blaspheme Have you 
neveT done good ? Have you never loved ? Thmk of your 
mother, and do good — set the eye to Providence It is not 
as a mere piece of mony that God has placed you here , not 
as a mere piece of irony that He has given us those aspira- 
tions, those yeammgs after happiness that are now making 
us both unhappy Can’t you trust Hun a httle longer ? 
How long wiU you remain at Seaforth Does he himself 
piopose to go anywheie ? I was coming to see you on 
Saturday Write if and when it does good even homceopathi- 
cally to you, and be assured that to me it will always do 

Ever yours, 

Joseph Mazzini 

Either this letter or her own reflections led Mrs 
Carlyle, after a day’s xlelay, to write softly to her 
husband He, poor man, as innocent of any thought 
of wrong, as incapable of understanding what he had 
done to raise such a tornado, as my Uncle Toby 
himself could have been, was almost piteously 
grateful 
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to Jane Welsh Carlyle^ Seaforth. 

Chelsea July 7 

Thousand thanks, dear Good}^ for thy good little letter f 
It has hfted a mountain froili my poor inner man Oh, if 
you could see th&re the real fact of the thing , verily, it would 
aU be well It would indeed — as by God’s blessing it shall 
yet be, and so let us say not a word more of it , but pi ay 
earnestly from our very inmost heart that we may be enabled 
to do all that is true and good, and be helpful, not hinder- 
some to one anothei , and m spite of our anomalous lot be 
found as wise ones, not as fobhsh Foi thy great unwearied 
goodness, and tine ever-watchful affection, mixed as it is 
with human infirmity, oh, my deaiest, woe to me for ever 
if I could forget it or be in any way unjust to it I But let 
us say nothing Let us each try to see, try to do, better 
always and better , and ?>ne thing does lemam ever deal to 
me, ever sure for both of us No honourable, truly good, 
and noble thing we do or have done for one another, but will 
bear its good fruit That is as true as truth itself— a faith 
that should never fail us 

On July 13 he wrote, enclosing his nj^ver-forgotten 
birjjjhday present 

I send thee a poor little card-case, a small memorial of 
Bastille day, and of another day also very important to me 
and thee My poor httle Jeannie ^ no heart ever ivished 
another more truly ‘ many happy returns , ’ or, if ‘ happy 
returns’ are not in our vocabulary, then ‘wise letums,’ 
wise and true and brave, which, after all, are the only 
‘happiness,’ as I conjecture, that we have any right to look 
for in this segment of etermty that we are traversmg 
together, thou and I God bless thee, and know thou always 
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m spite of the chimaeias and illusions, that thou art dearer 
to me than any earthly creature That a fact, if it can 
be of any use to thy poor soul to know , and so accept my 
httle gift and kiss it as I h&ve done, and say, m the name of 
Heaven it shall yet all be well, and my poor husband the 
man I have always known him from of old, is and will be 

This IS the letter of which she speaks so touchingly 
in hei^* reply/ the letter which had been delayed at 
the Seaforth post-office She, agitated by a thousand 
thoughts, had feared that Jie had let the day pass 
without writing to her, and had been thrown into a 
‘ tumult of wretchedness ’ She had written again, it 
appears, to Mazzini , for from him, too, came another 
letter, tenderly sympathetic, yet wise and supremely 
honourable to him No ghostly confessor could have 
been more judicious 

To Jane Welsh Garlyle^ Seaforth 

July 15 

My dear Fiiend, — I could not write yesterday, as I in 
tended, on accpunt of the death of Scipiom Petriicci’s wife 
Yes, ‘sad as death, but not basely sad’ ThaJ is 
what-jou must be, what I want you to be, and what a single 
moment of truly earnest thought and faith wiU cause you to 
be Pam and joy, deception and fulfilled hopes are just, as I 

often said, the lain and the sunshme that must meet the 
traveller on his way Blegrs the Almighty if He has thought 
proper to send the latter to you Button or wrap your cloak 
around you against the first, but do not think a single 
moment that the one or the other have anything to do with 
the md of your journey You know that , but you want the 
^ Letters and MemortalSf vol i p 367 
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faith that would give you stiength to fulf 1 the task shown 
by the intellect These powers will give you that too, if 
you pioperly apply to them— affection, a rehgious behef, 
and the dead You have afifection for me, as I have 
for you you would not shake mine ? You would not add 
yourself to the temptations haunting pae to wreck and de- 
spair You would not make me worse than I am by your 
example, by your showing yourself selfish and materialist ? 
You beheve m Grod Don’t you think, after all, thsi? this is 
nothing hut an ephemeial tnal , and that He will sheltei 
you at the journey’s end un^er the wide wing of his paternal 
love ^ You had, have, though mvisible to the eyes ol the 
body, your mother, your father too Can’t you commune 
with them ^ I know that a single moment of true fervent 
love for them will do more for you than all my talkmg I 
Were they now what yo^ call hvmg, would you not fly to 
them, hide your head in then bosom and be comfoited, and 
feel that you owe to them to be strong— that they may ne\er 
feel ashamed of their own Jane Why, can you thmk them 
to be dmd^ gone for ever, their lovmg immoital soul anni- 
hilated ^ Can you thmk that this vanishing for a time has 
made you less responsible to them ^ Gan you^ in a wordy 
love them less lecame they are far from s't^ht? I have 
oft^n thought that the arrangement by which loved and 
lovmg bemgs are to pass through death is nothing TO the 
last experiment appointed by God to human love , and often, 
as you know from me, I have felt that a moment of true soul- 
communmg with my dead friend was openmg a source of 
strength for me unhoped for, hei^ down Did we not often 
agree about these ghmpses of the link between oms and the 
supeiior life Shall we now begm to disagiee Be stiong 
then, and true to those you loved, and proud, nobly pioud 
m the eyes of those you love or esteem Some of them aie 
deeply, silently suffeimg, but needmg stiength too, needing 
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it perhaps from you &et up and work , do not set yourself 
apart from us When the Evil One wanted to tempt Jesus, 
he led llim into a solitude 

Beheve me, nfy dear fiiend, ever yours, 

Joseph Mazzini 

The birthday present, and the words which had 
come with it, ought to have made all well, and yet 
it did not, for the cause remained The condition 
into which she had " wrought herself through her 
husband’s Gloriana worship \5^ould have been ridiculous 
if it had not been so tragic — tragic even in its 
absurdity, and tragic in its consequences Fault there 
was little on any side Want of judgment, perhaps, 
and want of perception, that was all Carlyle had 
formed an acquaintance which he valued and she 
dishked, because she fancied that a shadow had risen 
between herself and him, which was taking from her 
part of what belonged to her A few hearty words, a 
simple laugh, and the nightmare would have vanished 
But neither laugh nor spoken word of any such salutary 
kind had been possible Carlyle in such matters had 
no mq ie skill than the Knight of La Mancha would 
have had He was very shy, for one thing He wrote 
with exquisite tenderness In conversation he shrank 
from expressions of affection, even at moments when he 
felt most deeply On J:he other hand, he was keenly 
sensitive to what he thought unreasonable or silly 
He was easily provoked , and his irritation would burst 
out in spurts of angry metaphor, not to be forgotten 
from their very point and force Thus his letters failed 
in producing their full effect from their contrast with 
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remembered expressions wbich had meant nothing, 
while, again, he might himself naturally feel impatient 
when called on to abandon friends whose high character 
he admired, and who had beeti singularly land to him, 
for a cause which he knew to be a preposterous creation 
of a disordered fancy, and which, in yielding, he would, 
have acknowledged tacitly to have been just A ^ man 
of genius,’ especially one whose function it was to 
detect and expose chimaaras, ought to have coAlnved 
better Some strange mismanagement there must 
have been to have created? such a condition of things 
Ifet ‘ a man of genius ’ is no better olf in such situations 
than an ordinary mortal He was confronted with a 
problem which a person with a thousandth fraction of 
his abilities, either of brain or heart, would have solved 
in a moment by a smil3 , yet he tvandeicd from mistake 
to mistake He continued to argue with his ' bewildered 
Goody ’ 

Do not (he wiote), oh, do not fiet thyself m that way 
about nothing at all ^ In thy tiagic sorrows and black con- 
fusions there is a noble element peering through, a gleam of 
somethmg divine and true, which is worth tbUowing By 
Goal’s blessmg we shall yet look back on all those miggsgtble 
things, and find that a blessing beyond puce did he in them 
Be still I Oh, be still » and do not fret thyself for any cob- 
web or biainweb t 

This was very well , yet m tfie same letter he had to 
tell her that a plan had been ananged for the Barings 
to go to the Highlands, that it had been proposed that 
he should accompany them, that he did not think 
he would, but that possibly he might 
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To Jane Welsh GaUyle 


Chelsea July 18 

I was at the Barings’ last night, saw Bnllei, &c I do 
not go to Addiscombe to-day nor to-morrow, noi indeed, foi 
an indefinite, perhaps infimte, tune to come To the lady I 
have, of course, told nothing, except that yon are very un- 
well But she seems to have discerned pretty clearly for 
herself Jhajb our intercourse is to be carried on under different 
conditions henceforth, or probably to cease altogether before 
long to which arrangement she gives signs of being ready 
to conform with fully more indifference than I expected , 
with no unlCindness at all , but with no discermble legret 
either , on the whole, with the most perfect politeness and 
graceful conformity to destiny, such as becomes all people 
— such as I, too, am leady for, if it come to that That 
perversity of fate, too, I can adcfpt or accept as I have 
had to do a few m my time An opening is left for my 
meeting them about Oarhsle or Edinburgh on then Scotch 
tour , but it seems to be with little expectation on either 
side that it will take effect Wq shall endeavour to see what 
the real monition of the matter is when the time arrives 

Again — 

July, 22 

I took leave of the Barmgs last night All is handsome 
and clear there, and nothing is wrong , except your and my 
ill-gemus may stiU force it to be so a httle To the lady I 
‘ said ’ simply nothing , and her altered manner, I suppose, 
might proceed altogether from the evident chagrin and de- 
pression of mine Was that unnatural in me ^ In fact, I 
myself was heartily weary of a relation grown so sad, and in 
my imnd almost repented that it had ever been But you 
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may take it as a certainty, if yon like, that there is no im- 
kindness or injustice haibonred to yon there , aad if yon 
chose to wnte a httle word of news to Lady Harriet, as to 
how yon aie and what things yoU are amidst, I do beheve it 
would be a real and very welcome kmdness to her Her 
mtents towards yon and tewaids me,, so far as I can read 
them, ar& charitable and not wicked My relation to her is 
by a very ^mall element m her position, but by a just and 
laudable one, and I wish to retain that if I can, and* give it 
up if I cannot Yoila tout f Oh, Goody dear ^ be wise, and 
all IS well 


He was struggling in a cobweb, and was not on the 
way to extricate himself That a man of genius should 
enjoy the society of a brilliant and gifted lady of high 
rank was ^just and laudable,’ a’s he called it It was 
natural, too, if not laudable, that Mrs Carlyle should 
not be equally interested in a peison who rivalled her 
in her own domain She, for her own part, had no 
wish to be intimate with a great lady who could have 
no interest in her Carlyle made the mistake of trying 
to force her into a position which she detested, and 
every step which he took in tins direction only made 
the irritation greater 

His plans for the summer had been laid out inde- 
pendent of the Highland tour He was to go first to 
ins mother at Scotsbng foi a few days, and afterwards 
to run across to Ireland The ‘Young Ireland’ move- 
ment, the precursor of the Home Kule movement, was 
just then rising into heat Chailes Gravan Duffy, of 
the ‘Nation’ newspaper, with others of the leaders, 
had sought him out in London in consequence of what 

TOL I 
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lie liad written in ^ Cliaxtism ^ about Irish, misgovern- 
ment ^Ke had piomised to go over, when he had 
leisure, and see what they were doing Had he con- 
fined himself to this progmmme, he would have given 
time foi the waves to go down, but he went for a 
day or two to see his wife at Seaforth on his way to 
Scotland It then appeared that he had engaged to 
meet the Barings after all, and that Mrs Carlyle herself 
was pressed to join their party His letters after he 
reached Scotsbng show^that the baiometer was still at 
‘ stormy ’ 


To Jane Welsh Carlyle, Seaforth 

Scotsbng August 8, 1846 

My poor old mothei met me once again on the Close heie, 
with a moist radiance of ]oy in her old eyes once again — 
not many tunes more — perhaps nevei once moie and then 
it is ah done, and that part of the universal destiny is foi me 
also complete It is not a meiiy place this world — ^it is a 
stem and awful place Soon after my aiiival, I flung myself 
upon a bed and- fell fast asleep I am very unwell, so far as 
bdiary and other confusions go Yesterday I did not sleep 
longr^d to-day I awohe at four o’cloch Deep silence and 
some friendly pihow, watched by some vwtonous loving one, 
to lay my head on, that was the thing for me, and that is 
not to be had here The lovmg ones here are aU wnvictonous 
too I do not remembei a: more miserable set of hours for 
most part than those smce I left you But we wiU hope for 
a good issue out of them too — ^nay, believe in it, and man- 
fully strive with our best strength foi it That wih do 
something That wih do mstead of all Oh, my dearest, 
how httle I can make thee know of me ^ In what a black 
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baleful cloud for myself and thee are all oui affairs involved 
to thy eye$, at this moment thieatenmg shipwrecS: if we do 
not mind ! 

There will clearly he no contihuing for me heie beyond a 
very few days Jack has adjusted himseK into the direction 
of aU the mechanism of this house, and theie is not room foi 
both of us at aU I cannot hope for more than to get along 
without offence till I do the indispensably necessary, and 
then fly elsewhither to look for shelter , back to" Chelsea, I 
sometimes think But, indeed, to-day I am below par in my 
dispintment, as of a hanged man — one of the ‘ weal wight 
men’ that smg after they are hanged Oourag^, com age ^ I 
say, we will not surrender to the Devil yet — ^we wiU defy him 
yet, and do the best we can to set our foot on the throat of 
him yet 

My mother enters wit|i a message foi kmd lemembrances 
|.Q yoij — emphatic earnest message, evidently far sincerer 
than such almost ever are Poor old woman ^ she said yes- 
teiday, ‘ Does Jane never mean to see us agam, then, at all ’ 
To-day she repeats m other foim the same sad thought, as 
sad, and kind, and truly affectionate, I do beheve, as dwells 
m any heart but my own for you at present You will 
tell me about Haddmgton^ when your lesolution on it is 
onoe clear I shall be ready at the end of next week— 
soonei, if the Barmgs, warned by these thunders ana rains, 
decide on not coming How mci edible is it to my poor little 
Jeannie, and yet how ceitam m fact, that an mtimation to 
that effect would be among the gladdest I could get m a small 
way durmg these days ^ I will "^ite to the lady to-morrow 
that I am here according to engagement, but of mvitationto 
her I cannot have much This too, by God’s blessmg, what 
^f integrity and propriety there was m all this will one day 

* They were to have gone to Haddington together 

27-t2 
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become clear to all parties Oh, to think that my affection 
foi thee /-^-bnt I will not speak on that thing at piesent 
Adien, my own Jane, whom nothing can divide fiom me 
God bless thee ever ^ 

T Oaelyle 

For several days no answer at all came from Mrs 
Carlyle, and he grew impatient 

What am I to make (he^ asked) of this continued silence ^ 
It surely is not fair Wiite to me as briefly as you hke — 
but write There can be no propriety in punishmg me by 
such feehngs as these are It is like seething a kid m its 
mothei’s milk If I cared less about you, the pumshment 
would be less It is not fan noi light What thoughts I 
have day and night I will not state at all till there come 
some means of gettmg belief to my words agam Oh, if you 
could look into my heart of hearts, I do not think you could 
be angiy with me, or soriy foi youiself either ^ May good 
angels instead of bad agam visit you ^ May I soon meet you 
agam, foi I still thmk I can be yoin good angel if you will 
not too much obstruct me 

On the point of starting on August 14 to jom });ls 
fnenuTAt Carlisle, he wrote again — 

No word from you yet , not the scrape of a pen this 
morning either It is not light, my pool dear Jeannie ^ it is 
not 3 ust nor accordmg to fdct , and it deeply distresses and 
disturbs me who had no need of disturbance oi distiess other- 
wise, if all weie well known to thee But it is best that I 
suffer it with httle commentary To thee, also, I will believe 
it is no luxury I said to myself last mght, while tossing 
and tumbhng amid thousandfold annoyances, outward and 
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mwaid, ‘ It 18 not fau all this— really it is not fair ’ I 
wanted to do none any injury My one wish andtoa was to 
pass among them without hnrtmg any, doing good to some 
if I could My own lot has Been but emptiness, and they 
all ciy ^ See, thou hast taken something of mine ^ * The 
jackass brayed, oi the horse neighed, «i smne of the children 
coughed, and roused me from these unprofitable reflections 
Silence is better than most speech in the case This, how- 
ever, I will say and lepeat ‘ The annals of msaflity contain 
nothmg maddei than “jealousy” dmected against such a 
journey as I have before nc|,e to-day ’ Believed or not, that 
’ IS verily a fact To the deepest bottom of my heart that I 
can sound, I find far othei feelings, far other hnmouis and 
thoughts at present than belong to ‘ jealousy ’ on your part 
Alas ! alas ' I must, on the whole, allow the infeinal tlftifaAp 
to go tMr full swing ^ut madn^ shall not conquer, if all 
my samts can hmder it Oh, my Jeannle ' my own tiue 
Jeanme ' bravest httle hfe-companion, hitherto, mto what 
courses aie we tending ? God assist us both, and keep us 
free of fiightful Niagaras and temptations of Satan I am 
mdeed, very miseiable My mother asks ‘No word fiom 
Jane yet ? ’ And, in spite of her astonishment, I am obliged 
to answer ‘ JVbne ’ 

It IS ludicrous to contrast with aU this tempest the 
Me of the expedition which was the occasion of it 
The projected tour with Mr Barmg and Lady Harriet 
lasted but five days, and waj as melancholy as Mrs 
Carlyle could have desued They went from Carlisle 
to Moffat, sleeping ‘in noisy cabins, m confused whisky 
inns,’ and in the worst of weather The lady was cross , 
Mh Banng only patient and good-humoured They 
had designed a visit to Drumlanng but ‘ the Buccleuch 
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houseliold gave notice that they had the hooping-cough,’ 
and wer^ not to be approached, and Beattock, near 
Moffat, was the furthest point of the journey 

Beattock (Oailyle reported) was very bad In bluiks of 
fair weather we did tolerably well , but they were rare 
During rain we had to sit in a httle loom where neithei file 
m the grate nor the smallest chink of ventilation otherwise 
could b^peimitted One giew half distiacted, naturally, in 
such an element, and piayed for fail weather as the alterna- 
tive of suicide The brave Baryig’s cheeifulness and calm- 
ness never failed him foi a moment 

They had one fine day, which was given to Moffat 
and the neighbourhood, and then parted, the Barings 
to go on to the Highlands, Carlyle to retreat to Scots- 
bng again — *to sleep, and practical sense, and the 
free use of tobacco,’ and to prepare foi his trip to Ire- 
land Mrs Carlyle was in no spirits foi Haddington, 
and returned alone to her own resting-place in Cheyne 
Row, after a day or two with Miss Jewsbury at Man- 
chester So the ^ weighty matter,’ which had called up 
such a stormj was over, and the gale had blown it- 
self She, hke a sensible woman, crushed down her 
own dissatisfaction The intimacy was to go on upon 
whatever terms Carlyle pleased, and she resigned hei- 
self to take a part in it, since there was no reasonable 
cause to be alleged for cfi^ssation or interruption But 
the wound fretted inwardly and would not heal She 
and her husband had quarrelled often enough before 
— ^they had quarrelled and made it up again, for they 
had both hot tempers and sharp tongues — but there 
had been at bottom a genuine and hearty confidence 
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m each other, a strong sincere affection, resting on 
mutnal jrespect and nmtnal admiration Dhe feeling 
remained essentially anbroken, but the fine edge of it 
had suffered Small occasioils of provocation constantly 
recurred Mrs Carlyle consented to stay with Lady 
Harriet and submit to her authority as often and as 
much as she required, the sense of duty acting as 
perpetual curb to her impatience But the^ wound 
burst out at intervals, embittering Carlyle’s life, and 
saddening a disposition which did not need further 
^ clouds upon it She -vrfrote to him while he was at 
Scotsbng about indifferent thmgs in the^spirit of the 
resolution which she had made, and he, man-like, 
believed that all was well again 

To Jane WelsK Carlyle 

Scotsbng August 26, 1846 

My deal Q-oody, — had thv letter yesterday, at last 
Many thanks foi it, and do not keep me waiting so long 
agam No news could be welcomer than that you have been 
recreating and impiovmg your mind by assiduous inspection 
oi^the woiks and ways of Manchester — most welcome unex- 
pected news The black spidei-webs that take possession of 
one’s fancy, making one poor httle heart and soul all one 
Golgotha and Egyptian daikness, are best of all to be sent 
about their business — Thorne to the Devil, whose they aie — 
by opening one’s eyes to the Concrete fact of human life 
m some such way as that Oh, my Goody I my own dear 
httle Jeannie ^ But we will hope all that black business 
has now got safe mto the past, and will not tear up our pool 
forlorn existence in so sad a way agam God be thanked 
you are better , and now tell me that you eat a httle food at 
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bien.^’-fast as well as dinner, and I toII compose myself till 
we meet 

Total idleness stdl rules over me here The biightest 
still autumn weather, blue Skies, windless, with Noah’s ark 
clouds hung over them, plenty of good tobacco, worthless 
Yankee hterature, and many ruimnations on the mooi or 
Lmn — that is all , the voice of the Devil’s caldron singing 
me into really a kind of waking sleep In spite of cocks, 
childieil;^ bulls, cuddies, and vaiious intenuptions at mght, 
I victoiiously snatch sonje modicum of real sleep for most 
pait, and could ceitainly imprpve in health weie a con- 
tinuance of ^uch scenes of quiet permitted me But it is 
not I must soon hft anchoi again and go Jenny and 
my mother aie this day washing with all their might, clean- 
mg up my soiled duds foi me. 


August 29 

I he totally mert here, lite a dead dry bone bleachmg 
m the silent sunshine Often enough, my feehng of loneh- 
ness, of utter isolation m this umverse, is gieat Useful, 
I dare say One lequiies, occasionally, to be somewhat 
seveiely taught Abdallah, the Viziei, used to letire at 
intervals and Qpntemplate the wooden clogs he had fiist 
started with, and found it do him good amid his vamties 
Piobisfeiy theie may he a little more woik in me nay, I 
think there will and shall Complaint is- not the dialect one 
should speak in Couiage I I shall like bettei to fancy 
you in Chelsea, eaithquaking and putting all m order, than 
tossing and tumbhng as yru now are Home, theiefoie, is 
the word, and lemember one thing, to wiite a little oftener 
to me, and as near the old tone as you can come to, befoie 
the spidei-webs got upon the loom at aU In me is no 
change, nor was, noi is like to le Alas I I do not much 
deseive to be loved by anybody — not much, or at all but I 
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am very giateful if anybody wiU take the tiouble to do it 
God guide us all, for our pathway is sometimeE? ijitricate, 
and our own insight is now and then very had But theie 
^ come a day when all that ’^ll he mtelligihle agam I 
should he miseiahle if I thought theie would not Again, 
coinage * 



426 


CARLYLES LIFE IN LONDON 


CHAPTER XV 
AB 1846-7 ^ 61-52 

Six days in Ireland— Jolin Mitchel— Return to London— Margaret 
Pnlleri^^isit to^the Q-range— Irish famine — Dr Chalmers— Litera- 
ture as a profession— Matlock — Sight near Buxton— Visit to 
Rochdale— John and Jacob Bright— Lmei son comes from America 
—The ‘ Je-w Bill’ — Haie’s Life of Sterling— Plans for future books ^ 
— Exodus from Houndsditch 

Ireland had long been an anxious subject of Carlyle’s 
meditations It was the weak point of English consti- 
tutional government The Constitution was the natural 
growth of the English mind and character We had 
imposed it upon the Irish in the confident behef that 
a system which answered among ourselves must be 
universally excellent, and be equally suited for every 
other country and people Carlyle’s conviction was 
that even for England it was something tempoiary in 
itself, an historical phenomenon which in time would 
cea ^e to answer its purpose even where it originated, 
and that Ireland was the weak spot, where the failure 
was first becoming evident He had wished to see the 
unfortunate island with his own eyes, now particularly 
when its normal wretchedness was accentuated by the 
potato blight and famine He had no present leisure 
for a detailed survey, but he had resolved at least to 
look at it if only for a few days 

On the last of August he left Scotsbng, went to 
Dumfries, and thence made a hasty visit to Craigen- 
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puttock, which was now his own property, and where 
there wa§ business to be attended to From £)umfnes 
he went by coach to Ayr and Ardrossan, from which 
a steamer carried him at night to Belfast Gavan 
Puffy and John Mitchel had arranged to meet him 
at Drogheda '•The drive thither from Belfast was full 
ofrinstruction , the scene all nem) to him , the story of 
the country written in ruined cabins and uncultivated 
fields, the air loaded with the fatal ’ smell’ of the 
poisoned potato He had an agreeable companion on 
the coach in a clevei yoilng Dubhn man, who pleased 
*him well Drogheda must have had impressive asso- 
ciations for him There is no finer passage in his 
‘GromwelP than his description of the stern business 
once enacted there But he did not stay to look for 
traces of Oliver He*' missed his two friends through 
a mistake at the Post Office, and hurried on by railway 
to Dubhn, where he stopped at the Imperial Hotel m 
Sackville Street Here for a day or two he was alone 
Jle had come for a glance at Ireland, and that was all 
which he got He witnessed, however, a remarkable 
scene, the last appearance of 0’ConneU,wthen released 
frcm prison, in Concihation HaU He sayj, jong 
after — 

I saw Concihation HaU and the last ghmpse of O’ConneU, 
chief quack of the then world , fiist tme I had ever heard 
the lymg scoundrel speak — a most melancholy scene to 
me altogether , Ooncffiation Hall something like a decent 
Methodist Chapel, but its audience very sparse, very bad 
and blackgaard-lookmg , brazen faces hke tapsters, tavern- 
keepers, miscellaneous hucksters, and quarrelsome male or 
female nondescripts the prevaihng type , not one that you 
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would have called a gentleman, much less a man of culture , 
and di^ctfntent visible among them The speech, on potato 
rot, most serious of topics, had not one word of smcerity, 
not to speak of wisdom, iii it Every sentence seemed to 
you a he, and even to know that it was a detected he I 
was standing m the* area in a toaU group^ of non-members 
and transitory people, quite near this Demosthenes of blarney, 
when a low voice wluspered in high accent, ‘ Did you ever 
hear stroh damned nonsense m aU your hfe ’ It was my 
Belfast-Drogheda coach gompamon, and I thoroughly agreed 
with bim Beggarly O’Connell ;nade out of Ireland straight- 
way and neyer returned — crept undei the Pope’s petticoat 
to die (and be ^ saved’ from what he had merited), the 
eminently despicable and eminently poisonous piofessor of 
blarney that he was 

The young Irelanders had waited at Drogheda, and 
only discovered their guest at last at Dundrum, to 
which he had gone to some address which Mr Duffy 
had given him There he was entertained at a large 
dinner-party * Young Ireland almost in mass ’ The 
novelist Carleton was there, ^a genmne bit of old 
Ireland’ ‘They talked and drank hquids of various 
str^gths ’ Carlyle wS,s scornful The Young Irelanders 
fought fiercely with him for then own views , but they 
liked him and he hked them, wild and unhopeful as he 
knew their piojects to be He could not see even the 
surface of Ireland withrat recognising that there was 
a curse upon it of some kind, and these young enthu- 
siasts were at least conscious of the fact, and were not 
crying ‘Peace’ when there was none The next day 
he dined with one of them , then, perhaps, the most 
notorious 
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Dined at Mitchel’s (he writes) with a select party, and 
ate there the last truly good potato I have met wtth in the 
world Mitchel’s wife, especially his mother (Presbyterian 
parson’s widow of the best ScotcX type), his frugally elegant 
small house and table, pleased me much, as did the man 
hunself , a fine el^stic-spmted young fellow, whom I grieved 
to see lushmg on destiuction, palpable, by attack of mnd- 
mills, but on whom all my persuasions were thrown away 
Both Duffy and him I have always regarded as »sp;bimens 
of the best kind of Irish youth, seduced, like thousands of 
them in their early day, mto^ courses that were at once mad 
«,nd ridiculous, and wbach nearly ruined the hfe of both, by 
the big Beggarman who had 15,000? a year, and, f 

the favour of English Ministers, instead of the pillory from 
them, for prof essmg blarney with such and still worse results 

‘Poor Mitchel^’ (darlyle said afterwards) ‘I told 
him he would most likely be hanged, but I told him 
too they could not hang the immortal part of him ’ 

On the last day of his stay he was taken for a 
♦ drive, one of the most beautiful m the world, by the 
Dargle and Powerscourt, and round through the Grlen 
of the Downs to Bray Before entering the Dublin 
mountains, they crossed the low ’rich meadows ^f^he 
old Pale, the longest in Enghsh occupation, a fertile 
oasis in the general wretchedness I have heard that 
he said, looking over the thick green grass and well- 
trimmed fences and the herds cjf cattle fattening theie, 
‘Ah, Duffy, there you see the hoof of the bloody 
Saxon ’ This was his final excursion, a pleasant 
taste in the mouth to end with The same evening 
his friends saw him’ on board the steamer at Kings- 
town, and in the early morning of September 10 he 
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was sitting smoking a cigar before tbe door of his 
wife’s iiMe’s house in Liverpool till the household 
should awake and let him in 

He had looked on Ireland, and that was all, but 
he had seen enough to make intelligible to him aU 
that followed When he came agam, three years 
later, the bubble had burst Europe was in revolu- 
tion , jjh^ diy Irish tinder had kindled, and a rebelhon 
which was a blaze of straw had ended in a cabbage 
garden Duffy, Mitchel, and others of that bright 
Dundrum party had stood ^t the bar to be tried for 
treason Duffy narrowly escaped The rest were" 
exiled, scattered over the world, and lost to Ireland 
for ever Mitchel has lately died m Ameiica The 
‘immortal part’ of him still works m the Phcenix 
Park and in dynamite conspiracies, what will come 
of it has yet to be seen 

To the family at Scotsbng Ireland had been a 
word of terror, and Carlyle hastened to assure them 
of his safe return 

Tell my dear mother (he wrote to his brother John) that 
the Papists have not hurt me in the least , on the contrary, 
the*w&e abundantly and over-abundantly kmd and hospi- 
table to me, and many a rough object rhas been put m my 
head which may usefully smooth itself for me some day 

In London, when h^ was agam settled there, he 
had nothing of importance to attend to No fresh 
work had risen upon him There h^d been trouble 
with servants, &c The estabhshment at Cheyne Row 
consisted of a single maid-of-all-work, and to hnd a 
woman who would take such a place, and yet satisfy 
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a master and mistress so sensitive to disorder, material 
or moral, was no easy matter Mrs Carlyle related 
her afflictions on tins score , just then they had been 
particularly severe, and she’ had been woined into 
illness The "fame,’ from "Cromwell’ had made 
Carlyle himself^a greater object of curiosity than ever 
^d not like being an object of curiosity 

October 8^'*1846 

Yesternight (he says) there came a bevy of Americans 
from Emerson, one Margaret Fuller, the chief figure of them, 
^ strange biting lean old maid, not nearly such a bore as I 
expected Miss Martineau was here and is gone-^to Norwich, 
after which to Egypt — ^broken mto utter wearisomeness, a 
mmd reduced to these three elements Imbecihty, Dogma- 
tism, and Unlimited Ho;^e I never m my hfe was more 
heartily bored with any cieatuie ’ 

Margaret Fuller, then on her way to Italy to be 
married to a Count Ossoli there, and to be afterwards 
tragically drowned, has left an account of this meeting 
with Carlyle, and being an external view of him and 
by a clever woman, it deserves a place hewe Her first 
evening at Cheyne Eow, she says, " delighted ’ her 
Carlyle " was in a very sweet humour, full of #it llnd 
pathos, without Being oveibearing and oppressive’ 
She was " carried away with the nch flow of his dis- 
course , and the hearty noble earnestness of his personal 
being brought back the charm which was once upon his 
writing before she wearied of it’ She admired his 
Scotch dialect, "his way of singing his great full sen- 
tences so that each one was like the stanza of a narrative 
ballad ’ " He talked of the present state of things in 
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iSigland, giving light witty sketches of the men of the 
day , and, some sweet homely stories he told of things 
he had known among the Scotch peasantry There 

was never anythmg so wiSty as his description of 

It was enough to kiU one with laughing ’ ‘ Nor was he 
ashamed to laugh himself when he waa amused, ’ ‘he 
went on m a cordial human fashion ’ , 

On a second visit the humour was less sweet, though 
‘ more brilhant,’ and Miss Fuller was obhged to disagree 
with everything that he said 

The worstrof hearing Carlyle (she says, and she is very 
collect m this) is that you cannot mterrupt him I under 
stand the hahit and power of haranguing have mcreased very 
much upon him, so that you are a perfect prisoner when he 
has once got hold of you To mtenupt him is a physical 
unpossibihty If you get a chance to remonstrate foi a 
moment, he laises his voice and heais you down True he 
does you no injustice, and with his admnable penetiation 
sees the disclaimer m your mmd, so that you are not morally 
delmc[uent , but it is not pleasant to be unable to uttei it 

This was not the last meeting, for the Carlyles m 
turn sgent an evemng with their new American acquayit- 
an^s^ MarTnm was there, whom Miss Fuller admired 
especially, and had perceived also ttf be ‘ a dear friend 
of Mrs Carlyle’ ‘Mazzini’s presence,’ she writes, 
‘ turned the conversation, to Progress and ideal subjects, 
and Carlyle was fluent m invectives on “ rosewater im- 
becilities ” Mazzim, after some efforts to remonstrate, 
became very sad’ Mrs Carlyle said to Miss Fuller 
* These are but opinions to Carlyle , but to Mazzim, 
who has given his ah, and helped to bring his friends to 



THE GRANGE 


433 


scaffold in porsmt of such objects, it is matter nf 
life and death ’ 

All Oailyle’s talk that evening^ (she goes on) A\as a defence 
ot mere force, success the test of i'lght If people would not 
behave weU, put collaislouud their necks Find a hero, and 
let them be his slaves It was very Titanic and Anticelestial 
I wish the last evening had been moie melodious Howevei, 
I bade Carlyle faiewell with feelings of the warmest^fiiend- 
ship and admiration We cannot feel otherwise to a great 
and noble nature, whether it harmonise with one’s own or 
not I uevei appreciated tile work he has done for his age 
fall I saw England — I could not You must stand in the 
shadow of that mountam of Shams toknowhowhaid it is to 
cast hght across it 

Cheyne Row being ihade uncomfortable by change of 
servants, an invitation to Carlyle and his wife to stay at 
the Grange was accepted without objection on either 
side Objections on that score were not to be raised 
any more Mrs Carlyle liked old Lord and Lady Ash- 
burton well, and the Grange was one of the pleasantest 
houses in England But it proved to pe one of the 
greiat autumn gatherings which were a mere reproduc- 
tion of London society The visit lasted a fc^nlght, 
and gave little pteasure to either of them The men 
were shooting all day , the women dispersed to their 
rooms in the forenoon, met at luncheon, strolled or rode 
in the afternoon , none of them d/id anything, and Car- 
lyle was a fish out of water He says — 

It was a strange mghtmare of smoke and flame, indiges- 
tion andDo-nothingism, which I was veiy willmg to see end, 

28 
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We had many people theie, nearly all insignificant except 
their manifi^ers and rank Old Eogers stayed the longest, m- 
deed as long as ourselves I do not remember any old man 
(he is now eighty-three) wl^ose manner of living gave me 
less satisfaction A most sorrowful,^ distiessmg, distracted 
old phenomenon, hovering over ^he'rim of deep eternities 
with nothing but hglit babble, fatuity, vamty, and the 
frostiest London wit m his mouth Sometimes I felt as if I 
could throttle h^n, the poor old wretch ^ but then suddenly 
I reflected ‘ it is but for two days more ’ Pity the sorrows 
of a poor old man ^ Lady Harriet lived mostly m her own 
apartments, dined at another hour than we, and, except at 
breakfast and^tea, did not much appear 

The Grange was Lord Ashburton’s, his son, Mr 
Banng, and Lady Harriet living (as has been seen), 
when not in London er Addisdbmbe, at Bay House, 
near Alverstoke Mrs Carlyle, after the Grange visit, 
became very ill, confined to bed for three weeks with 
cough and incessant headache The new seivant did 
not understand her business Carlyle himself was 
‘ totally %dU, trying merely to lead books, and the books 
a disgust to him’ Lady Harriet, when Mrs Carlyle 
became able to move, proposed that she and her husband 
should spend a month with her at Bay House for change 
of air Mr Barmg had many engagements, and for 
part of the time she would be alone Carlyle, writing 
to his brother about it, said * that he did not regaid this 
scheme as quite unquestionable, and so had rather held 
back, but Jane having engaged for it would go through 
with the affair ’ Lady Harriet was most attentive , she 
secured them a separate compartment on the railway 
Her carnage was waiting at the station with rugs. 
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wrappings, and hot-water bottles They went in Ihe 
middle of January, On the 28th Carlyle wroie — 

We have terribly windy weather here, otherwise genial 
and of mild temperature We are domg very tolerably well 
In the end of last wee£ Jane took sore throat, and for three 
days she had a very bad tune of it , but now the disorder is 
qtute gone, and she is visibly better than before for a long 
time past I myself do httle reading, h^tle of anything, 
rove about in silence among the whins and shmgle beaches 
here, and I suppose shall get profit m the long run 

February brought other visitors, BullerJ Milnes, &c 
Lady Anne Charteris, who lived neai Bay House, came 
often to sit with Mrs Carlyle and play chess with her 
On the 15th, when tl^e month was near out, he could 
send a good account to his mot^her 

To Margaret CaHyle, Scotshrig 

Bay House Beb 15, 1847 

Jane has greatly improved in health , indeed she is now 
about as"well as usual, and we hope may no^ do well hence- 
forth I myseK expect if we were home again to feel some- 
what better Certainly I ought to be so for I hSve'^one 
done idle these f ourw^eSks and moie, and have been well done 
to every way But the great tumult of servants and equip- 
ments here considerably confuses me always while it lasts 
I have passed great part o? my time alone, wandermg 
in silence by the shore of the sea, oi among the shallow lanes 
up and down, which is not an unpiofitable thing either in 
its course The mei^^ory of many thmgs winch it were not 
good at all to forget rises with strange clearness on me in 
these sohtudes, very touchmg, very sad, out o' the depths of 

28 -,-a 
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the old dead years Oh ^ my dear old mother, what a stu- 
pendous tlaug IS this human life, that we hve m many cases 
as if it were of no consequence » When I think of those old 
dear ones that are with and how we shall all soon he 
there ourselves, I have no word to say ^^ 

Ireland weighed heavily on his thoughts Each 
post brought news this spring of a land stricken with 
death hai seen the place, and could realise what 
was passing there Tens of thousands were perishing, 
and the wretched people, haying lost their potatoes, 
were refusing even to plough ^ Why,’ they asked, 
‘ should they laise a crop, when the landlords would 
come and take it all The Grovemment would be 
obhged to feed them, whether they worked or not 
* Never,’ he cried, ^was there such a scene as Ireland’ 
He longed to write something on it, but felt that he 
did not yet see through the problem Nay, he believed 
an equal catastrophe lay over England herself, if she 
did not mend her ways It was to this that he must 
next diiect himself, when he could determine how, 
but there was no longer any immediate need xb write 
anything He would pause and consider ^ Fredeiick ’ 
was -ctilMar off, nearer subjects were more pressing 

To Margaret Carlyle^ Scotshrig 

Chelsea March 8, 1847 

In the way of putting pen zo paper I am still altogether 
inactive, and decline eveiy offei made to me by such poor 
hawkers as call on me by chance for that object , but m the 
way of sortmg the abstruse confusionswntlun my own self 


* The remainder of this letter is missing 
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(winch I suppose IS the first condition of writing to ’any 
purpose"\ I have plenty to do , and for doing I find one 
good condition is to hold your tongue^ if you can ^ Happily 
I now can My poor books b^ng me in a htfcle money now 
to fill the meal barrel every year, and the wealth of all the 
Bank of Engl^^id is daily a smaller a^d smaller object to me , 
indeed it is long since well near no object at all, which is 
perhaps a very good definition of being extremely rich, the 
‘ richest author in Britain ’ at present I Jihink hshall hold 
my tongue for a pretty while yet , and thm^ if I hve, there 
wi another word perhaps be found in me which I shall be 
obhged to speak — ateiiibly haid job when it comes I read 
books, bu1; seldom find any that contain Vhat I want 
Indeed, one’s busiest tune is often when altogether silent and 
quiescent, if one can stand to that rightly 

In a postscript to this letter he enclosed a five-pound 
note, part of which his mother was to gi\e, if she liked, 
to * Jenny’ as a present from herself, that his sister 
might not feel too heavily obliged to him — one of his 
characteristic bits of fine dehcacy In return came 
hams,‘iL)utter, &c , from Scotsbng, unceasing and affec- 
tionate exchanges The months wentliy The season 
brought its usual distractions, Tiut he stayed jnos^ly at 
home 

London (he wrote on May 21) is an awful whirlpool this 
month, but we tiy to have buMittle to do with it — ^nothmg 
for most part but a glunpse at it once a day, and a thankful 
return out of the noise and discord back to the river-side 
here, and to the sight of country fields and the company 
chiefly of books and one’s own thoughts again We had 
a flying visit fiom Jeffrey last week He has been m the 
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IsM of Wight and other regions hereabouts foi health’s sake 
He was ju^t then on his way for Edinburgh again^ looking 
thin, but" bi.sk enough, scarcely a little moie serious as he 
glows older, in fact the same^old man We aie always veiy 
happy with him for a little, but could not stand it hng^ I 
think, without coming upon innumeiable^pomts of dis- 
crepancy A much more mteiestmg visitor than Jeffrey was 
old Dr Chalmers, who came down to us also last week, whom 
I had not seen before for, I think, five-and- twenty years It 
was a pathetic meeting The good old man is grown white 
headed, but is otherwise wonderfully httle altered — ^grave, 
dehberate, very gentle m his deportment, but with plenty too 
of softeneigy7 full of mterest still for aH serious thmgs,full 
of real kmdhness, and sensible even to honest mirth m a fair 
measure He sate with us an hour and a half, went away 
with our blessings and affections It is long smce I have 
spoken to so goodr and really pious-hearted and beautiful old 
man 

Chalmeis had never forgotten Carlyle, whom h-e had 
seen long before with Irving at Grlasgow He had 
watched his progress, recognised the essential piety of 
his nature under the forms of heterodoxy, ^nd in 
‘ Cromwell ’ had seen p, noble addition to the worthy 
kind" of English hterature He had gone to Cheyne 
Eow to express his feelings, and lock once more on 
Carlyle’s face Neither he nor his host guessed then 
how near he stood to the end of his pilgrimage 

To Marga'iet Garlyle^ Scotsbng 

Chelsea June 19, 1847 

I mentioned to you that Dr Chalmers had seen us here for 
an hour one day, and how mterestmg it was We thought 
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we bad hardly ever seen a finer-looking old man, so peace- 
able, so hopeful, modest, pious You have smce l^ard of his 
sudden call from this world I beheve there not m all 
Scotland, or all Em ope, any si^h Christian priest left It 
will long be memorabkto us, thelittle visit we had from him 
And 0’Coimell,^too, the wretched blustermg quack, is dead , 
died with his mouth full of superstitious nonseube, among 
other things Unfoitunate old man ^ on what side could he 
look with clearness of hope ? He had been lying, as mo good 
man ever does or did, openly foi fifty years, preaching to 
the Irish that they were just about to get Repeal from the 
Enghsh and become a glorious people— bemg mdeed noble 
men at bottom, though to all appearance blc2bkguaids and 
lymg slaves — and he leaves them sinkmg into universal 
wreck, and nothing lut then connection with England 
between the whole mass of them and black death To him 
for one I will not raise 1 monument 

With the hot weather came a visit to Addiscombe — 
visits to the Barings, at one place or another, continually 
recurring, in which Mrs Carlyle was as often as possible 
include^ There is nothing to be said, save that Lady 
Harnett attentions to her were unremitting Carlyle 
himself was still what he called idle, ^ e incessantly 
reading aU kinds of books, and watching the^^sigiTs of 
the times Of bdbks freshly coming out he read, among 
others, Maurice’s ' Religions of the World,’ on which 
he wrote to Maurice with warm compliments Another 
letter written this summer is worth quoting for the 
advice it contains to young men wishing to make litera- 
ture their profession Some stranger from Manchester 
had written to consult him Having time on his 
hands, he sent this reply — 
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Chelsea July^ 

My dea^ Sir,— Unluckily it is not possible to ausw your 
mam mquny The incomes of hteiary men even of a hiffii 
reputation vary, according ,rs the men woik for popularly 
by itself, or for other objects, from 4000 ? a year to perhans 
mi or lower Add to which that aU sjich mcomes aw 
uncertam, fluctuatmg on the wildest chance, and that not 
one hterary man m the hundred ever becomes popular *or 
successful at .ill. You perceive it is like asking what may 
be the income of a man that shall decide to hve by gambhng 
No answer to be given Reporters to the daily papers 
whose mdustiy is the humblest of aU leal or wservile kiTi^ g 
m hterature,'* receive, as I have heaid, about 2001 a year 
Perhaps, all thmgs considered, a man of sense, reduced to 
hve by wnting, would decide that, m the economical respect 
these men’s position was actually^ the best By qmtting’ 
leahty again, and talang" m to some popular department 
of hteraiy rope-danciTig, a person of real toughness and 
assidmty, not ashamed to feel himself a slave, but able even 
to think himself /ree and a king in rope-dancing wkl paid, 
contnves, with moderate talent otherwise, if he be really 
tough and assiduous, to gam sometimes consideraljle wages , 
m other cases jiies of heartbreak, drinking, and starvation 
That really is his economic position, so far as I have seem it 
Bu'trfor'a, man leally intent to do a man’s work m hteiatnie 
m these times, I should say that even wi*'h the highest talent 
he might have to be fed oftentimes like Ehjah, by the ravpns , 
and if his talent, though real, was not very high, he might 
easily see himself out off 'from uages altogether. aU men 
saymg to him, ‘The thmg you have to offer us is, in the 
supply and demand market, worth nothmg whatever ’ Such 
a man as that latter, if he could hve at all I should account 
him lucky 

This, my generous young friend, this is the sad No 
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aiiswei I have to give you — a sad but a trae one 'Jhe 
advice I ground on it you already discover — ^l^ot by any 
means to quit the sohd paths of practical business for these 
mane froth oceans which, howler gas-hghted they may be, 
are essentially what I ,have called them somewhere, base as 
Fleet Ditch, th^ mother of dead dogs Surely it is better 
for a man to wot Tc out his God-given faculty than merely to 
speak it out, even in the most Augustan times Surely of 
all places in this planet the place where the gods*'do most 
need a working man of genius 1^ Manchester, a place sunk 
in sordid darkness of everjr kind except the ghtter of gold, 
and which, if it were once irradiated, might become one of 
the beautifullest things this sun has ever seen 

Beheve me yours, with real good will, 
Kinder than it looks, 

T Oarlyle 

He was himself to see Manchester this summer, and 
perhaps his correspondent there At the end of July he 
took his wife to Matlock for change of air At Mat- 
lock they weie joined by the now famous W E Forster, 
'then one of his ardent admirers, and accompanied him 
to his house at Eawdon, whence Carlyle s^nt his mother, 
a^ usual, an account of his adventures, which is curious 
as showing his habits of observation and th€ ol^cts 
which most interested him He had seen all the water- 
ing-places, the wonders of wonders'm Derbyshire, ‘ the 
Devd’s-i-Peak,’ ‘ the horrid cavern so called,’ &c 

Among the sights (he says) was that of a lone old woman 
hving hterally like a rabbit, burrowed under ground This 
was near Buxton, sight worth remembeimg There are 
huge quariies of hme theie , the rubbish, ashes of the kilns, 
&c , when many years exposed to the weather, haidens mto 
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real stone, and is then a kind of rocky moleheap of ;iarge 
dunensioi^, with grass on the top The natives then sciape 
out the iniside, and make a cottage of the up;^i crust' 
There are five orm such hf^ts in that place, and used to be 
moie This pool old woinan and her hut were all as tidy 
as a new pm, whitewashed, scoured, &c , a most sensible 
haughty, and even dignified old woman , ®had been born 
theie, had lost fathei, mothei, husband, son there, and was 
dimking her ppor tea theie m dignified sohtude when we 
came, no company with hei but a cat, and no wish to have 
any, she said, ‘till the Lord was pleased to take her to those 
she had lost ’ An elder sister,' upwards of fourscoie, m- 
habitmg witli some childien and grandchildren a aiTniiai 
cave not far off, had just fallen mto the fire and been burnt 
to death two days before None of us, I tbioV, -wiU ever 
forget that poor old woman, with hei httle teapot, liei neat 
rmM. and black iibbon, hei lean Kook nose and black old 
eyes as sharp as eagles ’ We left a shillmg with her and 
gieat respect, and came our way 

He might now have had his choice among the great 
houses of the land if he had cared to visit theaj., but he 
steadily reserved every available autumn for his mother 
Tim week at Eawdon- being over, his wife went home, 
anH he\iade for Scotsbng, pausing at Manchester with 
Miss J ewsbury and her brother Fran'k to see iron works 
and cotton mills, to talk with some of the leaders of 
the workmg men, who lyere studying his writings with 
passionate mterest, and himself to be stared at in the 
Jewsbury drawmg-room by the idle and curious The 
most mterestmg of his Manchester adventures was a 
day at Rochdale, when he made acquaintance with Mr 
Jacob Bright and his distingmshed brother 
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To Jane Welsh Carlyle 

Seotsbng September's, 1847 

The nulls » oh the fetid, fuzzy, ill-ventilated tKiHr i And 
m Sharp’s cyclopean smithy ^ <59 you remember tne poor 
'grmders ’ sitting underground m a damp dark place, some 
dozen of them, ^vei their screeching 'stone cylmders, fiom 
evQry cylinder a sheet of yellow issuing, the principal 
hght of the place ^ And the men, I was told, and they 
themselves knew it, and ‘ did not mmd it,’ were ah oV mostly 
hlled befoie their time, their lungs being rumed by the 
metal and stone dust ^ Those poor fellows, m then paper 
•caps with their roarmg giindstones, and then yellow on- 
flammes of fire, all giinding themselves so quietly to death, 
will never go out of my memory In signing my name, as 
I was made to do, on quitting that Shaip establishment, 
whose name thmk you s^ood next to be succeeded by mine ^ 
In a fine flowing character, Jenn^ Lindas / Dickens and 
the other Player Squadion (wantmg Porstei, I thmk) stood 
on the same page 

I will tell you about Bright, and Brightdom, and the 
^.ochdale Bright null some othei day Jacob Bright, the 
younger man, and actlial manager at Kochdale, rather pleased 
me — a kind of delicacy in his features when^you saw them 
by dayhght — at all events, a decided element of ‘hero-wor- 
ship,’ which of course went foi much But John Bright, Ihe 
Anti-Cornlaw membSr, who had come acioss to meet me, with 
his cbck nose and pugnacious eyes and Barclay-Pox-Quaker 
collar — John and I discoided in oui views not a httle And, 
m fact, the result was that I got* to talking occasionally in 
the Annandale accent, and communicated large masses of 
my views to the Brights and Biightesses, and shook peaceable 
Biightdom as with a passmg earthquake , and, I doubt, left 


^ Mrs Carlyle had been there in a pievious year 
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ft very questionable impression of myself there ! The poor 
young Isi^es (Quaker or ex-Quakei), -with their ‘ abohtion of 
Capital P-cmshment ’— Gott > I had great reimrse of it 
all that evening , but novy begin almost to think I served 
them nght Any way we cannot help it , so there it, and 
Lancashire in general, may he for the present 

At Scotsbng, when he reached it, he sank into ivhat 
he ca£ed ‘ stagnation and magnetic sleep ’ ‘ G-rey hazy 

dispintment, fit for nothing but tobacco and silence ’ 
In his own country he was, as sohtary as in a foreign 
land, and had more than ever the feehngs of a ghost 
Even with his mother he could talk less freely than 
usual, for he found her ‘terribly sensitive on the 
Semitic side of thmgs,’ and he was beginmng to thmk 
that he must write something about that — ^the ‘ Ex- 
odus from HoundsditcV as he termed it, being a 
first essential step towards all improvement The 
news from Ireland disgusted him, ‘Meagher of the 
Sword’ talking open treason 

I t.hirk (he said) the native people are npenSSg towards 
rebelhon, ana aie not unhkely some of them to get hanged, 
b^foiet^U end Oh that illustnous O’OonneU ' how Mt his 
hes, like dragons’ teeth, are sprouting up into armed and moA 
men I The wonderfullest benefaction he that evep this 
foolish age has crowned with vivats and welcomed as one 
sent from heaven ’ 

He wandered about the moors at night, ‘the driving 
clouds and moaning wmds his only company ’ Even 
these were not impressive, ‘ for his heart was sunk 
mto its cell, and refused to be impressed ’ He ‘ said 
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Silently to tlie muddy Titiiverse, Yes, thou art there 
then , the fact is no better than so Let me i^cognise 
the fact, and admit it and adopt it * 

He had reasons for nneasii^^ss besides the state of 
the universe His v^ife had been lU again Lady 
Harriet Baring, ^hearing she was alone in Cheyne Eow, 
had carried her off to Addiscombe, and little guessing 
the state of her mind, and under the impression that 
she was hypochondriacal, had put her ulider\ ’course 
of bracing She wanted wine when she was exhausted , 
Lady Harriet thought wine unwholesome She was 
not allowed to go to bed when tortured with headache 
She suffered from cold, and hghted a fire in her bed- 
room Fires were not allowed at Addiscombe so early 
in the autumn, and the housemaid removed the coals 
Lady Harriet meant only to be kind, but was herself 
heaping fuel on a file of a more dangerous sort Car- 
lyle himself was reheved when he heard that ^she 
was at ’home again, out of that constrained lodging ’ 
^My mother’s rage,’ he wrote, ^has been considerable 
ever sinc^^ she heard of it, ^Hhat the puir creature 
could na get a bit fire ^ not so much as^a bit of fire 
for their grandeur ” money, you exclude better 
things which are aj)t to go with the want of it, is of 
small value to the possessor or others ’ True enough ^ 
but one asks with wonder why he could not tell Lady 
Harriet plainly that, if she wished for his wife’s friend- 
ship, she must treat her differently, why he insisted 
on the continuance of an intimacy which could never 
become an affectionate one, instead of accepting and 
adopting the facts, as a condition of the mud in the 
universe His mother was full of tenderness for her 
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forlorn daughter-m-law She. insisted, when Casrlyle 
was gQiiV home, on sending her ‘a pair nf coarse 
knit storings’ by him, ‘though he said she would 
never wear them, and twf' missionary narratives, which 
even he could not be persuaded -to read ’ He was to 
write his wife’s na'me in them at Chelsea, and say, 

‘ from her old, withered mother ’ 

Twq, bad nights before his departure sent him off 
in a dre^ condition ‘ Ah me ' ’ he exclaimed, ‘ my 
poor old mother, poor old Annandale, poor old hfe m 
general, and in this shattered state of nerves all stands^ 
before one 'with such a glarmg ghasthness of hideous 
reahty ’ 

It IS curious that a man with such powerful practical 
sense should have indulged these morbid feehngs, as 
he evidently too readily did It was ‘the nature of 
the beast,’ as he often said He was at home by the 
second week in October, where an unexpected pleasure 
was waiting for him His friend Emerson had arrived 
from Boston Between Emerson and him there had 
been affectionate correspondence eW since 4Jiey had 
met at Craigenputtock Emerson had arranged for 
tl^^puVhcation of his' books in the United States, tod 
had made his rights respected there He in turn had 
introduced Emerson’s Essays to the English world by 
a prefrce, and now Emerson had come in person to 
show himself as a lectfrer on English piauiorms I 
remember this visit I already knew Emerson by his 
wntmgs , I then learnt to know him personally, for he 
came to see us at Oxford, and his conversation, perhaps 
unknown to himself, had an influence on my after hfe 
On his first landing he was a guest at Cheyne Eow, 
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and titien went away to Manchester ‘ I rather thmkV 
Carlyle wcote shortly after, ^ his popularity is^not very 
great hitherto His doctrines are too airy^and thin 
for the solid practical heads the Laiscashire region 
We had immense talking with him here, hut found he 
did not give us» much to chew the cud upon — found, 
in iact, that he came with the rake rather than the 
shovel He is a pure high-minded man, but I think 
his talent is not quite so high as I had anticipafed ’ 

A far more important thing was what Carlyle was 
next to do himself, for as-' long as he was idle he was 
certain to be miserable — and he had been idle now for 
more than a year He brought out another edition of 
his ^Miscellanies ’ this autumn 

These books of imne,^poor things ^ (he said, in sending 
his mother a copy) bring me m some money now, like cows 
that give a diop of milk at last, though they had a terrible 
tune of it as calves Let us be thankful It is better to have 
one’s evil days when one is young than when one is old 

The *Trench Ee volution ’ was going into another 
edition also For this and the ‘ Miscell^ies ’ he was 
pai3 60011 So that he could say — 

I am pretty well m funds at piesent, not chased about as 
I used to be by the haggaid Shade of Beggary, which is a 
great lelief to me I am veiy thankful for my poverty, and 
for my deliveiance from it in good time 

In January came an indispensable visit to the 
Barings Mrs Carlyle was to have gone, and they 
were to have stayed four weeks, but the winter was 
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cold 5 she was feeble, and afraid of a chill Wisji to 
go she of course had none , and though Lady Harriet 
wrote w ir?l>ly pressing letters, she insisted on remaining 
at home Carlyle went,^^but if he descrioes his con- 
dition correctly, he could hardly Jiave been an agree- 
able guest For him there w^s no peage but in work, 
and life in such houses was organised idleness To 
his mother he speaks of himself as wandering dis- 
consolately onr the shore watching the ^angs of Ports- 
mouth convicts, to h-is wife as ^ unslept, dyspeptic, 
bewildered ’ 

Ach Gott /^(he writes to her) Why do I complain to poor 
thee, confined to thy own bed at present Well, I will not 
complam Only, if you had been strong, I would have told 
you how very weak and wretched I was Some time about 
thiee, I think, I got asleefp aftei bathmg, woke again some 
time after five, went out of doors to smoke, had slept about 
thiee minutes moie when the valet, with his blushed clothes, 
staited me up agam, and theie it ended That is my history, 
an excuse at least for incoherent writing In fact, if it were 
not for my own consolation — ^for I kncrw thou lo^st me in 
spite of thy harshnesses and mistiusts — I think I need not 
have written at all It seemed to me last night with tijple 
auu tenfold emphasis what it has aU along seemed, that I had 
been much bettei in my own bed at Chelsea 

He was worried, he said, with ® the idleness, the folly, 
the cackhng and noise ’ r Milnes was his best resource 
Milnes had come, and the Taylors and Bullers and 
Bear EUice, and the usual circle , but it would not do 
He was sickly, dispirited, unwell - 

I have (he said) with less suffeimg and exertion com- 
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the attendance of six college classes in my time 
Peihap theie IS a lesson in this Nay, doubtless there is, 
and I hope I shaU leain it, for the fees aie not incsansiaeiable 
My reflections in my few hours of solitude ml the early moin- 
mgs, amid the tiamplings and tmttmgs, ought to be of a 
diaactic nature 

'Again a little later — 

For me, I feel as if it were little I had gat here, or were 
liMy to get, but a huge nightmare of indigestion, msomnia, 
and fits of black impatienca with myself and others— self 
chiefly I am heartily sick of my dyspeptic bewilderment 

and imprisonment Sometliing beautiful and good is in the 
heart of the thing too, bat it is cleaily not for m& (at least so 

seems it) to uniavel and get hold of says little except 

elaboiate nothingness to the women, or ivith solemnity leads 
Shakespeare Fe are a pietty society, but a distracted one 
Ten days of such, with a cold to help, is about enough I 
guess “ ’ 

, Enough it proved, he could stand no moieof it, and 
fled honj^. But it Is impossible not to ask ‘ Whit was 
Carlyle doing m such a galley’’ Why was he there 
at ail ’ It is with real lehef that i appioach the end of 
the half-enchanted^state into which he had fallen after 
‘ Cromwell ’ It had been a trying time, both for his 
wife and for him The next letter, written after he 
had got back from Bay House, ^ives the first glimpses 
of intended fresh occupation 

To Mcmgmet Carlyle, Scotshig 

Chelsea Feb 12, 1848 

Jane has had rather a wearisome bout of it , never very 
von I 29 



450 


CARLYLE^ S LIFE IN LONDON 


ili, but feeble, coughing, and quite unable to front th^ bad 
season with any fieedom She got out of her room about a 
week ago, ^ent and had a short walk in the stieets one day, 
but has never ventured out since, the weathei, though blight, 
having grown a httle frosty She stirs about the house now, 
and her cough is well nigh quite gone If the sun were faiily 

on his feet, she too will be re-established, I think A 
book consisting of my pool fiiend John Steilmg’s soatteied 
wiitmgs has 3^t come out, edited by one Julius Hare, an 
Aichdeacon, soon to be a Bishop, they say; a good man, but 
rather a weak one, with a Life of Steihng which by no means 
contents me altogether Piobahly one of my fiist tasks wilh 
be somethm^ m reference to this work of pool Steilmg’s , for 
he left it m charge to me too, and I sunendeied my share of 
the task to the Archdeacon, bemg so busy with ‘ CromweU ’ at 
the tune But I am bound by very sacied considerations to 
keep a sharp eye over it, -and will bonsider what can now be 
done^ Sterlmg was a noble creatuie, but had too httle 
patience, and mdeed too thm and sick a constitution of lody^ 
to turn his fine gifts to the best account 
The Pailiament has come back, and the town, especially 
our Western quaitei of it, is gettmg veiyloudwi;^ carnages 
and population again But we hitherto have httle to do with 
all that Theie has been, as you might see, much vain jeon- 
tQvers^ about a certain very useless Dr Hampden and his 
bemg made a bishop agamst the will of some Nothmg could 

seem to me more entuely contemptible and deploiable than 
the whole figuie of that thing has been Now they are foi 
getting Jews mto Parhafhent Foi the ‘ Jew Bill,’ too, I 


^ Emerson told me that in the summer of this vear 1848 he and 
Carlyle talked over this sub3ect They concluded that Sterling was too 
considerable a man to be set up as a ‘ theological cockshy / and that either 
Carlyle or he himself must write a, true account of him 
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would not give half a snuff of tobacco, for or against Ve 
will leave that too, and much else, to hght its own battle 

He does not tell his mother, as he mi^ht have done in 
this last paragraph, that he hM been invited to take a 
share in that battle ' I tell the story as he told it to 
me Some time while the Jew Bill was before Parlia- 
ment, and the fate of it doubtful, Baron Rothschild 
wrote to ask him to write a pamphlet in its f^vcw, and 
intimated that he might name any sum which he liked 
to ask as payment I inquired how he had answered 
■’^Well,’ he said, had to tell him it couldn’t be , but 
I observed, too, that I could not conceive why he and 
his friends, who were supposed to be looking out for 
the coming of Shiloh, should be seeking seats in a 
Grentile legislature ’ i asked what Baron Rothschild 
had said to that ^ Why,’ Carlyle said, ^ he seemed to 
think the coming of Shiloh ^was ^^vary” dubious, and 
that meanwhile, &c &c ’ 

The Journal had remained almost a blank for fom 
years, o^ a few tnfling notes having been jotted down 
in it, but it now contains a long and extremely interest- 
ing^ entry The real Carlyle is to be especially looked 
for in this book, for it contains his dialogues vw.th his 
own heart 


Jow nal 

Feb 9, 1848 — Chapman’s moneys all paid, lodged now in 
the Dumfiies Bank New edition of ^Sartor’ to be wanted soon 
My poor books of late Ijave yielded me a certain fluctuatmg 

* Chapman & Hall, now Carlyle’s publishers 
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aiinual income , at all events, I am quite at my ease ^as to 
money, and tliat on such low terms I often wondei at the 
luxurious Wys of the age Some 1,500Z , I think, is what has 
accumulated in the bank Of fixed income (fiom Ciaigen- 
puttock) 150Z a yeai Pertiap^as much fiom my books may 
lie fixed amid the hu^e fluctuation (last year, for instance, it 
wasSOOZ , the year before 100^ , the yearTiefoie that about 
700Z , this year agam it is hke to be 100? , the next peihaps 
nothingr-yery fluctuating indeed) — some 300? in all, and 
that amply suffices me Foi my wife is the best of house- 
wives , noble, too, in refmenceto the property which is 
which she has never once in th^ most distant way seemed to^ 
know to be beis Be this noted and lememhered , my thrifty 
little lady — eveiy mch a lady — ^ah me ^ In short, I authen- 
tically feel mdifferent to money, would not go this way oi 
that to gam more money So do the Destmies leward us , 
not m the way we expected, bu^ in a far diviner way 
They do make us nch if we have deserved to be so How 
iich, for example, is Hudson, King of Railways ^ For cei- 
tam quantities of yellow metal you can stiU command him 
to go lower than any shoeblack goes, to make himseH an 
unMngalh swindler namely That, Ijinderstand, as it was 
explained to me, has been and is the intimsic*Tiatuie of 
many of his operations In sane hours I sometimes feel a 
plexus thankfulness on t£e economic side 
For above two years now I have been^s good as totally idle, 
composedly Ijmg fallow It is frightful to think of » ^fter 
gettmg out of ‘ Oromwell,’ my whole bemg seemed to say, 
more sulMy, more weariedly than ever before, ‘ What good 
IS it ’ I am wearied and near heartbroken Nobody on 
the whole ‘ believes my report ’ The fnendhest reviewers, I 
can see, regard me as a wonderful at^-lete, a ropedancer whose 
perilous somersets it is worth sixpence (paid into the Oircu- 
latmg Library) to see , or at most I seem to them a desperate 
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half mad, if usefuUjsh fipeipan, rushing along the ridge tiles 
m a frightful manner to ijuench the burnmg chimney Not 
one of them all can or will do the least to helfi me The 
blockheads ^ A snuff of tobacco^for them and their eulogies 
too T This is what th^y and their sweet voices are worth 
Neither does Art^ &o , in the smallest hold out with me In, 
fact, that concern has all gone down with me, like ice too thm 
on^a muddy pond I do not beheve m Art ” — nay, I do 
believe it to be one of the deadhest , si^allowing* it too 
its hecatombs of* souls So that the world, daily giowing 
more unspeakable in meaning to me, as well as daily more 
-.inarticulate, and I quite indisposed to try speaking to it, the 
result has been silence and fallow, which, unlSss I will go 
•tnad^ must end, as I begin to see, before long ‘Too much 
to say,’ I suppose, is not so bad a complaint as ‘ too httle , ’ 
but it too IS very troublesome In brief, nothing is— but by 
ladour, which we call so3?row, misery, &c Thou must gird 
up thy loins again and work another stroke or two before 
thou die 

At Aiverstoke in Januaiy last, for the third tune now, and 
very full of suffering m all ways there Have seen a good 
deal of the higher mnks — aplenty of lords, pohticians, fine 
ladies, Certainly a new tojgdiessing foj me that, noi 
attainable either without peril L^t me see if any groAvth 
will come of it, and what The most striking conofcsioi?»to 
me is, how like aU men of all ranks m England (and doubt- 
less in every land) intrinsically are to one another Our 
aristocracy, I rather take it, are the best, or as good as any 
class we have , but their positidh is fatally awry Their 
whole breeding and way of hf e is to go ‘ gracefully idle ’ — 
most tragically so , and which of them can mend it ? X was 
at Alverstoke, dull tp»a degree, commonplace, dogmatic 
hmited, productive of very httle, yet something essentially 
gemal, true, and friendly m.the heart of him withal , an 
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honest man, precious, though, with only insular or even parish 
cjulturos— euveloped in Southeyisihs, Shovel-hatjjisms, &c 
Milnes als5"was there, fresh from Spam, full of sophistries 
and socialities as usual Ji^was very solitary, sleepless, and 
unhappy all the tune Game off ^fter ten days, as Jane 
could not risk venturing after me ^Alfred Tennyson 
here sometimes lately Q-one out of town with a cer^in 
Aubrey de Vere to Ourragh Chase, Limeiick His ' Princess,’ 
a gorgShus piece of wilting, but to me new melancholy proof 
of the futihty of what they call ' Art ’ Aras I Alfred, too, I 
fear, will prove one of the sacr'^ced^ and in very deed it is 
pity 1 Emerson is now m England, m the North, lecturing to. 
Mechamcs’ fnstitutes, &c , in fact, thouglrhe knows it not, 
to a kind of mtellectual canaille Came here and stayed with 
us some days on his first arrival Very exotic^ of smaller 
dimensions, too, and differed much from me, as a gymnoso- 
phist sitting idle on a flcweiy banS may do from a wearied 
workei and wrestler passing that way with many of his bones 
bioken Good of him I could get none, except fiom his 
friendly looks and elevated exotic pohte ways , and he would 
not let me sit silent foi a minu te Solitary on that side too, 
then ^ Be it so, if so it must be But we will Jry a httle 
farther Lonefeer man is not m this world that I know of 
No dehverance from ‘ confusion,’ from piactical unc&rtaji^nty, 
and all Tts sad tram of miseiies and waste, is to be looked for 
while one contmues m this world Life consists, as it were, 
in the siftmg of huge rubbish-mounds, and the choosing»from 
them, ever with more or less enor, what is golden and vital 
to us 

Schemes of books (to be now set about ^ Alas 0 

^ Carlyle mentions in one of Ins letters that it had been he who first 
set on foot the requisition to the Grovernment for Tennyson’s pension 
Poi himself he never sought a pension, nor would accept one when 
offered 
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‘ ExoSa^ from Roundsdttch ’ That, alas ^ is zmpossiMe 
as yet, though it is the gist of all writings and wise books, I 
sometimes think — ^the goal to be wisely aimed at as ^he first 
of all for us Out of Houndsditch, mdeed f Ahfwere we but 

out, and had our own along m^h us ^ But they that come 
out hitherto come m a* slate of brutal nakedness, scandalous 
mutilation , an(? impartial bystanders' say sorrowfully, ‘ 
ton rather, it is better even to return ’ 

^Ireland Spntual SIcetcJies'* Begm with St Oolm 
end with the rakes of Mallow All hes ^n Spiritualism 
The outer miseries of Ireland, and of all lands, are nothing 
but the mevitable body of» that soul Had I more know- 
ledge of Ireland^ I could make something of i^ in that form 
^ Infe of John Sterling^ I really must draw up some 
statement on that subject — some picture of a gifted soul 
whom I knew, and who was my fnend Might not many 
things withal be taught-m the course of such a delineation ^ 

‘ The Scavenger Age ’ Chadwick’s men are working in 
sight of me daily at present at jOhelsea Old Ohuich Oui age 
is really up to nothmg better than the sweepmg out the 
gutter Might it but do that weU i It is the mdispensable 
'begmnmg of aU 

^The Exodus from Houndsditch Cartyle saw to be 
then impossible — impossible, and yet the esseiatial^pre- 
liminary of true spiritual recovery The * Hebrew old 
clothes ’ were attached so closely to pious natures that 
to tear off the wrapping would be to leave their souls 
to pensh in spiritual nakedniss , and were so bound up 
with the national moral convictions that the sense of 
duty could not be separated from a behef in the technical 
inspiration of the Bible And yet Carlyle knew that it 
could do no good to anyone to believe what was untrue , 
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and he knew also that since science had made kno^ to 
ns the real relation between this globe of ours and the 
stupendous universe, no man whose mind and heart 
were sound cou].d any longer sincerely believe in the 
^ Christian creed The m&st that such a man could 
arrive at was to persuade himself by refined reasonings 
that it might perhaps be true, that it could not be 
proved false, and that therefore he might profess it 
openly f^om th^ lips outwaids with a clear conscience 
But the convictions which govern the practical hves 
of men are not remote possil;iilities, but concrete cer- 
tainties As long as the ^ Holy Place ’ m their souls is 
left in possession of powerless opinions, they are practi- 
cally without Grod in this world The ^ wealth of nations ’ 
comes to mean material abundance, and individual duty 
an obligation to make money, while intellect, not car- 
ing to waste itself on shadows, constructs philosophies to 
show that Grod is no necessity at all Carlyle’s faith, 
on the other hand, was that without a spiritual belief 
— a belief in a Divine Being, in the knowledge of whom 
and obedience to whom mortal welfa-re alone consisted 
— ^the human race must degenerate into brutes He 
longed, therefore, that tjie windows of the shrine shonld 
be cashed clean, and the hght of heaven let into it 
The longer the acknowledgment of the facts regarding 
inspiration, &c , was delayed, the more hollow grew the 
established creeds, the falser the professional advocates 
of the creeds, the more ungodly the life and philosophy 
of the world It was said of old, ‘Woe unto you, 
Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites , for ye enter not in 
yourselves, and those that would erfber in je will not 
suffer ’ 
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Yes (he' exclaimed), the Eedeemer iiyeth He is no Jelr, 
01 image of a man, or surplice, or old creed, bufe the Un- 
nameable Maker of us, voiceless, formless our own 

soul, whose voice ts every noble and genuine impulse of our 
souls He is yet theie, m Us ^Ud around us, and we are 
there No Eiemite oi* fanatic whatevei had more than we 
have , how muclf less had most of them ? 

Why, then, did he find it ^mposslble tq spe&k*f>lamly 
on this momentous subject ^ Because, as he had said of 
the poor priests at Bruges, because, false as they were, 
'there was nothing to take their places if th^y weie cast 
out but the Gospel of Progress, which was falser even 
than they God Himself would in due time build a 
new temple above the rums of the old beliefs He him- 
self, meanwhile, would io ill to wound simple heaits like 
that of his poor old mother His resolution was often 
hardly tested Often he would exclaim fiercely against 
detestable idolatries’ Often, on the appearance of 
some more than usually insincere episcopal manifesto, 
He would wish the. Bishops and all their works dead 
as Etruscan soothsayers But the other jnood was the 
mo 3 ;e prevalent He spoke to ipe once with loathing 
^ of Renan’s * Vie de Jesus ’ I asked if he thougHt a trUe 
life could be written He said, ‘ Yes, certainly, if it 
were' nght to do it , but it is not ’ 

The Exodus, nevertheless, always lay before him as a 
thing that would have to be, if men were ever to recover 
their spiritual stature * The ancient mythologies and 
religions,’ he says in has Journal, ‘ were merely religious 
readings of the Histbry of Antiquity, genial apprehen- 
sions, and genial (that is, ^always divine) representa- 
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tfons of tlie events of earthly life, such as occur^ yet, 
only that we have no geniality to take them up, nothing 
hut stupidrvty to take them up with ^ 

All sorrows are included m that, the fountain of degrada- 
-tion for the modern man, who is thereby i^uced to baseness 
m every department of his existence, and remains hopelessly 
captive and caitiff till that mghtmare be lifted off him Oh, 
ye OofiSg^S of rAncient Ait, Modem Art, High Art I oh, ye 
Piiest Sanhediims ^ ye Modem Colleges, Eoyal Academies, 
ye Gieek Nightmares, and stilj, worse Hebiew Nightmares, 
that piess out the soul of poor England and poor Europe, 
when will you take flight, and let us have a Iitfcle bieath, 
think you Exodus from Houndsditch, I beheve, is the 
first beginning of such dehveiance 

Almost forty years have passed since these words were 
written, and we still walk to be delivered Nay, some 
think that we need no deliverance — Sana •KOTa\uav lepSiv 
X(apovm nrayai The water of life is again flowing back to- 
wards the old fountains It may behso The Ark of the 
Church has Jjeen repainted and gilded and*decorated, 
and with aichitectur^and coloured windows, and choral 
Services, and mcense, and candlesticks, and symbolic^ 
umforms for mystic officiators, the fl3ang body has been 
electnfied into a semblance of animation Is it life or 
merely galvamsm ^ There are other signs not favour- 
able to the pretensions of the Church revivalists The 
air has cleared It is no longer a sm to say what one 
thinks, and power no longer weights the scale in favour 
of orthodoxy Forty years ago law said to a clergy- 
man, *You shall teach what the formulas prescribe. 
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whether you beheve it or not, and you shall stay® at 
your post, even though you know that you disbelieve 
it , for you shaD. enter no other profession, you shall 
teach this, or you shall sta,rv| I That is gone, and much 
else IS gone Men eie allowed to think and sfjeak as 
they will without being punished by social ostracism 
Truth must stand henceforth by its own strength, 
and what is really incredible will cease to be believed 
Very much of the change in this happy direction is 
due to Carlyle’s influence , m this direction, and perhaps 
also m the other, every senous man, of every shade 
of opinion, has to thank him foi the loud feiumpet notes 
which have awakened the age out of its sleep 
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CHAP,^EB XVI 
AD A848-9 iEl?53 54 

Revolutions of February in Pans — Thoughts on Democracy — London 
Society — Macaulay— Sir Robert Peel— Chaitist petition, April 10 — 
Articles the ‘Examinei * — Pans battles in the streets — Emerson 
—Visit to Stonehenge — The rReaction in Europe — Death of the first 
Lord Ashburton, and of Charles Buller— Mazzini at Rome — King 
Hudson — Arthur Clough — First introduction to Carlyle — His ap- 
pearance 

One or other of the subjects for a new book on which 
we saw Cailyle to be meditating would probably have 
been now selected, when ^suddenlj/^ like a bolt out of the 
blue sky, came the Ee volution of February 24 at Pans 
The other nations of Europe followed suit, the kings, 
as Carlyle expressed it, * running about like a ga’ng of 
coineis when the police had come among them ’ Ire- 
land blazed out English Chartists talked of ^^physical 
force ’ The aif seemed charged with lightning, threat- 
ening the foundations ef modern society So extracr- 
diifSry a |)henomenon surprised Carlyle less than it sur- 
prised most of his contemporanes It confiimed what 
he had been saying for many years The universal 
dungheap had caught fireiragam Imposture was bank- 
rupt once more, and ^ Shams ’ this time, it was to be 
hoped, would be finished off in earnest He did not 
look for an immediate convulsiop in England, but 
he did believe that, unless England took warning and 
mended her ways, her turn wpuld come* 
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Journal 

March 4z^ 18|:8 — Third Piench insunection? Louis 
Phihppe flting out , he and his entire pack, ^ with a kind 
of exquisite ignominy, ‘ driv:^ off m^a stieet fhh,’ the^ 
fiaternity arriving her6 m slow detail, dribbhng in for a 
week past, all the young men withcfut their wives Louis 
Bhihppe himself, the old scoundrel, is since Satuiday night 
safe at Claremont , came to En|^and in an old P-iacket, like 
King Crispm 

March 5 — Scheme of volume Democracy What one 
might have to say on it ^ (d) Inevitable now in all countries 
regarded vulgarly as the solution Season j^hy it cannot 
be so , somethmg farthei and ultimate (2) Tenible dis- 
advantage of the Talking Necessity , much to be said here 
What this comes from Propeily an insincere character of 
mmd (3) Follows d%ducible out of that ^ Howardism 
Eegaid every Abohtion Piinciple man as your enemy, ye 
leformers Let them insisb not that punishment be abolished, 
but that it fall on the right heads (4) FwUonSy under 
which head come Cants, Phantasms, alas ’ Law, Gospel, 
Royalty itself (5) Labour question Necessity of govern- 
ment r Notion of voting to all is dehiium Only the vote 
of the wise is called for, of advantage ei^n to the votei 
hcsnself Rapid and inevitable piogress of anaic^ Want 
of beaiing rule in all private departments of life MdancSoly 
remedy ‘ Change as often as you hke ’ (6) Though men 
insincere, not all equally so A great choice How to know 
a sincere man Be sincere youi^elf Caieer open to talent 
This actually is the conclusion of the whole matter 

Six things It would make a volume Shall I begin it ? 
I am sick, lazy, and dispiiited 


The state of Europe was too interesting and too 
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obscure to permit composure for writing^ For the four 
months of that spring, the papers each mommg'^an- 
nounced soi^e fresh convulsion, and the coolest thinkers 
could opJ-y look pn and watch When the Young Ire- 
land deputation went to Taris to ask the Provisional 
Government to give a lift to the Irish Eepublic, war 
with France was at one moment on the cards Ledru 
Eollin and the advanced sections, knowing that if peace 
continued they; would have to reckon with the reaction, 
were inclined to follow the example of 1793, and go in 
for a republican propagan^ism Carlyle’s general 
thoughts are expressed in an interesting letter to 
Erskme 


To Thomas Erskine, L^nlathen 

Chelsea March 24, 1848 

To US as to you this immense explosion of demociacy m 
Prance, and from end to end. of Europe, is very remarkable 
and Ml of mterest Certainly nevei in our tune was there 
seen such a spectacle of histoiy as we are now to look at 
and assist in I call it very joyful , yet ^so unutteiably sad 
Joyful, inasmuch as we are taught again that all uSoftals do 
long towards justice and veracity , that no strongest charlatan, 
no^unningest fox of a Louis Phdippe, with his great MaMer 
to help him, can found a habitation upop hes, oi estabhsh a 
* thione of uuquity ’—nay, that he cannot even attempt such 
a problem in these times any more , which we may take to 
be blessed news mdeed, m the pass we weie come to But, 
on the other hand, how sad that the news should be so new 
(for that IS really the vital point of the mischief) , that all 
the world, m its protest against Fal^ Government, should 
find no remedy but that of rushmg into No Government oi 
anaichy (kinglessness), which I take this lepubhcan univeisal 
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suffragism to metitably be Happily they are not disposed 
to fight, at least not mth swords^ just yet , but abimdance of 
fighting (probablytenough in all Imds) one does see* in store 
for them , and long years and generations^of weltering con- 
fusion, miserable to contemplaifce, before ^anythm^oan be 
settled agam Haidly sinoe the invasion of the wild Teutons 
and wreck of t%e old Roman Empire has there been so 
stfange a Europe, all tmned toj)sy turvy, as we now see 
What was at the top has come, or is rapidly conung, to the 
boUom^ where indeed, such was its mtr^sic quality, it 
deserved this long while past to be 
All over London people are loud upon the Erench, Hotel 
de Ville especially , censure univeisal, or light^mockery , no 
recogmtion among us for what of merit those poor people 
have m their strange and perilous position at present Right 
to hurl out Louis Philippe, most of us said or thought, but 
there I think our approval ended The what next upon 
which the Fiench had beep thmkmg, none of our people will 
seriously ask themselves I, m vain, stiive to explam that 
this of the ‘ organisation of laboui ’ is precisely the question 
of questions for all governments whatsoever , that it vitally 
"behoved the poor Fprenoh Provisional to attempt a solution , 
that by ^heir present implements and methods it seems 
impossible they should succeed , but Shat they, and 
wlSit IS better, aU governments, &ust actually nj0.ke s^e 
advance towards success and solve said question more and 
moi:e, or disappeai swiftly from the face of the earth without 
successois nominated Theie seems to me only that alterna- 
tive , and, however it may fare with the French, I calculate 
that we here at home shall piofit inexpressibly by such an 
example, if we be wise to try the inevitable problem while it 
IS yet time In fact,^I have a kind of notion to wnte a 
book about it, I mys'^lf , but I am not yet grown sufficiently 
miserable to set about it straightway Fratennty, hberfcy, 



464 


CARLYLBS LIFE IN LONDON 


, I want to explain, is not the remedy at all , bnt true 
government by the wise, true, and noble-minded of the f oohsh, 
perveis6, and dark, with or against the^i consent , which 
I disc^ to be jihe eternal law of the world, and a rugged 
and severe but most blessed law, teiribly forgotten in the 
universal twaddle, insmcerity, and cowardly sloth of these 
lattei tunes Peace ^ peace ^ when there "is no peace ^ I 
have, m fact, a gieat many^things to say, far too many , §>nd 
my hea;ij^ is as if half-dead, and has no wish to speak any more, 
but to he silmf, if so might be, till it sank into the Divine 
silence, and were then at rest Courage, however ^ 

London parties in an * era of revolntions * were ex- 
cited and excitmg The leading men came out with 
then opinions with less reserve Carlyle had frequently 
met Macaulay in drawing-rooms , but they had rather 
avoided each other had been much struck, many 
years before, with the * Essay on Milton , ’ indeed to 
the last he always spoke respectfully of Macaulay , but 
when two men of positive temperament hold views 
diametrically opposite, and neither can enteitain even 
a suspicion that the othei may accidentally d)© right, 
conversation between them is usually disagreeable 
Thus they had not sohght for any closer acquaintatSce, 
and common friends had not trigd to bring them 
together It happened now and then, however, that 
they were guests at the same table 

Journal 

March 14, 1848 — Friday last at Lord Mahon’s to break 
fast , Macaulay, Lprd and Lady Ashley, there, &c KTiagaia 
of eloquent commonplace talk from Macaulay ^ Teiy good- 
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natured man , ’ man cased in official mail of pi oof , stood my 
unpatient :&re-explosions. with much patience, merely hissing 
a httle sleam upland contmued his Niagaia — supply and 
demand , power ruinous to powerful himself ,'^^mpos'Slblhty 
of Government doing moie than keep tfie. peace ,^uicidar 
distraction of new Kencli republic, &c Essentially iire- 
mediable, comm:>nplace nature of the man , all that was in 
hrm now gone to the tongue , a squat, thickset, low-browed, 
short, guzzled httle man of fifty These be fchy,gods, oh 
Isiael ^ Ashley is very stiait between the eyefe — a bad form of 
physiognomy , otheiwise a stately aiistociatic-looking man 

A far more interesting meeting was with Sir Eobert 
Peel, * one of the few men m England whom Carlyle 
had any cmiosity to see’ Peel had known him by 
sight since the present of ^Cromwell,’ and had given 
him looks of recognition whemthey met in the streets 
The Barings brought ^Bbout a personal acquaintance, 
which increased till Peel’s death It began at a dinner 
at Bath House 


Journal 

March 27 — ^Went to the Peel enterpiis'5, sate next Sir 
Ecfiiert — an evenmg not unpleasaht to remember Pe§lis 
a finely-made man of strong, not heavy, rather of elegant, 
stature , stands straight, head shghtly thrown back, and eye- 
hds modestly drooping , every way mild and gentle, yet with 
less of that fixed smile than the^^portraits give him He is 
towards sixty, and, though not broken at all, carries, especially 
in his complexion, when you aie near him, marks of that 
age clear, strong blue eyes which kindle on occasion, voice 
extremely good, low-toned, something of cooing in it, lustic, 
affectionate, honest, mildly persuasive *Spoke about Fiench 
VOL I 30 
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E^volutions new and old , well read in all that , had^seen 
General Dnmounez , reserved seemingly by nature, obtiudes 
nothmg of diplomatic leserve On the (Contrary, a vein of 
mild fm in him, leal sensibility to the ludicrous, which 
feature.! liked best of all Nothing m that shght inspection 
seemed to promise better m him than his laugh ‘ Mdnes 

^Ouvn&r^ ^ he said to M , with an mncCent archness, in 

aUusion to our coming levolution ‘ I reserves myself for 
the toohp t mitre on the coach panel) , so said a 

London rioter m the Eefoim Bill time, when a body of the 
noters had been set to howl down, the Loids in then coat- 
of-arms coaches ^ Why don’t y6u shout ^ ’ cries one ^ No,’ 
answered his ©neighbour, ‘I reserves myself for the toohp’ 
They say this is a common story of Peel’s He told it very 
weU, and one hkes to see the grave pohtician talong hearty 
hold of such a thing Shall I see the Premier again ? I 
consider him by far our first pubho man — ^which indeed is 
saying httle — ^and hope that England in these frightful times 
may still get some good of him 

N B — This night mth Peel was the mght in which Beihn 
city executed its last tenible battle (19th of March to Sun- 
day mormng the 20th, five o’clock) While we sate theie the 
streets of Berlm city were all blazing with grapgsliot and 
the wai of enra|ed men What is to become of all that ^ 
I Jiave a ^)ook to wnte about it Alas » ^ 

We hear of a great Chartist petition^ to be presented by 
200,000 men People here keep up their old foolish levity 
in speaking of these things , but considerate persons find 
them to be veiy giave , and indeed all, even the laughers, 
are in consideiable secret alarm 

The Chartist petition and the once famous April 10 

‘Albeit Ouvner of the famous ten membeis of the Provi- 

sional Groveinment at Pans 
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are^now all but forgotten, the main points of the 
Charter, having become law, with what advantage to 
those who threatened to fight for them^they them- 
selves can best tell The day itself and what l^pened 
upon it are described by Canyle in a letter to l2is wife, 
who had bee:^ cairied oflf to Addiscombe again for 
change of air He had been trying to set some of his 
thoughts on paper 

The histoiy of all Europe (he had noted" on Apiil 5) is at 
present to me the saddest, though on the whole decisive and 
universal expulsion and ejection of the genus Sham King 
IS less moilmful, than quiescent composed s^isfaction with 
said accuised genus, which used to be, and still is here^ the 
general law The futuie for all countries fills me with a 
kmd of horror I have been scribbling, scribble, scribble — 
alas ’ it will be long "before that makes a book Persist 
however Anthony Sterling has sworn himself in as anti- 
Chartist special constable All the people are sweaimg m, 
he says, and m considerable alarm about Monday next and 
the 200,000 processioning petitioneis 

To Jane Welsh Gariy le^ at Addiscombe 

Chelsea April^lC 18^ 

The demon got me- last night, for I could not sleep 
I have lived all day without speakmg twenty words hitherto, 
a most shivermg, dispiiited, Sisgiaceful kind of creature, and 
am more like an ancient Egyptian mummy at piesent than a 
modem hvmg Biitish man 

How can I tell you of the ‘ Eevolution ’ m these circum 
stances ^ I did go Qut earhei than usual to see it, or at 
least all buttoned up, and decided to walk myself into a glow 
of heat — ^but — ^but the venomous cold wmd began unexpect- 

30—2 
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edly in Cadogan Place to spit ram, and I had no umbr^a ! 
At Builmgton Arcade thmgs had grown so questionable m 
that respect, I resolved to step m for a nnnntes, which 
done I ^nnd the ^ain had commenced pouring, and I had 
nothmgrtor it but to hail a CSielsea omnibus and come home 
agam Judge then whether I can tell you of the ^ Eevolu- 
tion ’ My sole knowledge of it is from my e^’es m the above 
short distance, and from a kind of ofiBicial individual, 

‘ Paisley lawyer bodie,’ to whom I put three words of question 
and got an answer of inordinate length, mdeed longer than 
I would take with the ram just begmmng to be serious 
Know, however, oh Goody ^ ther^ is no revolution nor any 
hke to be foi ^me months or years yet , that the City of 
London is as safe and quiet as the farm of Addiscombe , and 
that empty rumomrs and 150,000 oaths of special constables 
IS hitherto the sole amount of this adventure foi us Picca- 
dilly itself, however, told us^how frightened the people were 
Directly at Hyde Park Corner one^ could see that there was 
something m the wind Wellington had his iron bhnds all 
accurately down , the Gieen Park was altogether shut, even 
the footpaths of it , the big gates of Constitution Hill , and 
in the inside theie stood a score of mounted Guardsmen 
privately diawn up undex the arch— dreadfully cold, I dare 
say Poi the rei), not a smgle fashionable carnage was on 
the^treet not a piivate vehicle, but, I thmk, two surgeons’ 
broughams, all the way to Egyptian Hall , omnibuses lun- 
nmg, a few street cabs, and even a mud cart oi two , nothing 
else , the flag pavements also nearly vacant, not a fifth of 
their usual population there, and those also of the stiictly 
business kind , not a gentleman to be seen, haidly one oi 
two of the sort called gents ‘ Most mysterns ’ ’ Happily^, 
however, the Paisley body explained it all to me A meetmg, 
some kmd of meeti^^g, had been allowed to take place at 
Kenmngbon Common, but Pepgus O’Connor had there 



CHARTISM 


469 


waijpied the said meeting that there would and should he no 
‘processijLoii,’ hut that eveiybody, under pain of hioken ciowns, 
must now make'Jfor home in a detached ca;^acity , which, 
said the Paisley body, is at this time be^ig peace^ly done, 
and, continued he, the people hi these streets aie aU gone tc? 
the New Eoad to, &c &c , in hopes qf seeing the ^ procession^ 

pass, and ther^ is no ‘procession » ’ And 1 started off 

lieie waving my adieus, and ,took shelter m Burlington 
Aicade Tins is all I know about the No Epvokition we 
have 3 ust sustdiined and so may the Lord’* put an end to all 
cruel wars ^ 

The book t)that was to be wiitten c^uld not take 
shape He kne\v that he ought to say something, 
he the author of ‘ Chartism,’ now that the world was 
turning upside down, and Chartism was actually mov- 
ing Foolish peoplS, too, came about him, piessmg 
for his opinions Fioni his account of the reception 
which he gave them, thej- were not likely to come a 
second time 


Apiil 12, 11 PM 

Oh, my dear, be sorry for me ^ I am neaily out of my 
AVits From three o’clock till now I have%een in a tempest 
of tv\ addle Just when I was about escaping into sob'ttide, 

and a walk through the lanes, enter D and P To 

them K , and a violent diatnbe extorted from me about 

Chartisms — a most wearisorne, wearing walk and talk May 
the devil take that wretched laioital who never walks with 

me but for my sms ^ In the evening came in poor E , 

and shortly after the ‘Ape,’ and they are but gone this 
minute May the dewil confound it ^ I feel as if I had got 
enough for one day No wondei,! am suily at people 

The wonder is rathei I do not shoot them You wietched 
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people » you cannot help me, yon can only hinder me ^Of 
you I must foi evei petition in vain that you would simply 
not mind" me all, but fancy in yonr he^ts I was a grey 

stone, a^ so leave^me E was m the car along with 

"'Feargus<»0’Oonnor and the dt^ier Chartists Never^ he says, 

the woild was theie a more total uremediably ludicrous 
Mure than that operation , seldom a vilei co'^^ardly scoundrel 

(according to B ) than that same Peargus as E there 

read him, ^and now the Moial Force Ohaitists (Lovett, 
Cooper, &c ) aie ?io come out and — m shoit, the woild, take 
it how we wiU, is mad enough 

Not seeing^is way to a book upon Democracy, Cailyle 
delivered his soul in newspaper articles this spring, 
chiefly in the ^ Examiner ’ and the ^ Spectator ’ Even 
Fonblanque and Rintoul (the editors), friendly though 
they were to him, could ;not alloiJ^ him his full swing 
There is no established journnl,’ he said, Hhat can 
stand my articles, no single one they would not blow 
the bottom out of ’ More than ever he wished to have 
some periodical of his own, which would belong to no ^ 
party, and wheie he could hit out all I’ound 

We are going to have SQie times in tins countiy (he saijj), 
^an^the tede of governor will not long be possible as pool 
Loid John and the like of him are used to manage it Oui 
stieets even heie — ^what I never saw befoie — are gettmg 
encumbered with Insh beggars , and in the manufacturing 
districts, as I heai from jieople on the spot, there haidly 
evei was greater miseiy Something does impeiativelj 
require to be done, and I want Loid John to know that, or 
go about his business as soon as he can ^ 

The theory that the title^ of governments in this 
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wo^Jd IS nhe consent of the governed’ will lead by- 
and-by^.if it lasts long enough, to very curious con- 
clusions As a theory it was held even in 1848 
by speculative Liberal thinkers, but, the oldj^nglish 
temper was still doijiinant whenevei there was n«cessity^ 
for action !]^arliaraent was still able and wilhng to 
pass a Treason Felony Act through its three readings 
in one afternoon, and teach Chartists and Irish rebels 
that these inlands were not to be §wept Ihto the 
Eevolution But that spint, Carlyle saw, must abate 
with the development of Democracy The will of the 
people, shifting and uncertain as the weather, would 
make an end of 'authoritative action And yet such a 
government as he desired to see could be the product 
only of revolution of another kind He said often 
that the Eoman Eepubhc was allowed so long a day 
because on emergencies the constitution was suspended 
by a dictatoiship Dictatorships might end as they 
en4^d at Eome, in becoming perpetual — and to this 
he would not have objected, if the right man could 
be fojixvd, but h^ was alone in his opinion, and for the 
time it was useless to speak of such ^ mighty trans- 
formation scene 

The spring wore on, and the early sumUner c£:me>. 
and all eyes were watching, sometimes France, and 
sometimes Irdand Events followed swiftly in Pans 
The government fell into the hands of the Party of 
Order, the moderate Eepublicans , and the workmen, 
who had been struggling for the organisation of 
labour,’ determine^ to fight for it Out of this came 
the three tremendous days of June, the sternest battle 
ever fought in a modern city. 
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To Margaret Carlyle, Scotsbng 


Cheij^ea July 7, 1848 

Doubtless you have been reading of these awful explosions 

Paii^vhich inEeiest eveiry^odjs, and aie indeed an alarm- 
ing symptom of the misery of this pool time To us the 
most mteiesting feature of all this is Gerseial Cavaignac, 
who has had the command in that teiiible business Hens 
the youngei biothei of the*’ Cavaignac we loved much and 
weie veiy ihtimate with heie, while he lived We often 
heaid of him as a just ana valiant and every way excellent 
man, whom his biother much lo\od , and, indeed, I beheve 
him to be reallj such , which land of chaiact^i was certainly 
nevei moie wanted than m the place he is now in Peihaps 
no man in aU the woild could have had so ciuel a duty laid 
upon him as that of cannonading and suppiessmg these 
wietohed people, whom, we may say,JiLS fathei and biothei 
and all his kindied had demoted themselves to stnring up , 
but he saw it to be a duty^ and he has biavely done it I 
suppose he will get himself lulled in the business one^day, 
and indeed he appears piivately to look for nothing ^Ise 
His pool old mothei still hves , has now no child but him , 
has a strange history, indeed, to look back upon fiom the 
days of Robespierie all the way It is veiy curious to me 
to think how the chiefs of ^hese people, as Armand MairaSt, 
Ijl^lhent Tnomas (late commandei of the National Guards), 
used to sit and smoke a pipe with me in this quiet nopk 
some yeais ago , and now Loms Phihppe is out and they 
are in — ^not for evei either The Wheel of Fortune,’ as old 
Aunt Babbie’s dream said — ‘the Wheel of Fortune,’ ‘one 
spake up and the othei spake dovm » 

Emerson’s curiosity had taken hirn to Pans in May, 
to see how Pio^fress and Liberty were getting on He 
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hac|» visited Oxford also, wheie lie had been enteitained 
at Oriel by my dear friend, Arthur Clough He had 
breakfasted in Common Eoom, where s«>veral of us 
were struck by a likeness in^ his face to tha^^of one 
once so familiar in the same spot, who Jbad passed now 
into another fojd — John Henry Newman Figure and 
features were both like Newman’s He was like a 
ghost of Newman born intb a new element The 
Oxford ♦visit over, Emerson went back* to ^London to 
finish his lectures I heard the last of them (at the 
Polytechnic, I think), 'and theie first saw Carlyle, 
whom Cloughs pointed out to me We ^ were sitting 
close behind him, 'and I had^no sight Of his face, but 
I heard his loud, kindly contemptuous laugh when the 
lecturer ended , for, indeed, what Enierson said was, m 
Carlyle’s woids, ‘rathbr moon^hmy’ 

He was to sail for Boston in the week following 
Before he left, he and Carlyle went on a small expedi- 
tion together into Wiltshire, to look at Stonehenge — 
they two, the latest products of modern thought, and 
Stonehenge, the Silent monument of an age all trace 
of which, save that one circle of stone^ has perished 
Emerson has told the stoiy o-fr this adventure in his 
^ English Notes ’ ^Carlyle mentions it in his Journal, 

with a few notes on other things 

% 1% 

July 12, 1848 — Went with Emerson on Friday last to see 
Stonehenge Saw it m a dim wMy evening, very cold, and 
again on tlie moirow — windy sunny moinmg , a guide with us 
this last time Tiilithons of huge dimensions, mostly fallem 
mostly, indeed, removed altogether , cucular ditch outside, 
and huge stone sunk on the blow 9 ! it, very visible 
inside that, lemains of foux circles, big one hntelled all 
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round, then a lower one some si^ or nine feet from^the 
former— an ellipse, or egg-shaped, this lattei they say , then 
the biggest gf all separate trilithes) , las%, a small inmost 
cucle ©l^thin httle upright stones, six oi seven feet high, 
giamte-ihese last, and from'^evonsbre oi Kildare^ the others 
being a hard Wiltshire stone, seemingly bastard hmestone 
Banows he dumb all lound, the plain itself^vacant except of 
sheep, and dumb even as Stone hang itself is Nobody in 
the leasiJ 'knows what, when, or how it could have been Sad, 
not to say almost dismal, that mght as the angfy clouds 
heaped themselves in the wind and we, wearied, bent home- 
waids to oui dismal mn, wheie was tea and not even milk with 
it, in the anciSint town of Amesbury, sunk (Juite silent now, 
the great road (Exeter and London) having become a railway 
and left it 

Chartist concern, and Insh Repeal concern, and French 
Repubhc concern have all gone a b'S.d way since the March 
entry — ^Apnl 10 (immortal day already dead), day of Chartist 
monster petition, 200,000 special constables swore them- 
selves m, &c , and Chartism came to nothmg Eiots^smce, 
but the leaders all lodged m gaol, tiled, imprisoned for two 
years, &c, and so ends Chartism for '"the presejit^ Insh 
Mitchel, poor f^Uow ^ is now m Bermuda as a felon , letter 
tiom him, letter to him, letter to and from Lord Clarendqp — 
w«5S really sorry for poor Mitchel But what help ^ French 
Repubhc cannonaded by General CaYaignao , a sad outlook 
there The wmdbag of Lamartine quijie burst in lihis 
maimer — so many windbags stiU burstmg and to burst 
Gave Emeison a ‘Wood’^ Athenge,’ parted with him in 
peace A spiritual son of mine ^ Yes, m a good degree, but 
gone into pblanthropy and other moonshme , for the rest, a 
dignified, serene, and amiable man of p. certam mdisputable 
natural faculty, whose fnendlmess to me m this world has 
been great 
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Tie sun of freedom which had risen so augustly on 
February 24 had been swiftly clouded Cailyle had not 
expected deJfinitS good from it, and ought ^ot to have 
been disappointed , yet he had not looked for a i'ollapse 
so swift and so complete Bfe had thoi],ght that* some- 
thing would ha^ve been gamed for poor mankind from 
sueh a break-down of sham governments Europe had 
revolted against them, but tHe earthquake, alas ^ had 
been tr«ansient The sham powers, ^tem]poral and 
spiritual, had been shaken in their seats, but the 
shock passed, and they had crept back again Cant, 
insincerity, imposture, and practical injustice ruled once 
more in the name'^of order ^ He was not entirely cast 
down He was still convinced that so wild a burst of 
passion must have meant something, and the • some- 
thing ^ in time would he seen ^ but the fog had settled 
back thick as before, probably for another long interval. 
Before two years were over, ’France saw Loms Napoleon 
and the Second Empire, with the Cathohc Church sup- 
porting French bayonets again propped up the Pope, 
who, m %e strength of them, was to declare himself 
infallible England rested contented wi^i Laissez-faire 
and the ^ Dismal Science ’ In Iceland were famine and 
famme-fever , for remedy an Encumbered Estates a 3;, 
whple villages unroofed by fire or crowbar , two millions 
of the miserable people flying across the Atlantic with 
curses on the Anglo-Saxon in tieir mouths , the Anglo- 
Saxons themselves blessing Providence for ridding them 
so cheaply of the Irish difficulty He saw clearly 
enough that there w;^.s no cure here for the diseases of 
which modern society was sick Behind an order so 
restoied could grow only elements of mischief to 
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come, and he was sickened at the self-satisfied <foni 
plaisange with which the upper classes in Eiigknd and 
everywherer welcomed the victory of t£e reac?tion The 
day of i^^eckonin^ would /jome whether they believed it 
or not and the Jongei judgment WU'S del lyed the heavier 
it would be They had another chancp allowed them, 
that was all Nor was he alone in such reflections 
When j:,he small Grerman'^potentates were restored again, 
Bunsen read at his breakfast table, m my presence, a 
letter from Professoi Dahlmann, of which I remember 
this du^ -H^entence ^The crowned heads have again, 
the power ii^theii hands Let them lock how they use 
it, or the next generatioji will read the fate of their 
dynasties on the tombstones of the last kings ’ 

What Carlyle could do or say it was not easy for him 
to decide No advice of^his would find attention in the 
existing humour The turn v»hich things were taking, 
the pioved impotence of English Chartism especially, 
seemed to justify the impatience with which practical 
politicians had hitherto listened to him It would b^ 
a waste of words to go on denouncing ^ shams-’ when 
* shams ’ everywhere were leceiving a new lease of life 
He stayed in London •^thiough the summer, Mrs Car- 
lyle wit£ him, but doing nothing ^ On August 1*0 he 
writes — 

May I mark this as tliKj nadir of my spiiitual course at 
piesent ^ Nevei till now was I so low — ^utteily dumb this 
long while, banen, undecided, wietched in mind My light 
hand has altogether lost its cunnipg^ Alas ^ and I have 
nothing other whej;^with to defend myself against the woild 
without, and keep it from oyerwhelmmg me, as it often 
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fcliie^tens to do Many things close at hand are other than 
happy fo^ me ]ust now ; but that is no excuse If my own 
energy deseit I am indeed deserted ^ T\e most 
popular character a man can have is that which he acquires 
by being offensive to nobody, so^ifand agreeable toe^^rybody 
All men will cordially piaise him, and even^ in some measure 
love him if so fact worth some reflection a fact which 
puts the popular judgment out o( courts m individual moral 
matters People praise or blame according as^they them- 
selves ha7e fared softly oi fared tiaidly in then intercourse 
with a man And now who are ‘ they ’ ? Cowardly egoists, 
greedy slaves , servants of’* the Devil, for most pUk Woe 
unto you if you treat them softly, if they fare well with you ^ 
Olivei Cromwell, for’ doing moi^of God’s will than any man, 
has to he under the curses of all men for 200 years Con- 
sider and remember 

In all humours, light^or hfeavy, he could count on 
the unshaken affection of his friends the Barings A 
change in this last year had passed over their worldly 
situation The old Lord had died in May, and Mr 
Baring was now loid Ashburton 

He IS a very worthy man (Carlyle wrote^ when the event 
ha;^ened), a very worthy man, as Eis father was, and I hqge 
will do good in his and generation, as at least he has a 
real desiie to do He is now immensely rich, but having no 
children, and for himself no siHy vanity, I believe does not in 
th^ least rejoice at such a lot ^Pooi fellow^ He looked 
miserably ill the day I called on him after his return from 
the sad scene , and though we did not speak of that, I found 
him thm and pale, an^ the picture of a sorrow which well 
became him One could not but ask oneself agam, thmlang 
of 60,000Z a year, ‘ Alas I what is the use of it 
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In September there was to be a great gathering of 
distinguished persons at the Grange under its new 
ownership, pnd the Carlyles, as this ^ear he had not 
^ gone t(xScotland, were invited for a long autumn visit 
He hesitated fio join the brilliant circle He had 
^proved by expeneifce that Maiquise^ and Ministers 
did not differ from little people, except m the clothpig 
and mounting ’ He went, however, and his wife went 
with him " As* usual, he kept his mother well jnformed 
of his condition 

Margm et Carlyle^ Scotshrig 

The Grange September 3, 1848 

The first night I did not sleep It was a stiange thing 
to he thinking of you aU in the d€?3p night here, and have 
Scotsbrig and the evei deai ones^heie all piesent m a place 
so foieign to them Last night, however, I made a fair 
sleep, and to-day feel wonderfully well I look out of mj 
two big windows here (which aie generally flung up) north- 
ward mto deep masses of wood with avenues and gieensward, 
all m beautiful sunshine and sohcude , and silent, '*ex£ept foi 
the twittermg of some buds, and, occasionally, the caw of 
^ s^^e dis%nt looks not yet quite fallen dumb I could sit 
whole hours, if they would let me alone, and converse'' only 
with my own contused thoughts, and try to let them settle a 
httle withm me Ohailes~Bullei is hefe — b, very cheerful 
man to have beside one r The Lady’s mother (the widow 
Lady Sandwich) is the only woman visitor except Jane 
Lady Sandwich used to hve always m Pans, till she was 
driven home by the late revolution , %brisk, talkmg, fnendly, 
and lather entertammg chaiactei , has been very beautiful 
at one tmie She has no othei daughters left but this, and 
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no son but one , plenty of money, and fau health , but, 
alas"^ Nopi^xg to do That is not a very easy life after 
all For the pies^ft, too, we have a stoie of other Loids — 
Lansdowne, Auckland, GianviUe, with one or" tw6 oflacial 
connnoneis Alas ^ as Stephen?p5i the engmeei said',^nd as 
I often say, ‘ if it wefe not foi the clothes; there would be 
little difference ’ To say truth, I wish we weie well home 
ag^n , and yet I suppose it is useful to come ahioad into 
such foreign ciicles now and then Peisons so very, kind to 
us are not lightly to be lefused 

To his brother he wrot^ also 

To John Carlyle 

Tlie Grange September 11, 1848 

As for one’s life in tb^s giand mansion, it is one of total 
idleness, and has in it scarcely ’anything one can call an 
event, even foi a penny letSei . It is a sumptuous elaboiate 
r^esmtatioriy which has to be tiansacted seenungly foi its 
own sake no lesult attamed by it, or hardly any, except the 
lepresentation itself^ To one like me, it would be frightful 
to hve Gn^'such terms We use about eight A valet, who 
waits heie, is charged not to disturb me till half-past eight , 
but ''he comes whenever I img, aiTd that is almost always 
before the ultimate hn^it of tune Shavmg, bathing, dressing, 
all dehbeiately done, last thiee-quarteis of an hour I have 
an excellent and ahy room, two rooms, if I needed, with three 
windows lookmg out mto the w^ds and lawns, which are 
very piet^ty ^ a large old-fashioned bed with curtams, which 
latter is a laie blessing, and a degiee of quietness which 
cannot be surpassed TTeie it not foi the unwholesome diet, 
which I tiy to mend^'and manage, one might sleep to pei- 
fection here Sleep, in fact, is one’s best employment at 
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piesent Before nine we aie out, most of us, I eastward into 
a big portico that looks ovei lake and hillside towards^ the 
using sun, wheie among the hushes I h^ve a pipe lodged, 
which I hghrand^smoke, sauntering up and down, ]omed by 
--Jane if^e can manage it,^3?auch to my satisfaction Jane 
lodges some doois' fiom me, also in two pretty looms Bieak- 
fast IS at half-past nine, where aie mfinito flunkeys, cates, 
condiment^— very supeifluous to me, with much making^'of 
wits,’ an4 not always a very gieat allowance of giaveieason 
That ends in about an hour Fiom that till two, ^continue 
tiymg to keep private to my own loom, but do not always 
succeed To go down into the diawiug-ioom is to get into 
the geneial wj^il After luncheon, all go for exorcise, the 
women to diive, the men to ride 

The tide of guests ebbed and flowed and ebbed again , 
occasionally even the host and hostess were absent for 
a day or two, and the Carlyle^ were left alone ^in the 
vast establishment,’ as ^ in some Hall of the Past,’ with 
horses, carriages, and all at then disposal * Strange 
quaiters for the hike of them ^ ’ he observed He would 
not waste his time entirely, and used it to sfudy the'' 
habits of the Hampshire peasantry, to amuse his mother 
with an account of thepa 

J’o Margaret Carlyle^ Scotsbr^g 

Tne Grange September 29, 18^ 
The people heie seem me much less haidworked than 
in the North They aie very ill off, I belie\e, if thw land- 
loids did not help them , but seem to lequire much more to 
make them well off than Scotch people do Then cottages 
are mostly veiy clep, with trees about them, flower-bushes 
into the veiy windows, and a turn road, paved with bricks, 
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leatog out fiom them to the public way The ploughmen, 

01 faim-seivants generally, go about girt m buckskm leg- 
gings from toe tcr^midthigh, ‘ gey fiim about the feet ^ ’ lags 
aie seen nowheie, noi, I suppose, does want anywheie do 
other than come upon the paftih and have itseir supplied " 
The gently, I imagine, take a gieab deal more pains with* 
their dependent? than ouis do Foi the lest t^e tillage is 
all moie 01 less sluttish, fchistl^s aboundmg, turnips sown 
bioadcast, bad fences, abundance of waste ground,’* hnd, in 
paifciculSi, such a quantity of roads and foot and bridle paths 
as fills a Scotchman with astonishment I do believe there 
IS somethmg like ten times as much ground occupied that 
way as there i^with us Nay, it seems virtually the rule, 
which I now act upbn hke the^otheis, that you can nde in 
any duection whatsoevei at your own pleasure, and nobody 
di earns of finding fault with you Theie are walks and ndes, 
gieen and red, I thmk'^twenty nogiles long, m the park, and 
sohtary as if you were in the heart of Ameiica 

Th^ motive which tempted Carlyle to huger so long 
in these scenes and return so often to them, is not very 
* easy to find It, was certainly not the honour of the 
thing"* *He had a genuine regard for the Barings, and 
was indebted to them for a good deal of kindness , but 
neither regard nor gratitude required so constant a ^ 
rifice It was noi? pleasure, as is shown by the notes 
which were entered in his/ournal 

Octoler 16 — Eetumed Thuisdaygone a week from a long 
visit (five weeks all but a day) to the Grange Plenty of high 
company there, commg and going , friendliness of all and sun« 
dry to us extreme Feelings, nevertheless, altogether unfoi- 
tunate, generally painful, and requuii^ to be kept 
Idle I throughout as a dry iDone , never spent five loneher, 
von I, 
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idler weeks If not m their lonehness, theie was no goo^ in 
them at all But it was notable what stiange old remms- 
cences and seciet elegiac thoughts of vaims kinds went on 
within me , mld;aiid wondious , from my earliest days even 
till theiaj'^in that new foieigr' element I had got into Nor 
IS theie any wor'B yet Ah ^ no * none ’ What will become 
of me ^ giowmg old , I am grown old My next book 
must be that of an old man, and I am not yet got into that 
dialect^- Again and again I ask myself Wilt thou never 
work more then*? and the answer is a mere gioan 6t misery, 
and also of cowaidlmess and laziness Heaven help me! 
But how can it when I do not help myself ? 

He was trying to write something He says in a 
letter at this time ^ that he was doing a little every day, 
though to small purpose ’ In the way of visible occu- 
pation I find only that he was^readmg Fichte, with 
small satisfaction, the ^ Ich ’ and ^ Nicht Ich ’ ^ proving 
shadowy concerns ’ John "Carlyle amused him with a 
story of his mother, whose mode of treating imperti-^ 
nence seems to have been not unlike her son’s 

Jack made us merry last night (he wrote to her in No- 
vember) with that fiat-soled hero-woishipper and yoiu, re- 
ception of^ him ‘ The mother of Thomas Oailyle ? ’ ‘ Yes ’ 
‘Born where?’ ‘ Ecclefechan ’ Her said no fastidious 
duchess could have done the poor blockhead better than" you 
by the simple force of nature and practical desire to get^d 
of idle babble Such people often enough come staggering 
about in here, and lequue to be managed in somewhat the 
same way 


Charles BuUer had been at the party at the Grange, 
brilliant as usuaf In this winter he suddenly died 
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tlirgugli the blundering of an unskilful surgeon JBuller 

was one of the few real £i lends that Carlyle had left in 
the world, and was cut off in this sudden way just when 
the highest political distinctions wer^ coming within 
his reach His witty humoisfhad for a time 2iade his^ 
prospects doubtful The House of Commons likes to. 
ba amused, bu^ does not raise its jesters int<^abinets. 
Buller said he owed his success to Peel He had been 
going op. in his usual way one night when Pe’el said, 

^ If the honourable member for Liskeard will cease for a 
moment from making a Mffoon of himself, I will, &c ’ 
For these shayp words Buller was for ever grateful to 
Peel He achieved afterwards the highest kind of 
Parliamentary reputation \ great career had opened 
before him, and now it was ended Carlyle felt his loss 
deeply He wrote a^^most beautiful elegy, which was 
published in the * Exan^ner ’ in time for Buller’s poor 
mother to read it Then she died, too, of pure grief 
Her Jhusband had gone before, and the family with whom 
Carlyle had once been so mtimately connected came to 
an en^ l^ogether 9 It was a sad season. 

Jowrmk 

Bmmb&r 14, 1848 — Suiely a time wiH come for me once 
Hjgie I I undeistand this Idhg while what the old romancers 
meant by a kmght being enchanted That is precisely my 
own condition — ^unable to stii myself, writhing with hand 
and foot glued bogethei, undei a load of contemptible miseiies 
Often, very often, I ^hink, ^ Would the human species uni- 
veisally be but so kind as to leave me altogether alone ^ ’ 

I mean to hurt nobody, I , and the hifft that ethers (mvol- 
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Tintaiily foi most pait) do me is mcalonlable But thes^ aie 
shallow impatiences The thought; is fiowaid snd unjust 
The good souls that still love me even w^ile they hurt and 
distiess me, %an J wish them delibeiately away fiom me ^ 
-No, ney:€D I The fault, I dwcein, nlways will at length be 
found my own 

In certain conditions of bodily health the daintiSst 
food isrwajaseous It is the same, or nearly so, with the 
mind, and this perhaps may explain the ii2ipatient 
passage which follows Yet, he mnst have read again 
what he had written, and had not erased the words, 
which mnst be supposed therefore to represent his real 
opinion 

Decemb&r 29, 1848 — It seems as if aU thmgs were com- 
bimng against me to hinder any book or free dehverance 
of myself I might have in view ^t piesent We shall see 
Milnes has wiitten this yeai ar book on Keats This remaik 
to make on it ‘ An attempt to make us eat dead dog by 
exquisite currying and cooking ’ Won’t eat it K truly 
unwise little book The kind of man that Keats^was gets 
ever moie honible to me Force of hungei for pleasure of 
every kmd, and ^mnt of aU othei force — ^that is a combina- 
^ tnpi I Su«h a structure 01 soul, it would once have been very 
"evident, was a chosen ‘Yessel of Hell and truly, foi ever 
there is justice m that feehng At piesent we try to love 
and pity, and even worship, such a soul, and find the tsfik 
lathei easy, m oui own soulg?theie being enough of similaiity 
Away with it ^ Theie is peihaps no cleaiei evidence of our 
universal immorahty and cowardly untruth than even m such 
sympathies 

The winter wem by with no work accomplished or 



48s 


CROMWELVS^STA TUE 

begi^n, beyond the revising Cromwell ’ for a third edi- 
tion, as iz ^as still selling rapidly ^ I find the book 
IS well liked,’ he ?oiild say, * and silently ma|§:ing its way 
into the heart of the country^ which iS a resist I 
very thankful for ’ 

The book had^ been too well liked, indeed , for it had 
created a set of enthusiastic admirers who w^ted now 
to have a statue of the great P/otector, or, at l^asjs^ some 
public nsemorial of him Carlyle was of®Cato’s opinion 
in that matter He preferpd that men should rather 
ask where Oliver’s statue was than see it as one of the 
anomalous 'images which are scattered ov^ the metro- 
polis He was askbd to give Jus sanction 

The people (he wrote to his mother) having subsciibed 
25,000Z foi a memoiial So an ugly# bullock of a Hudson, who 
did not even pietend to ha^^ any meiit except that of being 
suddenly iich, and who is now*discovered to be httle othei 
than aj heait a hoise-copei and dishonest fellow, I think 
they ought to leave Cromwell alone of their memoiials, and 
try to bpnpui him la some moie profitable way — ^by learning 
to be honest men hke him, for example But we shall see 
whgj comes of all this Oiomwell wpik — a thing not without 
valu^ either 

When he was J.east occupied his JNotebook is tuUest, 
tlf?^wmg light into the inmost parts of him 

JoUTTial 

Ajpril 26, 1849 — ^^i^tle done hitherto — ^nothing definite 
done at all What othei book will foljow ? That is ever 
the question, and hitherto^ the unanswered one Silent 
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hitherto, not from having nothing to say, but from h^roig 
all — a -Airhole world to say at once I am weak tOo— forlorn, 
bewildered, ^nd mgh lost —%00 weak fo? my place, I too 
Aiticle m the ^Spectator’ about Feel and Ireland, very 
ciuel upon Russell, comma5icImg hrm to get about his busi- 
ness foi ever Vfas written veiy ill, but really to satisfy 
my cons(S^ce in some measuie My voice sounds to^e 
like a One Voice in the w^rld, too fiightful to me, with a 
heart so £i6k and a head growing giey ^ I say often Was 
thufs ^ Be silent then f all which I know is very weak 
Louis Blanc was twice here-^ pietty little miniature of a 
man, well shaped, long black head, blown skin ^ every way 
Fiench aspect . quick, twinkling, earnest" black eyes , a 
smalhsh, melodious voice, which lather qua\eis in its tones , 
fiee, lively, ingenious utterance, full of fiiendlmess, trans- 
paiency, logical definiteness, and seeming good faith , not 
much vamty either , a goed little cTeatuie, to whom, deeply 
as I dissented fiom him, I couP not help wishing heaitily 
well ‘ Liteiary world ’ (bless the maik much occupied of 
late with ‘Macaulay’s Histoiy,’ the most populai history 
book evei written Fouith edition already, within, perhaps, 
four months Book to which foui hurcdied editiona could 
not lend any pe^anent value, there being no depth of sense 
in it at aU, and a very gij^at quantity of rhetorical wmd^nd 
Cthei tenI]^oiary mgiedients, which aie the reverse of sense 


Pio Nono was not yet upon his throiile again E®ie 
was held by the Trmmv?^rs — ^Mazzini in brief triumph, 
and unable to believe that the glories of 1848 wfere 
absolutely to disappear In Rome and Hungary the 
revolution was still struggling, thwjgh to most eyes the 
inevitable end h^d long been apparent Carlyle had 
loved Mazzmi well, but had never believed in him He 
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was now watching Ms lortnnes witn anxious interest 
Ills mother, he knew^ would be pleased to hear of any 
brave man in d#ath-grapple with the old Antichrist 


To Margaret GarCyle^,ScoUbrig 


Chelsea May 1849 

Yesterday there came a certafn Italian politic^ eharactei, 
one Mamoni, who has come hither fiom Borne to negotiate 
about the poor Eoman Eepubhc and its many troubles Maz- 
zini had given him a caid for Jane I talked a long time with 
him , fouiid him a rational, smceie-looking man All people, 
he says, are clear against leadmittmg the Pope to temporal 
rule at Rome, and will fight violently befoie they be con- 
stiained to it Nobody knows which way the Fiench and 
otheis will settle that Ij^eggarly bgnJci uptcg impotence To 
settle it well will exceed the powei of all of them umted, I 
beheve Mazzmi, an old tiiend of ouis, and one of the most 
^zealous, pious-minded men I know, is one of thethiee Kings 
of Rome ]ust now, and I suppose is the most resolute of them 
all He lives m^the Pope’s palace at piesent The other 
day he was in a pool house somewheie heie, which seems a 
change when one leflects on it Louis Napoleon, too, I have 
of£en seen in these streets diiving his cabiiolet , g-nce I di^d 
where he was, and talked a good deal to him — ^no great pro- 
motion for a man at that time Alas I it is conjectured, too, 
ti^at such a time^ay veiy easily leturn , that Louis Napoleon 
IS very likely to diive cabiiolets heie again, poor fellow ^ The 
woild^s giown a much maddei place than it evei was before 
In fact, luin has come upon all mannei of supremely decep- 
tive peibons The djgky of trouble foi supreme quacks every- 
where has arrived ' for which should we not aU thank the 
Righteous Judge ? 
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May 17, 1849 — Mazzmi busy afc Eope resisting the 
Fiencb, resisting all people that attack his ‘ Eepubbhca Eo- 
mana,’ st^ding oh his gu^d against all the woild Pool 
Mazzmi If he aguld stand theie in Some, in sight of all 
Italy, and piactically defy the whole world for a while, and 
fight till Sirme was ashes and lum, and end by blowiiTg 
hnnself ;^d his assailants u'p in the last strong post, and so 
yielding only wit^ hfe, he ^pight louse the whole Italian na- 
tion into such a rage as it has not known for many centuiies, 
and this might be the means of ''shaking out of the Itahan 
mmd a veiy foul piecipitate indeed Perhaps that is really 
what he was worth in this world Strange, piovidential- 
looking, and leadmg to manylihoughts — ^how, of all the im- 
mense nonsense that lay in this biave man, the one element 
of noble peiennial tiuth that pervadejj him wholly withal is 
at length laid hold of by the* uppei powers of this universe, 
and turned to the use that was •in It Whatsoevei good we 
have, the gods know it well, and wiU know what to make 
of it in due season Mazzmi came much about us heie foi 
many yeais, patiomsed by my wife , to m^ veiy wearisome, 
With his incoherent Jacobinisms, Geoige-Sandisms, in*spite 
of all my love and regaid for him , a beautiful httle man, 
full of sensibihties, of mek)dies, of deal intelhgence, and 
noBle vniines He had found Volney, m a diawer in Ins 
fathei's hbiaiy while a boy, and had read and lead, recognis- 
ing a whole new promised land^illuminated^with suns aij^ 
volcanoes Pathei was a pljgrsician m Genoa He, foiced 
to be a lawyei, turned himself into Young Italy, and^ after 
many sad adventuies, is there What will become of him ^ 
we ask daily with a real^nteiest A jmall, squaie-headed, 
bright-eyed, swift, yet still, Liguiian figure , beautiful, and 
meioiful, and £erce , Ss pretty a httle man when I first saw 
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hiin, eight or nine years ago, as had evei come before me 
Trufe as steel, the woid the thought of him pure an,d limpid 
as watei , by nati^ie a little lyiical poet , plenty of quiet fun 
in him, too, and wild emotion, rfemg to tjie ^mll key, with 
all that lies between these two^-g^stiemes His tradq jjowever, 
was not to wiite veises Shall we ewr se^him moie ? 

"Under the same date in the Journal also "Is a notice 
of a contrasting figuie — one of whom, as long as'^he had 
been successful, the Enghsh world had «ihought as well 
as it had thought ill of popr Mazzini 

King Hudson flung utterly prostrate, detected ‘cooking 
accounts , ’ everybody kicking jEim through the mue To 
me and to quiet onlookers he has not changed at all He is 
meiely detected to me what we always undeistood he was The 
lage of fellow-gamblei^, now w^en he has merely lost the 
game f 01 them, and ceased^ to swuxdle with impumty, seems 
to us a very baseless thmg One soidid, huugiy canaille are 
they all Why should this, the chief teniei among them, be 
set upon by all the dog fiateimty One feels a leal human 
pity foi the ugly Ifudson T Speddmg the other mght was 
desciiDing to us the late figuie of H ’s piivate life, as S him- 
self and otheis had obseived it Oveiwhelnied with business, 
yef supei adding to it*' ostentatiotfe and high-flown amus^^ 
ments, halls at giee^} countiy houses fifty miles off, &c &c 
With eaily moimng he was gone fiom Newby Paik, and Ins 
guests, off by expiess tiain^ ovei all the island , returned 
weaiy on the edge of dinner, then fiist met his gue^’ts, drank 
laigely«of champagne, with other wines , ‘ ate nothing at all, 
baldly an ounce of sohd food , them tumbled into bed, worn 
out with business and madness tThat was the late daily 
histoiy of the man Oh, Mammon ^ aib thon not a hard 
god ^ It IS now doubtful whethei poor Hudson will even 
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have any money left Peihaps that would be a real benefit 
to lum His biother-in-law has drowned himsejf ^t ^oilc 
What a woild this evei is ^ full of Henwsis, luled by the 
Supernal, lebSled jn by the Infernal, with piophetic tragedies 
<^8 of oyh Murdeiei Euste Jermy’s natural brother ^ To 
pious men, he too^might have seemed one of the fated No 
son of had more authentically a dcrom of the gods 

The old la'^are still ahve Even lailway scrip is subject T}o 
them 

Ireland, of all the topics oh’'which he had meditated 
writing, remained painfully fascxnatiiig JBCe had looked 
at the beggaHy scene, he had seen the blighted fields, 
the ragged misery of the wretched race who were suffer- 
ing for others’ sms aS well as for their own Since that 
brief visit of his- the famine had heeu followed by the 
famine-fever, and the flight ^ millions from a land 
which was smitten with a cdrse Those ardent young 
men with whom he had dined at Dundrum were woi^J^ingr 
as felons in the docks at Bermuda Gravan Duffy, after 
a near escape from the same fate, had»been a gugst in 
Cheyne Eow, ^d the story which he had to tell of 
cabins tom down by crcjwbais, and shivering famil^^s, 
ittSirned ofit of their miserable homes, dying in the 
ditches by the road-side, had touched Carlyle to the 
very heart He was furious at the econcvnical common- 
places with which England was consoling itself lie 
regarded Ireland as Hhe breaking-point of the^ huge 
suppuration which all British and all European society 
then was’ He determined to see^it again, look at it 
further and more fully, * that ragged "body of a diseased 
soul,’ and then writ^ somethmg about it which might 
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;axove tis country into a better sense of its obligations 
So earnest he was that he struggled senouslj' to find 
some plainer fcrm of speech, better suited to the world’s 
comprehension, which they might read, not to wonder 
at, but to take to their hearths for practical gQi4ance 

Often in mj^ sleep (he says) I have made lo^ passages 
and screeds of composition in the most excellent approved 
commonplace style I wish I could do it awake 1 I could 
then wft-te many things — ^fill all newspapers with my wntmg 
The dieam seems to say th^ talent is m me, as I suppose it 
sme enough to he , hut the hiaoh is wanting, and will per- 
haps for evei he All talents, specific aptiti^des of a handi- 
ciaft — ^nay, woise,^all outlines^ of leaimng (so called), which 
I once had aie gradually meltmg into the vague, and 
threatemng to leave me — o, wild se2. suiely, and a lonesome 
voyage surely ^ ’Wai^s ahead ^ ^ 

To Margallt Qm lyle^ Scotsbmg 

Okelsea May 26, 1849 

1^e have beautiful waim weather now , we are tolerably 
well in health, tqp, aU of us Both Jane and I go grum- 
hhng on as usual, not worse than usual I am thinking 
rather seriously of getting out mto the “Country as soon as 
the weather grows too hot A"* tour of a we^ or tw^irT 
Ireland has ofteuAheen in my head of late , some kina df 
tOui which would take me away from the noise of this 
J^ahylon while ‘Ijhe pavemehts are so hot and so crowded 
I do not expect to find irmoh new knowledge in Ireland 
if I go , but much that I have lymg in me to say might 
perhaps get nearer to some way of^ utterance if I were look- 
ing face to face upon the ruuT and wretchedness that is 
prevalent there , '’for that seems to me the spot in our 
dommions where the bottomless gulf has bioken out, and all 
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the hes and delusions that he hidden and open m us hgve 
come to this definite and piactical issue theie ‘They that 
sow the wind, they shall leap the whiilwindr* ^ that was fiom 
oi old the law ^ 

It was while Carlyle was piepanng foi this Irish 
tour that^^nyself became first peisonally acquainted 
with him He had heard of me from Aithur Clough, 
who left bxfoid ;^hen I left it We had felt, both of 
us, that, thinking as we did, we were out of place in an 
Article-signing University, and we had lesigned our 
Fellowships Of Clough Carlyle had formed the yeiy 
highest opinion, as no one '^ho knew him could fail to 
do His pure beautiful character, his genial humoui, 
his pel feet truthfulnes's, alike of heait and intellect — 
an integiity which had led him to saciifice a distin- 
guished position and brilliant pio^ipects, and had brought 
him to London to gathei a living as he could from undei 
the hoofs of the horses in the stieets — these togetL^i 
had recommended Clough to Cailyle as a diamond sifted 
out of the general rubbish-heap Of Tbae, with good 
reason, he was inclined to think far less favourably I 
Jiad written something, npt wisely, in which heterodo: 0 y 
w® flavou]^d with the sentimentalism which he 5>o 
intensely detested He had said of me that I ought 
to burn my own smoke, and isot tiouble^ther people]s^ 
nostrils ^with it Neverthgless, he was willing to see 
what I was like James Spedding took me down to 
Cheyne Eow one evening in the middle of June We 
found hum sitting after Hinner, with his pipe, in the 
small flagged court between the house land the garden 
He was studying without much satisfaction the Life of 
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St Patrick by Jocelyn of Ferns in the ® Acta Sanctorum ’ 
He was trying to form a notion of what Ireland had 
been Uke before Danes or Saxons had meddled with it, 
when it was said to have been the- chosen home of 
learning and piety, and had sent out missionaries to 
convert Northern Europe His ahthof was not assisting 
h:^m The Lite of St Patrick as given by^cJelyn is as 
much a biography of a real -man as the story of Jack 
the Gr^^nt-killer. When we arrived Carlylfe Tiad just 
been reading how an Irish marauder had stolen a goat 
and eaten it, and the Saint had convicted him by mak- 
ing the ^oat, bleat in his stomach He spoke of it 
with rough disgust, and then we talked of Ireland 
generally, of which I had some local knowledge 

He was then fifty-four yeaas old , tall (about five feet 
eleven), thin, but at'^that time upright, with no signs 
of the later stoop IJis boTdy was angular, his face 
beardless, such as it is represented in Woolner’s medal- 
.lioijj which IS by far the best likeness of him in the 
^days of his strength His head was extremely long, 
with^th^ chin thrust forward , the neck was thin , the 
mouth firmly closed, the under hp slightly projecting , 
the hair grizzled and thick an^ bushy His eyes which- 
grew lighter with age, were then of a deep ^olet, wiCn 
fi];e burning at the bottom of them, which flashed out 
at the least excitement -The face was altogether most 
"diking, most impressive eyery way And I did not 
admiye him the less because he treated me — I cannot 
say unkindly, but shortly and sternly I saw then what 
I saw ever after — that no one nCed look for conventional 
politeness from Carlyle — he would hear the exact truth 
from him, and nothing else 
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Wb went afterwards into tlie dining-room, ^Eere 
Mrs Carlyle gave ns tea Her features weien^ regular, 
but I tiiought I tad never seen a more iirteresting- 
looking woman - Her hair was raven black, her eyes 
"dark, soft; sad, -with dangere^is light m them Carlyle’s 
talk was nch, fuH, and scornful ,' hers deheately mock- 
ing She ’gas fond of Speddmg, and ke'i)t up a quick, 
sparkling conversation ■wi^h him, telling stories at her 
husband's ‘expense, at which he laughed himself as 
heartily as we did 

It struck me then, and T found always afterwards, 
that false sentiment, insincerity, cant, of g,ny kind 
would find no quarter, either from jufe oy husband, 
and that one must speak’^truth only, and, if possible, 
think truth only, if- one wished to be admitted into 
that house on terms of friendship^ They told me that 
I might come again I Sid not then li\e in London, 
and had few opportumties , but if the chance offered, I 
never missed it 
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